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P ll E F A C K. 


TiiK authoress feels much <liflklence in Siuiding forth to 
the work! a tale whicli by its title gives y)romise of treat¬ 
ing not only of histoiy, but of Scottish history; an act of 
j>resumj)tiou fr<.)ni which she is anxious to clear herself; 
— and at the same time sh(^ wishes to re-assure those 
readers who may not like historical novels from a woman’s 
pen, that sht^ has entered no farther into public affairs, 
than as they may hav(; influenced tlie fortunes and feel¬ 
ings of the one admirable woman who forms tlie subject 
of the following m*unoir. 

Since', in the human heart the same passions and the 
samt. emotions arc found in all ages, she hopes she has 
not trespassed beyond the limits assigned to (.me wlio is 
conscious that all she writes bears the stamp of feminine 
authorship, in attempting the development of a female 
;character, tlie firmness and tenderness of whicli may be 
■gathered from .Lady Nithsdale’s own beautiful letter to 
her sister. 

The foundation of the story of the Hampshire Cottage 
is strictly true. The appearance, the characters, the 
sentiments, and the death of the old couple, are entirely 
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from nature. Their very Christian names have been 
preserved; and the oircurastance of the blind old man 
feeling too low for the head of the little girl, who had 
outgrown his recollection, actually occurred t6 the au¬ 
thoress, when visiting the cottage after a long absence. 

F'or reasons which perhaps may be understood by her 
friends, she adds, that the tale of Blanche was written in 
the year 1832. 

London. 

June 'JO. IH35. 
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WINIFRED, COUNTESS OF NITHSDALE. 


' CHAPTER I. 

Mv father stood for his true kinp, 

’Pill staiidiiij,' it c-oukl do iiao louir ; 

The day is lost, and so are «e,— 

Nat! wondor itioiiy a heart is sair. 

Jacobite Sottf.’. 

’I'm; sounsi of tlie org^an pealed through the chapel of the 
Mnglish Augustine convent at Bruges: a bright gleam of sun¬ 
shine, streaming through the painted window to the south <-f 
the altar, shone upon the clouds of incense which arose in 
silvery folds'froin the censers ; it slione upon the wdiite-robetl 
assistants, upon the jiiiests, and upon the calm brow of tiie 
young min who had that moment taken the irrevocable vows 
which separated her IVom the world—a world of which she knew 
Imt little ; but which, from tlie circumstances in which her 
family was jdaced, offered not to lier the temptations it usually 
holds out to youth, beauty, and rank such as hers. 

Tile Lady Lucy Herbert was the fourth daughter of M’illiarn 
Marquis of Pmvis, who, having devoted himself to the cause 
of James the Secoml, and accompanied his queen in her flight 
to France, received from the exiled monarch, as a reward for 
Ills uncompromising loyalty, the empty titles of Marquis of 
Montgomery and Duke of Powis, 

James afterwards ap])oiuted him steward and chamberlain 
to his household — offices which, although of small advantage, 
may have been gratifying to his feelings, as proofs of the 
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" he was held by the master to whom he 

had'iteriW^ewBry thing. 

tTjpo|0Hh(^^l^hijfeB. of Powis’s death, which took place in l6f)6\ 
his her two youngest daughters^ iA the English 

Augustine convent at Bruges ; while the three elder remained 
with her «t the melancholy shadow of a court still kept up at 
St. Germain’s. 

It was no grief to the widowed mother when she found that 
the bent of the young Lucy’s mind was sincerely and cnthusi- 
asflcally directed towards a religious life. Although tl»e at¬ 
tainder had been reversed, and her son had been restored to tiie 
Marquisate of Powis, it was not till some years afterwards that 
she had ventured to return to England ; even then she lived 
in retirement and privacy, 'riie widow of so zealous an ad- 
lierent to King Jame.s couhl not be regarded without suspicion ; 
her means were .scanty ; her ehler daughters hail not then 
made the advantageous alliances which they aftertvards formed ; 
and joyfully did she hail the vocation which she hoped would 
secure, to one of her children at least, a peaceful and tranquil 
existence, secure from any farther vicissitudes of fortune. 

But to one persoii the decision of the Lady I.ucy Herbert 
was a matter of deep and uninixed sorrow. Jli-r younger 
sister, the Lady IVinifrcd, loved her with all the devotion of 
a fresh and unpractised heart. Tltey had been early sejiarated 
from the rest of their family. At the period of their father’s 
tieath, when their childish hearts hud for the first time Ix'en 
made acquainted with grief, they had been thrown entirely on 
each other for support atid consolation. 

'J’hough many years had now elapsed, the moment was still 
fresh in their ineinorie.s, when their mother, in her mourning 
habit, with pale cheek and streaming eyes, delivered them over 
to the care of the friend who was to convey them to Bruges-. 
The sad countenances and black garments of their sisters, and 
of the few domestics who still remained of their former esta¬ 


blishment, coupled with the vague, ill-defmed feeling, hall' 
resembling fear, half .sliame, which children experience wlieri 
they w-itness grief more intense than their young minds can 
comprehend, had left a deep impression upon both the youth¬ 
ful pensioners. AV’hen first they found themselves in the con¬ 
vent, with none but strangers around them, the timid Winifred 
dung instinctively to her sister; while Laily Lucy, forced, a.s 
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it were, to become the prop and stay of ^6 and 

weaker than herself, acquired at an early age the of seek¬ 
ing strength and support from above. ' ' 

Loving and admiring her sister as did the Lady Witi|fred, 
it may excite wonder that she did not imbibe her strict re¬ 
ligious notions ; that she also should not have looked forward 
with joy to the idea of devoting herself to pious seclusion, and 
thus, at the same time, preserving the society of the being she 
most loved on earth. But it was not so. On the contrary, 
she felt her sister’s vows as a barrier of separation between 
them. 

Although she had no wish to wander beyond the walls of 
tile little convent garden, though she seldom even went to the 
parlour grate, ainl never wished to avail herself of the occa¬ 
sional opi'.ortunities which occurred to the pensioners of mix¬ 
ing in society, still she felt an instinctive horror of irrevocable 
vows, to renounce—they knew not what. It w'as with a feel¬ 
ing amounting to despair that she witnessed the funeral rites, 
that she heard the service for tlie dead, that she saw the black 
veil drojijied hetw’een her sister and the wmrId,of who.se pains and 
]deasures they could form no idea. Moreover, these vows for 
ever preclutled the possibility of her seeing their native country 
in conijiany with that beloved sister; and in the heart of the 
J^ady Winifred there existed the strong instinctive affection for 
the laml of her forefathers, wdiich the coldest and the most 
hiirdened arc not wholly without, but wdiich in minds of a 
more ardent temperament amounts almost to a ruling passion. 
She had never beheld the British shores, she had never breathed 
British air, and yet she felt as if England was her home — her 
natural resting-place. 

Mdien first the young girls had been sent to Bruges, an 
old and faithful servant of the name of Evans had accompanied 
them. She was a native of Wales, and had been born in the 
neighbourhood of the ancient seat of the Herbert family, 
Boole ('astle, in Montgomeryshire. 

Loyalty to the family of Herbert h.ad growni with her 
growth and strengthened with her strength, and was only 
balanced by the attachment to her country, which is generally 
more enthusiastic in the inhabitants of mountainous districts 
than of any other. 

The young girl bad listened for hours together to old 
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£vans*s glowing descriptions of the cloud-capped Snowdon, the 
green mountains, the smiling valleys, the rapid streams, the 
wreaths of mist, — all the varied beauties of her own Wales. 
From the windows of their convent they could descry notiiiiig 
but the flat and uninteresting country which surrounds Bruges: 
but when the clouds formed themselves into a thousand fan¬ 
tastic shapes, old Evans would point out to them how one mass 
resembled such a mountain near tht'ir ancestral castle — how 
another was the very picture of Snowdon when lie wore his 
white cap of clouds, as she familiarly expressed herself. Slu* 
would describe to them the peculiar customs ot Wales—the 
snowy caps, the small black hats, of the women, — would ex¬ 
patiate on the light form and airy step with which they trod tiie 
mountain paths—would jncture to them how beautiful were tlie 
white sheep dotting the soft green of the steep and sweilinp; 
hills, till the youthful Lady Winifred’s heart tvould burn 
within her to flee to the home of her ancestors. 

Nor, though Evans afterwards returned to her mistress, the 
iluchess, when she establislied herself in England, did these im¬ 
pressions lade away. 

I'he nunnery was all composed of English, most of whom 
tiad Vieen driven into exile by the adherence of their families 
to that of Stuart ; thence it naturally arose that all their ideas 
of prosperity, happiness, splendour and gaiety, were blencn d 
with the memory of England. These recollections also ])ar- 
took of the colouring thrown around them by th«* joyousness 
of youth ; so that perhaps in no spot of earth liad patriotism 
a firmer hold on the human heart than in the English Augusliiu 
‘•onvent at Jiruges. There also did King James the 'J’hird. 
jie was ever styled, reign without a rival. To evi'ry inhabitant 
f>f the convetit was ius cause endeared by the sacrifice of 
friends, of ]iroperty, of rank, or of situation ; ami all those 
whose age or disposition inclined them to hope, rather than to 
tiespond, looked forwaid with superstitious confidenct' to the 
Time when “ the king sltonld enjoy his own again.’’ 

It was an additional grief to the Lady Winifred that her 
sister’s vows would prevent her ever witnes-sing the glorious 
restoration wdiich was to take j>lace at some future and un¬ 
known period ; and it was with a feeling of desolation keener 
than any emotion she had experienced since the grief of child¬ 
hood at her father's death, that she retired fur the first time 
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to her solitary apartment as one of the pensioners ; while her 
sister—her friend, her companion by day and by night — was 
now a professed nun, immured within her narrow cell, and 
henceforward subject to all Ihe rules and regulations of the 
order. 

The Lady Lucy’s vocation had been so decided, and her 
only surviving parent’s consent so unhesitating, that her 
noviciate had been shortened ; and it seemed to Lady Wini¬ 
fred a sudden and violent separation. 

During the next year, her thoughts, which could no longer 
be communicated as they arose in the hourly companionship of 
sisterhood, turned more frequently than ever towards her 
native land; her studies were all of the glorious deeds of 
Lngland ; she read none but English poets; she carolled 
none but English ballads ; and she hailed with joy the intel¬ 
ligence that lier eldest sister, the Lady Mary, was united to 
the eldest son of Carril Viscount Molineux, and that an al¬ 
liance was in treaty between the Lady Franees and the Earl of 
Seaforth, for she hoped her mother might wish for her society 
when her sisters were honourably disposed of in marriage. 

Since she had taken the vows, the Lady Lucy had un¬ 
avoidably been not oidy less her companion, but moreover the 
constant practice of religious forms and exercises occupied her 
mind as w'ell as her time. She w’as unable to sympathise with 
Lu<ly Winifred : her lot w'as cast within her convent walls ; 
and she would have considered it a vain and sinful indulgence 
to let her thoughts wander towards scenes or pleasures, w’hich 
she bad renounced. At the age of fifteen, therefore, the Lady 
Winifred’s ininii had been thrown back upon itself ; and it 
gradually acquired a gentle reserve, a mild thoughtfulness, 
which suited w’ell the cast of her features. The placid brow, 
and the full white eyelids, — the rounded cheek, which, except 
when some sudden emotion called up an evanescent bloom, 
wras pale as the white rose consecrated to the Jacobite party,— 
were not calculated to strike at first sight; but any one who 
had once looked upon her, could not choose but look again. 
The dove-like eyes, the lips so full of expression, the whole 
form so aristocratic in its mould, so feminine in its move¬ 
ments, so delicate, so fragile-,—all were rather like a poet’s 
dream, than a being formed to encounter the chances and 
changes of this rough work-day wmrld. Her slender throat 

B 3 



6 uriNIPKED, 

gleamed white firom the close, narrow mantilla of black silk 
edged with lace, which, according to the fashion of the time 
an(i country, was closely fastened down the front; her soft 
brown hair was smoothly partdH off her brow, and tuckeil 
under the little white cap, enclosing the back of the head, 
which is still worn in the Low Countries, and which formed 
part of the dress of the young pensioners. 

The character, the countenance, the features, and the habit, 
all seemed in unison with each other. 


CHAPTER 11. 

Hail. Chilciliooa lovely ajire. in thy .shtirt rate 
Too oft we know our ai,!v hapi'v htmr^. 

With what foiui yearnliifri. iaier w'e retraee 
Each several ste|i in tliy sweet i>ath of tiowei'S. 

The spirit l>oun(lin){ wild, unknowint' v. tiy. 

And still expectant of new i'estaey — 

The little sorrows that to memory seem 
As ’twere joys undetUi'd in some fair dream. 

I’npubli: hi i! T’l'i »i!i. 

One evening the Lady Winifred was alone in the .<inall and 
■simple apartment of which she was now the sole inhabitant ; 
tile fading light had obliged her to relinquish her t rnjiloy- 
ment, and she gazed through the narrow grated wiiulow as 
the sun sank behind the bank of purple clouds which, in low- 
flat countries, so frequently accomjiany the decline of day. 
She thought on old Rachael Kvans’'S descrijitions of her home, 
and she remained lost in fanciful imaginiugs, conjuring the 
masses of vapour into the forms of rnountairis wdiich she had 
never beheld, when she was roused from her rneilitation.s by 
the entrance of the sister porteress, who came to announce to 
her that a mes.scnger from Knglaiul had arrived, and to sum¬ 
mon her to the parlour grate,. 

What were her joy and surjirise at recognising ol<l Evans 
herself, who, with a trusty servant, was .scut to convey her in 
safety to London, where slie would meet her mother, the 
Duchess of Powis, as she was called by all lier immediate de¬ 
pendants, although the title conferred upon her husband by 
James the Second -w'as not allo-wed to her son at the court of 
Queen Anne. 
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The Lady Winifred listened with even fresh delight to all 
which llachael Evans could impart respecting her family an<l 
her country, though she could not but express her surprise 
that her mother should so suddenly command her to her j)re- 
sence. 

“ Your lady mother may have her reasons,’ replied the ohl 
woman, with a mysterious and important air ; “ and it is 
likely his gracious majesty himself, (Heaven bless and re¬ 
store him to his own !) may also have his reasons for wnfeh- 
ing you should not follow your sister’s example. * 

“ The king ! He cannot surely take any thought of what 
my fate may be ! ” 

“It is not for me to make so bold as to dive into a 
king’s counsels ; but it would not be fitting for all the 
heads of noble Catholic families and true Jacobites to be in¬ 
termarrying with the daughters of crop-eared Whigamoors, 
as many of the young lords have done of late. If all the 
beautiful young ladies of loyal families were to take the 
veil, as the Lady Lucy has done, it would not be the better 
for the true cause. Your fair sister, the Lady Anne, is 
about to be married to the Viscount Carrington ; and there 
may be other nobles as great, or greater, •whom King James 
may also wish to see attached to his cause, rather than 
withdrawn from it, by the lady whom they may chance to 
marry.” 

Lady Winifred was half alarmed at Kachael Evans's in¬ 
sinuations. Love and marriage were topics of conversation 
interdicted by the elder «uns, and subjects on which she 
had never wittingly allowed her thoughts to dwell. Yet she 
could not but collect from various expressions which Evans 
let drop, that some alliance, by which the Jacobite cause 
might be strengthened, was in contemplation for her. 

Her thoughts were all duty, submission, and obedience, 
both towards her mother and her king; but her pure and 
ardent soul recoiled from the idea of being condemned to 
love and honour one of whom she knew nothing. She 
questioned Evans more closely, and extracted from her that 
Colonel Hook had been despatched with credentials from the 
court of St. Germain’s, for the purpose of ascertaining the 
situation, numbers and ability of King James’s adherents in 
Scotland; that he had reported the Earl of Nithsdale to be 
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a nobleman of much weight and consideration in the southern 
counties, and the head of a Jacobite family ; and that he was 
considered by the Chevalier de St. George as a person wdiom it 
was of great importance to attach firmly to his cause, by 
uniting him to a lady of undoubted loyalty. 

The Lady Winifred received this intelligence with tears 
and sorrow. The notion of resistance to the wishes of her 
superiors never crossed her mind as within the sco}>e of 
possible events; but the prospect which unfolded itself be¬ 
fore her seemed to her simple, yet ardent imagination, 
awful in the extreme. 

“ Have you ever seen the Earl of Nithsdale ? ” she timidly 
inquired, after the long silence which succeeded Jlachael 
Evans’s developement of the views entertained with regard to 
her. 

, “ No, my sweet young lady,” replied Evans ; “ but you 
need not harbour a fear that he is other than a good and a 
noble gentleman. I'here never was a "NVhig nor a traitor 
among any of the Maxwells of Caerlaverock. Was it not 
lus ancestor, the noble Sir Eustace, who was as true to 
King Robert Bruce, as your own blessed father was to bis 
king ? and rather than that the enemy should have a chance 
of turning it into a garrison for themselves, did he nor, 
with his own hands, assist in demolishing his fair castle of 
(Caerlaverock ? The king gave him twenty-two pounds in 
money for this i)iece of service; and though that soutids 
little enough in these days, they say it w'as tlicn thought 
a great sum of money. It was his ancestor. Lord Robi-rt, 
who was killed at the battle of Flodden, fighting by King 
James’s side. They always were a noble family, and true 
to their lawful sovereign. It was the first earl who spent 
all his princely fortune in the wars of King Charles the 
Martyr ; — nor would he surrender his castles of Caerlave¬ 
rock and Thrieve, till he had received his majesty's oivn letters 
commanding him to do so. It may be a hold speech for me 
who am but a servant — though, 1 am proud to say, a trusted 
one —but I think a young lady should esteem herself honoured 
to ^ly herself with one descended from such worthy parentage.” 

The Lady Winifred sighed : she also set a high value upon 
an honourable and noble lineage; that a woman should match 
herself beneath her station apjieared to her a shameful degra- 
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(lation. The idea of a Jacobite intermarrying xvith a Whiga- 
Tnoor was as revolting to her imagination as to Rachael 
Evans’s ; yet she would fain have learned something more of 
her future husband’s character, his age, and his appearance- 

“ But, Evans,” she rejdied, it sometimes happens that 
jjorsons of noble birth are mean and sordid in their minds, 
and such that it would be difficult to love and honour them, as 
a wife should love and honour her husband, and as I have heard 
you say my mother loved and honoured my father. Oh ! 1 
could tell you a sad tale which one of our nuns has often told 
to me, how a friend of hers was married to a great duke, 
who was of the oldest and noblest family in France.” 

“ And was he not noble in mind, as such a great person 
should ever be ? ” 

“ I will repeat it all to you, as sister jMargaret has so often 
told it to me, and you tvill not wonder at my fears : — She 
was brought up in the same convent as Eugenie de St. Mesnil; 
lliey were friends from childhood ; and when Eugenie was 
removed to b.cr father’s housx*, previous to her betrothment, 
she begged that her friend migltt be i)ermitted to accompany 
ber. < >ne morning they were all dressed in tbeir most bril¬ 
liant apparel, —sister ftlargaret says that poor Plugenie looked 
more like an angel than a woman, — the relations were as¬ 
sembled, and in the adjoining apartment waited the notaries and 
the family of the bridegroom. I'he folding doors opened : — 
sister Margaret kept close to P^uge'nie, who stole a fearftd 
glance towards the gentlemen at the farther end of the room. 
She whispered softly to sister Margaret ‘ she only hoped it was 
not he who wore the blue and silver ! ’ The future bride and 
bridegroom were now summoned to sign their names to the 
parchments. Eugtujie advanced, and from among the gentle¬ 
men she indeed saw him who wore the blue and silver step 
forward, and it was he who signed his name with hers. Sister 
Margaret says, that to her dying day slie shall never forget 
the expression of despair in poor Eugenie’s countenance. At 
that moment she resolved she woukl profess herself a nun ; 
and the very day which saw Eugenie become a miserable wife, 
sister Margaret returned to her convent. She was soon after— 
W'ards removed hither, that she might take the veil among 
others of her own country. — Alas ! alas ! how often have 
1 wished to see my native land ; and now how much rather 
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would I embrace the fate of sister Margaret, than tliat oi 
Eugenie de St. Mesnil, if 1 could do so without failing in duty 
to my mother ! 

My dear young lady, you should not listen to these' love 
tales ; they are almost as bad for young people as reading idle 
romances and songs.” 

The Lady Winifred could not suppress a smile. Nay, 
dear Evans, I do not think my tale has been a tale of love,” 
f^ie replied. 

I dare say sister Margaret’s French friend was very happy 
after a while, when she became accustomed to the strange 
duke.” 

“ Alas ! I believe not ” — and the young Winifred shook 
her head. Sister Margaret never would tell me any more of 
what befel her. She says poor Eugtuiie is at rest, and bids me 
ask no farther of her history. It was a very sad one, slu- 
always adds ; so sad, that she rejoiced when she heard of lu r 
friend's death ! ” 


CHAPTER III. 

You call this woakui’Ns 1— It i.s strcri;j:lli, 

I say ; the i)arcnt ol'all lioiiHst ret'liiiK ! 

Wlio loves not his country, c.iii love nothing. 

T/.r 7 iro F. ^rerj. 

Dear as her sister had ever been to the Lady Winifred, never 
had she seemed so dear as at the moment of parting from her 
forever: never had she so loved the convent garden, wliieh 
had hitherto been her only place of recreation ; the cloisters, 
through which she had so often wandered in the twilight ; the 
chapel, where she had so regularly joined her companions in 
devotion. It was with a sensation resembling awe, that she 
bade adieu to the tranquil retreat where she had passed a youth 
unruffled by any grief, if not enlivened by many pleasures, to 
enter upon a career which was destined to call forth feelings as 
pure and as ardent as ever informed mortal clay ; feelings 
.which, whatever might prove their intensity in after years, 
now lay dormant under an exterior almost child-like in its 
placidity. 

To her unpractised eyes every object was new, every sight 
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interesting. The very streets of Bruges were not familiar to 
her, for she had seldom passed the portals of the convent. 
The town appeared to her interminable. So many houses, 
with their high roofs and their pointed gables ; the innumer¬ 
able people, who hurried past each other in every direction, 
intent on business or on pleasure ; the various vehicles which 
crowded tlie streets ; — all confused her, and she forgot for 
the moment the grief of parting from her sister, the joyful 
prospect of seeing her mother, her curiosity concerning her 
native land, and even her dread of the husband to whom she* 
was destined. 

Uninteresting as was the country between Bruges and 
Ostend, she looked with pleasure at the fields so brightly 
green, at the hedgerows of willow, at the luxuriant crops; at 
the intiustrious peasant who still toiled at his daily labour, or 
at the noisy boors who were enjoying the relaxation of their 
favourite game of bowls ; at the stout and active boys, who 
almost excited her mirth by their antics as they ran with 
incredible speed by the side of the carriage. 

The extreme flatness of the country prevents the traveller 
from becoming aware how near he is to the ocean, till he finds 
himself almost upon the shore. Though overpowered, her 
first emotion was mixed with disappointment. AThen stand¬ 
ing on a level with the sea, the eye embraces so much smaller 
a range than when placed on higher ground, that she did not 
receive that im{)ression of its boundless expanse which she had 
anticipated. Yet the sight of the ocean awakened other emo¬ 
tions. She almost felt as if it were part of her native country. 
She had imbued and fed her mind with the history of Eng¬ 
land's glories — of England’s triumphs. She felt as if the 
waters were all tributary to the Island Queen ; she knew that 
the navies of England maintained the empire of the sea, and 
she hailed ■with a feeling of love and reverence the waves 
which washed the white cliff’s of Albion — the waves which 
bore the British fleets to conquest and to glory. 

It was not till on board the vessel which was to convey her 
to her long-loved though stranger home, and that the first 
surprise had in some <legree subsided, that her thoughts were 
again able to dwell on her own future fate. 

After a long and thoughtful silence, she thus addressed 
Evans: — 
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It would be impossible that a person who was good 
should fail to love her husband, would it not ? ” 

“ A woman’s first duty, madam, is towanls lier husband.” 

“ Then I trust I shall assuredly love the Earl of Niths- 
dale,” she replied with a brightened countenance; “ for when 
my' confessor parted from me, he bestowed on me this little 
crucifix, which was brought from Our Lady’s holy convent at 
Einsiedlin, and giving me his benediction, he told me 1 had 
^been ever a good girl, and that he felt confident I should 
prove myself a virtuous woman. I have felt happier from 
that moment; for since Father Albert says so, I suppose I 
must prove virtuous, and fulfil my duties, whatever they may 
be.” 

I wish her grace, your honoured mother, were present,” 
answered Evans, “ to hear you speak so beautifully and so 
properly !” 

But if I should not love Lord Nithsdale, I shall be sin¬ 
ful !” exclaimed Lady Winifred with a look of terror. 

Young ladies' minds should not be turned upon such 
subjects as love: it is a word which does not befit a maiden’s 
lips,” replied Rachael Evans, with an expression of severity 
in her countenance. 

'I'he Lady Winifred w'as silent and abashed. She feared 
to have been unmaidenly in her questions, and she buried 
within her own bosom the emotions which she could not 
subdue. 

It was long before she again ventured to address her com¬ 
panion. She found that years had not .softened the old 
woman's character. She was faithfully devoted to the objects 
of her loyalty — the Herbert family, the exiled Stuarts, an<l 
after them the mountains of W^ales; she did not imagine tliat 
any doubts or scruples could lawfully interfere where duty to¬ 
wards either of the first-mentioned objects was in question. 

The Lady Winifred sat watching the waves as they dashed 
one after anc)ther against the side of the vessel; she wondered 
within herself to find that the accomplishment of her constant 
and early wish — the prospect of so soon setting her foot on 
British land—should not give her more pleasure. She wished 
she had remained in ignorance of her mother’s intentions re¬ 
specting her, and she felt a certain awe of that mother stealing 
upon her, from finding old Evans so much more stern and 
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serious than when she had parted from her. Since diat period, 
Evans, who was a privileged person, had been entrusted with 
many of the secrets of the Jacobite party, and had occasionally 
been of service in conveying intelligence between the Duchess 
of Powis and her friends. She had consequently become more 
and more devoted to the cause, and would have resented any 
difficulty thrown in the way of a Jacobite plan as an injury 
offered to herself. She feared Lady APinifred might not 
blindly submit to the decrees of her mother, and she felt al¬ 
most displeased with her for even wishing to know to whom* 
she was destined. But the Lady Winifred was so thoroughly 
imbued witlj the principles of submission and duty, that resist¬ 
ance to parental authority seemed to her impossible : yet her 
submission would have been that of a mind in which the sense 
of tluty was stronger even than the warm and ardent feelings 
of which she in after life gave such signal proofs, not the 
submission of weakness or of indifference. 

At length the white cliffs of Albion actually greeted her 
eyes, and she once more forgot herself and all that might 
await her. AVhat a strange and strong tie is that which binds 
the soul to the land of one’s forefathers I Her heart went 
forth towards the very eartli : strange as it was to her, it 
seemed familiar ; and as the vessel glided up the stately river, 
and passeil the ships which bore the riches and the arms of 
England to every region of the habitable globe, she exulted in 
the power and the wealth of her country. 

'I'hey passed the 'i’ower of London ; and little did the fair 
young creature, who gazed with youthful curiosity upon the 
antique edifice, anticipate what she w'ould one day endure 
within tliose walls ] Little did she think, when the IVaitor's 
liate was pointed out to her awe-struck and wondering eyes, 
that he in whom her own existence was wound up would one 
day mount those dreary steps, and pass that ominous portal. 

The duchess's coacli was in waiting to convey the Lady 
Winifred to her motber’s presence — the Duchess of Powis 
having undertaken a journey to London purposely to receive 
her daughter : she usually residetl in retirement at her son’s 
castle in AV’^ales. She did not wish to excite suspicion by 
openly refusing to attend the court of Queen Anne ; yet she 
could not bring herself to })ay tlie accustome<l homage ex¬ 
pected of one of her exalted rank, when, in truth, she w’as 
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devotetl to the cause of the Chevalier de St. George — when 
she looked upon Queen Anne as an usurper, though, as many 
others at that time did, she looked upon her in the light of 
an unwilling usurper. 

Queen Anne was known to speak with kindness and pity of 
her exiled brother; and she was not regarded by the Jacobites 
with the same horror they had entertained towarils Mary, 
whose want of filial piety afforded her enemies a never-failing 
topic for eloquent invective. 

As the heavy coach, with its ponderous horses, conveyetl 
Lady Winifred to that part of the town where the Duchess of 
Powis had for the time established herself, her feelings were 
too much excited to remark upon the long, muddy, and un¬ 
paved streets, which contrasted so strangely with the extreme 
brilliancy of the shops, and which usually called forth the 
astonishment of those who visited London for the first time. 

At length she was ushered into the presence of her who 
was at once a parent and a stranger. She knelt at her feet; — 
it was her mother’s hand which was placed upon her head — 
it was her mother’s voice which pronounced a blessing over 
her. The venerable lady embraced her, while a tear shone 
beneath her eyelid. She looked with tenderness upon her 
child—her youngest child, but it was a tenderness mixed with 
reserve and with habitual stateliness. Her mind had been of 
late years turned to matters of secrecy and imjiortance, and 
her countenance had acquired an expression which, while it 
did not amount to sternness, was nearly enough allied to it to 
awe her young daughter rather than to attract her. Her silver 
hair was parted smoothly from her forehead, while a black 
silk hood, from beneath which appeared a close cap of the 
finest lace, formed her head-rlress. Her stature was tall, and 
remarkably erect. She moveci and looked the daughter of a 
long line of ancestors—the widow of the true and loyal Duke 
of Powis — the mother of a race of nobles ! 

The Lady Winifred was presented to many of her relations; 
and to her sisters, the Ladies Seaforth and Carrington, and 
the Lady Mary Molineux. 

All were delighted with the timid and graceful girl, whose 
heart was so ready to receive them, as if she had ever been 
nurtured among them ; wdiile the freshness of her mind, her 
wonder at all she saw. and her tletermination to love and to 

y „ 
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admire every thing English, rendered her as interesting as she 
was attacliing. 

''riie Duchess of Powis did not devote many days to making 
he r daughter acquainted with her kinsfolk, but shortly set 
iorth u])on her journey to Wales; and at length the Lady 
Wiuifre(i’s ardent desire to gaze on real mountains was likely 
to be gratified. In the agitations of the last few days, and 
the anticipated delight of visiting Wales, the destined husband 
had been forgotten. Her mother had not alluded to the sub¬ 
ject ; and with the natural buoyancy of early youtli, she gave* 
licrself up to the enjoyment of the moment, and would not 
look beyond the present happiness. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Poaro, brollier. ponct? ! Speak not Irreverently 
or m:ii(icii b.ishtulness ; it were to slander 
Tlie l)rcatli of morn — the dew-drop on the bud — 

'I’lic lliottsaml, thousand evanescent sweets 
That mix in Nature’s earliest incense. 

Unpublished Poems. 

For the first few miles of her journey every step of the way 
called forth from the Lady Winifred fresh expressions of de¬ 
light ; at every inequality of the ground, slie inquired whether 
these were yet the mountains of M’'ales, althougli at the same 
lime she would have been disappointed had she received an 
answer in the afiirniative, for her imagination had pictured 
.something far more wild and .sublime. 

By degrees her questions became fewer, her exclamations 
less frequent. It was not that her wonder, or her delight, 
decreased; it was not that her mother was unkind ; -but there 
was no sympathy between the artless child, (for she was 
scarcely more than a chikl in experience,) and the aged and 
serious women, who had arrived nearly at the end of a career, 
in which they had 'ivitnessetl the overthrow' of the monarch to 
whom they w'cre attached, the destruction of the religion they 
jirofessed, and the blasting of the hopes of youth. All that 
rernained of warmth of feeling in the Duchess of Powds was 
concentrated in the desire of once more seeing a Catholic king 
upon the throne; all the energies of a lofty and commanding 
spirit w'ere devoted to that one object. 
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The innocent wonder, the simple delight of her young 
daughter, would have afforded to many a subject of pleasing 
interest: but her thoughts were upon weightier matters ; and 
to a person engaged in secret negotiations for flie restoration 
of a dynasty, such artless graces possessed no charm- Tlie 
Lady Winifred’s personal attractions were such that there 
was no reason to fear the JEarl of Nithsdale would not gladly 
fulfil the engagement which was desired by his king ; from 
the gentleness and duty of her child, no resistance to her 
• wishes could be anticipated, and she was satisfied. 

The duchess journeyed with her own horses, and from the 
state of the roads in those days there was leisure during their 
progress for much reflection. By the time the dark blue out¬ 
lines of the mountains became visible, the Lady M'^inifred liad 
learned to subdue lier raptures, and to resume the staid and 
sober demeanour which had been usual to her in the convent, 
but which hfd in some measure given way under the excite¬ 
ment of her first arrival in England. 

When once established in tlie castle, of which Lord Pow’is 
considered his mother as the mistress, and where lie himself 
only occasionally resided, the Lady AV'iiiifred found her life 
nearly as monotonous as it hail been at Bruges. She had the 
pleasure of looking upon the beauties of nature, it is true; but 
it was only from a distance. I'he duchess would have con¬ 
sidered it improper and undignified for her daughter to have 
strayed beyond the terrace whicli surrounded two sides of the 
castle, or the pleasaunce, which, having betMi neglected during 
the years that the Ilerberc family pussetl in exile, now rather 
resembled a straggling orchartl, aiul, although superior in 
extent, was very inferior in neatness ami cultivation to the 
trim garden of the Augustine convent at Bruges. 

There were moments when the Lady W'inifred looked back 
with regret to her convent lite — when she thought with 
jiainful tenderness of her beloved .sister — when she keenly 
felt the want of congenial companions. 

Her mother, serious and abstracted, would sometimes pass 
whole hours in unbroken .silence. St'ated in her carved arm¬ 
chair of black oak, with its high back and its velvet cushions, 
she industriously plied her needle at the elaborate piece of 
carpet-work which had occupied her fingers, though not her 
thougljts, for the last twelve years ; while the Lady Winifred 
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as patiently toiled at the delicate embroidery, in the execution 
of which persons brought up in foreign convents are usually 
so skilful. 

An airing in the ponderous coach, through roads which 
would now be deemed impassable, constituted the only break 
in the routine of their life. 

But even then, there was no one to whom she might exclaim 
upon the beauties of the Dovey, the rich interchange of 
meadow and mountain, wood and fields of waving grain, or 
admire the more majestic glories of Cader Idris ; which,although 
inferior in height to Snowdon, strikes the eye as being more 
lofty, from its more abrupt and bolder outline. 

The daughter of Rachael Evans had been appointed as the 
personal attendant of the Lady Winifred, and notwithstandnig 
the difference in their birth, their condition, and their educa¬ 
tion, it was not long before the high-born Lady IVinified 
Herbert discovered in the humble Amy Evans a spirit as 
simple, as ardent, as unsophisticated, as her own. 

I'heir young hearts warmed to each other. The want of 
sympathy in the other persons who surrounded her naturally 
led the Lady Winifred to an unconstrained communication 
with her waiting-woman ; which, had Amy’s mind been 
stamped in a common mould, might have produced disrespect 
or familiarity, but which, with a soul so true, so frank, as 
that of the Welsh girt, inspired the enthusiastic devotion 
which subsequently proved invaluable to her lady. 

The Lady Winifred was one evening summoned from her 
walk upon the terrace, where she was calmly listening to the 
tinkling of the <listant sheep-bells, and tvatching the sdn as it 
gradually sank behind the blue mountains. 

It was Rachael Evans, w'hose tall and stately form ap¬ 
proached through the twilight. From the circumstances 
before alluded to, she had been associated with those in a 
class above her, till she had acquired manners, as well as sen¬ 
timents, beyond her station. She now wished to prepare the 
Lady Winifred’s mind for the unresisting compliance to her 
mother’s wishes, which she knew would be expected from 
her ; but she was too really well-bred ever to lose, in the 
freedom of the trusted companion, the respect due from a 
menial to her superiors—while at the same time the affection 
she felt for one whom she had nursed in infancy, though it 

o 
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tempered the sternness of her character, was but secondary to 
her devotion to her lady, and the cause her lady had espoused. 

There was respect, affection, and decision in Rachael 
Evans’s tone as she thus accosted Lady Winifred: — “Her 
grace requests your presence in the oak-chamber, madam : 
she has matters of high importance to communicate to your 
ladyship. You remember, my dear young lady, what I once 
told you, that your honoured mother had chosen for you a 
gentleman of noble lineage and undoubted honour ; and I 
•Crust that my dear young mistress will show herself, as 1 
know she is, a dutiful and grateful child.” 

“ Oh, Evans ! you do not mean—that my mother is really 
about to speak to me of the gentleman you mentioned — now ! 

— this evening ? ” 

The Lady Winifred clasped her hands and trembled. 

Yes, madam, assuredly is she. And from whom can a 
young lady more properly receive the first intimation of her 
approaching marriage, than from her parent — her only re¬ 
maining parent ? Rut I thought I would prepare you for 
what you were about to hear, lest you should at first look 
strange upon her grace ; and you know full well that the 
lady duchess is not one of those who could brook an undutiful 
word, or a look of disobedience. Ever since his grace’s death 

— Heaven rest his soul ! — my mistress has been used to rule 
everything ; and nobly has she contended with adverse for¬ 
tune, and well is she entitled to observance and respect from 
all around her I ” 

Certainly, Evans, Full well do I know that it is the 
first duty of a child to honour and obey her parents ; still I 
cannot but feel uneasy and alarmed.” 

Compose yourself, my sweet child. I know you are 
dutiful, although somewhat timid. Do not linger on the 
way, but hasten to her grace ; she is in the oak-room,-|^aud 
see ! the tapers are already lighted. Hasten, lest the supper 
may be served, and her grace may not be pleased if you are 
absent.” 

The Lady Winifred followed old Rachael’s injunctions, 
neither did she venture to question her any farther. Though 
kinder and less stern than when she had formerly opened the 
subject, still Rachael’s manner was firm and uncommunicative, 
and. she feared to show a curiosity which might be deemed 
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forward or unbecoming. In ages and in countries where 
marriages are arranged and contracted by parental authority, 
love, whether lawful or unlawful, is equally treated as a feeling 
improper to be indulged. 

With trembling hands the Lady Winifred turned the lock 
of the high and massive door. The apartment was brilliant 
from the wax tapers in heavy silver sconces which illuminated 
it. The venerable lady was content to live in retirement; 
but though she inhabited only a few rooms of the rambling 
old castle, in those she would not dispense with any of the' 
state to which her youth had been accustomed. 

She was, as usual, employed upon her carpet-work. How 
many serious and lofty thoughts—how many ambitious, proud, 
and melancholy feelings—how many sad and tender recollec¬ 
tions—how many aspiring and loyal hopes—had passed through 
the mind of the noble embroideress, while her fingers had 
been employed in tracing the unconscious leaves and fruits ! 
—if imrolleil, it would have been to her as a journal of past 
thoughts and feelings ! 

The Lady Winifred gently closed the door behind her, and 
timidly approached her mother. 

1 sent Rachael Evans to bid you hither, my child,*' said 
the duchess, as Lady Winifred stood before her : “ be seated, 
W^inifred ; I have much to say to you. I have just received 
a letter from your brother, informing me that he will be here 
to-morrow by mid-day, and with him the Earl of Nithsdale, 
who accompanies him from Scotland. He is a nobleman of 
undoubted loyalty and gallant bearing, and one to whom I 
shall feel proud and happy in committing the welfare of my 
child. He is to become your husband, my dear Winifred ; 
your king, your surviving parent, and your brother, have 
chosen him for you : so prejjare yourself to receive him with 
such maidenly attentioir as may be fitting in one of your noble 
birth.” 

The Lady Winifred answered not; but the tears stood in 
her eyes, and at length flowed down her cheeks. 

What mean these tears ” resumed the duchess, when 
she observed them. 

Ob, nothing, madam ; only the news is sudden, and I 
scarcely know-'' 

“You scarcely know what, my child ? *' 

c 2 
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I scarcely know how I should comport myself on such 
an occasion. Is he—is the Earl of Nithsdale — a person — 
such a person—is he a good man ? ” the Lady Winifred fal¬ 
tered forth. 

Assuredly is he. Does my daughter think I would wed 
her to a person who was mean in character — a heretic, a 
cowardy or a profligate ? No; not even to fulfil the com¬ 
mands of my king would I peril the immortal soul of my 
child! answered the lady, with a proud reliance on her own 
integrity of purpose. 

Oh, no ! my honoured mother, I never imagined such a 

thing: only-” but she durst frame no other question. 

If in her secret bosom she wished to know whether he was in 
outward appearance, and in manners, such as might win a 
youthful heart, she scarcely ventured to acknowledge to her- 
sdf any anxiety upon subjects concerning which both her 
mother and Rachael Evans had appeared to consider it un¬ 
becoming in her to inquire. 

The Duchess of Powis presently resumed. The young 
earL’ (the word young was not lost upon Lady '\V’'inifred) 
was at Bruges when your sister Lucy took the veil; indeed, 
he has not been many months returned from Flanders. When 
there, be was fortunate enougli to obtain a secret interview 
with our gracious king.” 

Did he indeed ? ” asked Lady Winifred with eagerness ; 
for the loyalty in which she had been nurtured invested every 
thing that appertained to the exiled monarch with interest in 
her eyes. 

Yes ; it was when King James was serving in the King 
of France’s army. ITis retinue, alas ! w'as scarcely equal to 
that of a private gentleman ; and his gracious majesty was 
suffering so severely from ill-health, that he was shortly obliged 
to return to St. Germain’s; but he received the earl most gra¬ 
ciously, and accepted his homage and devotion. Colonel Hook, 
who has since been sent from St. Germain’s to Scotland, has 
been for some time in communication with the earl, and it is 
through him that the king has expressed a wish that the loyal 
family of the Maxwells should form an alliance with that of 
the Herberts.” 

The servant now entered to announce that supper was served, 
and the Lady Winifred offered her supporting arm to conduct 
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her mother into the adjoining apartment, although perhaps at 
that moment the daughter more needed a stay to her footsteps 
than the parent, who was pleased and satisfied at the success¬ 
ful termination which she anticipated to the plans she had long 
been forming. 

The repast was silent. The Lady Winifred felt as if the 
gray-headed butler and the two serving-men must all be aware 
that she was a destined bride, and she blushed for the agita¬ 
tion which prevented her being able to touch any of the viands 
placed before her. 

It was the custom of the ladies to retire to rest soon after 
supper ; and when the young girl had carefully folded and 
arranged all belonging to her mother’s work, and had dutifully 
lighted her to her apartment, the duchess gave her a more 
tender and fondling embrace than was usual, according to the 
formal manners of the time, and the cold bearing of the person 
we have described. 

This temporary unbending on the part of the parent roused 
all the smothered feelings in the bosom of the daughter. 

Give me your blessing, dearest mother,” she exclaimed, 
with an emotion her mother had never yet witnessed : Bless 
me before I leave you, and pray that I may make a good wife 
to the stranger I am to marry." 

“ I do indeed bless you, my good child ; nor can I doubt 
that you will prove the virtuous wife that is a crown of glory 
to her husband. None of your race and lineage have failed, 
nor will you, my gentle daughter. Heaven bless you, and 
preserve you, my Winifred, to bo an honour to your family 
and to your sex ! ” 

Amy Evans was surprised, when her young lady had closed 
the door of her sleeping-apartment, to see her suddenly throw 
herself into a chair and burst into convulsive sobs. She was 
greatly alarmed, and prescribed such simple nostrums for 
hysterics as occurred to her. She knelt by her side ; she 
patted her lady’s hands; she bathed her temples with distilled 
waters. 

I am not ill, dear Amy ! I shall be better in a moment; 
but — but, I am going to be married, Amy ! " 

Indeed, my lady ! You do not say so ? I hope it is to 
a worthy gentleman." 

c 3 
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Oh, yes: my mother says he is in every respect most 
worthy, and was almost angry with me that I could doubt it.” 

** And is he young ? ” 

** I think the word young escaped my mother's lips.” 

And handsome, I hope ? ” 

Nay, of that I know nothing.” 

'' How ! my lady, not know ? ” 

I have never seen him, and these are questions it would 
not have been fitting for me to ask.” 

® Oh ! I thank my kind stars I am not a lady,” exclaimed 
Amy, ** to be married to some ugly old man one knows 
nothing of.” 

Alas ! is he indeed old and ugly ? Oh, Amy ! would I 
were an humble country-girl! But,” she added, after a mo¬ 
ment’s pause, with a gentle dignity and firmness of resolve — 
“ but, being what I am, I must do that which my station 
requires. I must obey my mother, even though he may be 
as old and as disagreeable as you say.” 

Nay, my dear, dear lady, do not look so sad ! I know 
not that be is old and ugly ; I was only thinking it would be 
a sore trial to be married to some old stranger, when — when 
-” It was now Amy’s turn to blush, and to look con¬ 
fused, for she was betrothed to the son of a tenant of the 
Duke of Powis’s. But with you, my lady, it is quite dif¬ 
ferent. Who knows but your future husband may prove as 
dear to you, as — as — David is to me ? ” she added, half- 
blushing, but half-smiling also, for her engagement was an 
acknowledged thing. 

Perhaps you may have seen him, Amy ? He is a friend 
of my brother’s,— the Earl of Nithsdale.” 

** No, my sweet lady, I have never seen him ; but the name 
is a marvellous well-sounding name ; so do not look sorrowful, 
but hope for the best. If your lady mother has chosen him, 
and if your brother loves him, why should not you love him 
also?” 

And the king, Amy—the king approves of him, and con¬ 
fides in him ; and the king wishes for this union ! ” 

His majesty !” exclaimed Amy with awe ; then it must 
be right! And yet,” she added, I know not how it would 
fare with me, if the king was to send his commands from be¬ 
yond the seas, that David was not to be my husband, but that 
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I was to marry some one he chose for me ! Ah, well! it is 
all as it should be ! You are a lady, and I am a country 
maiden ; and it is aU for the best! ” 


CHAPTER V. 

His soul is tost sweet hopes and doubts between. 

And you might almost ’mid these flutterings trace 

A dear assurance to be lov’d by her ; 

For silence is Love's best interpreter. 

He might, besides, as she drew near, obserye 
O’er all her face a deep vermilion dye; 

And short and broken, check’d by cold reserve. 

Her accents of condoling courtesy. 

Tramlaiionfrom the Italian qf Pulci. 

The morrow came. The Lady Winifred was pale, more pale 
than usual. Her hands trembled as she toiled at her many- 
coloured silks ; more time was spent in disentangling them than 
in embroidering. Her heart heat at every sound : she started 
every moment. But the duchess was in the habit of veiling 
all emotions under an exterior of imperturbable composure, and 
proceeded with the eternal carpet-work without making one 
false stitch, although she might feel some inward agitation 
at the prospect of presenting her daughter to her future hus¬ 
band, and some joy at that of seeing her son, who had been 
many months absent. 

Once or twice she turned her eyes upon her daughter, and 
secretly regretted that she seemed pale and languid, and she 
even fancied she could perceive traces of tears upon her cheek ; 
but she knew that the marriage was arrangetl, and she was 
certain that a shade more or less of beauty in his betrothed 
would not affect the ultimate success of the negotiations with 
the Earl of Nithsdale. Bhe was confident that the Herbert 
family was too noble to be slighted ; and she doubted not that 
the gentleness and virtues of Winifred must attach her hus¬ 
band, even should her personsd attractions fail to strike him 
at first. 

The Lady Winifred, meantime, thought not of her own 
appearance. She imagined that Lord Nithsdale was as inevi¬ 
tably bound to her as she was to him ; and her agitation at 
the notion of first beholding him, and her longing desire to 
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see the brother, who was equally a stranger to her, swallowed 
up all personal feelings. 

The apartment already described as that usually inhabited by 
the Duchess of Powis was a corner room, and was lighted by 
windows on two sides. Lady Winifred habitually established 
herself in one of those which looked towards the east; it com¬ 
manded the most extensive view ; and, moreover, when gazing 
in that direction, her thoughts o’erleaped the space between, 
and wandered towards the friends and playmates of her child- 
•hood. From the other, to th* south, could be seen the ap¬ 
proach of travellers from some distance. If her brother only 
had been expected, probably she would have placed herself so 
as to command a view of the road, but now she scarcely ven¬ 
tured to turn her eyes that way : she sat with her face bent 
low over her frame, almost breathlessly listening to every 
sound. 

The castle clock struck three. The Duchess of Powis 
wondered her visitors had not yet arrived. She desired her 
daughter to look out towards the southern entrance, and tell 
her whether she saw any one approaching. 

Yes, madam 1 ” answered Lady Winifred, in a voice 
scarcely audible. 

Well, my child, whom and what do you see ? ” 

“ There are four horsemen, madam, riding quickly up the 
hill.” 

'' Then I imagine we may order dinner to be served,” an¬ 
swered the mother, who was accustomed to the strictest punc¬ 
tuality. How near are they ? ” 

“ They are even now entering the castle gate ; ” and Lady 
Winifred sunk on the window-seat, while her eyes became so 
dizzy she could scarcely distinguish anything farther. A 
vague indistinct recollection of sister Margaret’s French friend, 
Eugenie de St. Mesnil, and of the betrothed in blue and silver 
— a confused thought of Amy’s expression, “ old and ugly," 
ran through her brain —when her mother bade her ring the 
bell: she obeyed; and rallying herself, she returned to the 
embroidery, which she hoped would assist her in recovering 
from her confusion. 

In a few moments footsteps were heard in the adjoining 
apartment; the clank of boots—the sound of voices. The 
door opened; and the Marquis, or, as he was more usually 
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called, the Duke of Powis, advanced to his mother, and having 
kissed her hand, was folded in her maternal embrace; while 
Lady Winifred, having risen mechanically from her seat, stood 
pale and immovable behind her. 

My sister ? ” inquired the duke. 

“ Our dear Winifred,” replied the duchess ; and, to her utter 
surprise and confusion, the Lady Winifred suddenly found 
herself embraced by a bluff, gay, honest-looking man, who 
was indeed her brother. 

And now, my lady mother, you must allow me to present"* 
to you my friend and companion, the Earl of Nithsdale, who 
has been iny host for the last three weeks, which I have passed 
with him at Terreagles.” 

The Earl of Nithsdale, who had hitherto kept in the back¬ 
ground, now advanced with a graceful and respectful bow to 
make his obeisances to the duchess, who then presented him to 
her daughter. 

The Latly Winifred, startled by her brother’s greeting, 
blushed rosy-red. Lord Nithsdale bowed still lower than to 
the duchc'ss, and for a moment gazed upon the fair young thing 
before him, but as quickly withdrew his glance ; for, with the 
nice feeling of a refined mind, he perceived, although her eyes 
were not for one moment raised from the ground, that she 
quivered beneath his gaze. 

The parent might have been satisfied with the personal at¬ 
tractions of her daughter at this moment. The surprise and 
the excitement had summoned a bloom that gave her all the 
brilliancy which at times she might require. The extreme 
purity of her expression, and bashfulness of her demeanour, 
suited well with the embarrassing situation in which she was 
placed. 

The mid-day repast was announced. The duchess was 
handed by Lord Nithsdale ; while the Duke of Powis gave 
his arm to his shrinking sister, who, shy and trembling, scarcely 
ventured to slightly touch it, alarmed to find herself on so 
familiar a footing with any man, even though a brother — she 
who had scarcely spoken to one of the other sex, except good 
Father Albert. 

Had the soft innocent eyes of young Winifred never yet 
been raised ? Had she not yet beheld the face of her future 
lord ? When first the door had opened, she had stolen a fur- 
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live glance—bad seen enough to convince her that the person 
who accompanied her brother, if indeed he were the Earl of 
Nithsdale, was neither old nor ugly. But from that moment 
forward they had been riveted to the ground. 

The dinner was dull and constrained — how should it have 
been otherwise ? Though the Duke of Powis exerted himself 
to the utmost, and told many lively anecdotes concerning his 
exploits when deer-stalking in the Highlands, or salmon-fishing 
in the Lowlands, his unassisted efforts could not succeed in 
sustaining the conversation. The venerable duchess was always 
stately in her manners: she had lived almost entirely out of 
the world, and had none of the small talk of the day. Lady 
Winifred, of course, could not be expected to speak. Lord 
Nithsdale, although he had read much, travelled far, and al¬ 
though he had seen much of the world in general, felt that in 
his situation, also, light and flippant conversation would be out 
of season ; and upon subjects of nearer interest, of deeper 
anxiety, whether personal or jmlitical, they could none of them 
touch while surrounded by attendants. 

When, however, they adjourned to the pleasaunce, they were 
able to communicate more freely. 

The Duke of Powis imparted to the duchess all that Colonel 
Hook had told them of the Chevalier’s hopes and fears ; of all 
the promises of assistance which were held out to him by Louis 
the Fourteenth ; of all the pledges of devoted attachment to 
the cause which he had received from the various nobles and 
lairds of Scotland. 

The Earl of Nithsdale qualified his friend’s hopeful view of 
the case, by mentioning the divisions which, in consequence 
of Colonel Hook's mismanagement, had arisen between the more 
zealous partizans, including the Dukes of Athol and of Perth, 
who were for at once receiving the king without any conditions, 
and the Duke of Hamilton, the Earl Marishal, and others, who 
adopted more moderate principles. 

The Lady Winifred cowered close to her mother ; but once 
or twice, attracted by the deep, low, earnest tones of his voice, 
as he feelingly deplored these disunions, which he feared might 
prove the destruction of all their hopes, she found her eyes in¬ 
voluntarily turn towards the speaker ; and once —once only 
— he surprised them fixed upon him. 

Confused and shocked at herself, she hastily withdrew 
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them, and from that instant found herself, all loyal Jacobite 
as she was, totally incapable of listening to the chances of 
success which attended the plans in agitation, but wholly 
occupied in wondering what must have been the Earl of 
Nithsdale’s impression of her boldness, in having ventured 
thus to gaze upon him, and fearing he must necessarily have 
formed a very unfavourable opinion of her. 

This was a great change ! She was little aware herself 
that the subject of her anxiety had so completely shifted its 
ground, from the impression he might make on her, to that' 
which she might make on him. 

The Lady Winifred found the young Amy awaiting her 
with impatience in her chamber, “ I have seen him, my 
dear lady — I have seen him !” she exclaimed with eagerness; 

and if he is but as good as he is comely, why there is no 
harm in leaving it to one’s king and one’s parents to choose 
for one- I am so overjoyed to think my dear mistress may 
be as happy as she deserves to be ! for you never could have 
been happy, my lady, if they had married you to such a 
husband as I had fancied in my own mind. — But you do not 
look half pleased, madam ! Think you he is not so worthy 
a gentleman ” inquired Amy with a tone of alarm. 

“ Oh, yes, Amy; I do not think any one with such a voice 
could be other than most excellent and most gentle ! ” 

“ And it seemed to me, madam, as he was walking in the 
pleasaunce, that he had the goodliest eyebrows ! — so black, 
an<l so straight! And yet he did not look as though he 
were stern.” 

“I believe not; — but indeed 1 scarcely ventured, — I was 
fearful — lest-” 

And then every time you turned at the end of the broad 
walk, he bowed with such grace and respect to your ho¬ 
noured mother, it did one’s heart good to sec ; for it seemed 
as though he would make a dutiful son to her, as well as a 
good husband to you.” 

“ Oh, Amy ! I cannot think it possible he should ever be 
my husband.” 

Why, 1 thought, madam, he was come here on purpose.” 

He never can think of me, I am sure ! so wise, so noble as 
he is! And I who know nothing, and have seen nothing— 

1 never can make him a wife such as would be worthy of him !” 
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And if you are not worthy to match with any earl, or 
duke, or prince in the wide world, my lady, I do not know 
who is—good, sweet, gentle, beautiful, and noble as you are!” 
exclaimed Amy, with a burst of enthusiasm which almost 
resembled indignation at her lady for undervaluing herself. 

“ Oh, no ! Amy, not beautiful 1 I never thought before 
how much more beautiful my dear sister Lucy is than I am ! ” 

“ Nay, my dear, dear lady, I have often heard my mother 
^ say the Lady Lucy may be taller, and may have more colour 
* in her cheeks, but that for real beauty her features are not 
near equal to yours; and as for the Lady Carrington, or the 
Lady Mary, or-” 

Stop, stop, Amy ! I must not listen to such flatteries ! 
What would Father Albert say, if he knew I w'as listening 
to such sinful vanities as j)raises of personal beauty, and that 
I was listening to hear myself preferred before my sisters ? 
Oh, no ! It is not thus I may make myself worthy of him 
who is to be my lord, if indeetl he can condescend to such as 
I am.” 

“ Oh, my sweet mistress ! you are only too good. Bear 
with me, my lady, and I hope in time I may learn to l>e 
something like you. But indeed it hurts me to hear you 
speak so humbly and so sadly : I am sure that every time 
you dropped behind, I saw the earl slacken his pace, and 
steal a look to see if you were there.” 

“ Did he, indeed ?” said the young AV''inifrcd ; but, checking 
herself, she a<lded, but now I will to my j)rayers. Alas ! 
I wish Father Albert were here ! 1 feel as if I had much 

need of confession, and of ghostly counsel; and yet 1 do not 
know what sin I have committed which seems to weigh so 
heavily upon me. My mind is bewildered. It is so very 
long since I have confessed ! I wonder what Father Albert 
would say ! ” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

llis affi'ction was of a very cxiraordinary alloy, — a composition of conscience, 
and love, and irenerosity, and gratitude, and all those noble airections that raise 
the passion to its greatest height. 

Clarendon's Life. 

Os the following morning, after some private conversation 
between tlie duchess, her son, and the Earl of Nithsdale, the 
Lady AV’'iuifred w^as summoned to the oak-chamber, where 
her mother formally taking lier hand, placed it in that of the* 
earl. They both knelt before her to receive her blessing ; 
and though as yet they had never addressed one word to each 
other, they rose from their knees, their faiths mutually 
])lighted. 

Such marriages have often been contracted, and sometimes 
they may have proved as well assorted as those in Avhich the 
choice of the individuals has been more consulted ; but it has 
seldom occurred that hearts have so sincerely acquiesced in 
the vows dictated by others as on this occasion. 

Idle Earl of Nith.sdale was approaching the age of thirty. 
He had visited Paris, he had travelled in Italy, he had passed 
some time in (Jermany. There was a singularity in tlie eye- 
brow.s, whose darkness liad already attracted Amy's notice, 
and the clear hut melancholy blue eyes which they shaded, 
in the jiale complexion, atid the exjiression of sadness about 
the mouth, wliich had proved irresistible to many a foreign 
fair one. He bad often won uiiAVOoed the hearts of those 
l*arisian belles, avIio were not devoted to the dreary court 
decorum prevalent during the reign of IMadame de Alainte- 
non ; while many of the more glowing beauties of Italy had 
absolutely courteil the favour of the young Engli.shman, and 
many a sentimental German seemed ready to yield her heart, 
almost before he could lay siege to it. 

In his early youth he had not failed to profit by the ad¬ 
vances which were thus made to him ; but his was not a 
character which could long find pleasure in such conquests. 
He had an innate preference for virtue and purity ; his dis¬ 
position was naturally enthusiastic and contemplative. The 
gay, the thoughtless, passing attachments to which we have 
alluded, were not in unison with his mind. The sprightly 
Parisian was too volatile to make any lasting impression on 
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such a heart, the Italian too little refined, the German too 
easily won ; so that, though he had passed the first flush of 
youth, his real affections were still unliackneyed. 

He had accidentally found himself at Bruges when the 
Lady Lucy pronounced her vows, and was one of the assembly 
who crowded the church to witness the ceremony- Lady 
'\^lnifred had l>een pointed out to him among the convent 
pensioners, as being sister to the young imn ; and he had then 
remarked upon the innocence and purity of her countenance, 
^nd had thought within himself how much more attractive 
w'as such an expression than all the graces and fascinations 
which are meant to allure. 

If there is any foundation of virtue in the heart of a man, 
the more he has been thrown with the less respectable part of 
the sex, the more he has been exposed to their allurements, 
the more highly does he ])rize entire innocence when he meets 
with it, and the more strict is his line of demarcation between 
the modest, and those in whose conduct there may be any 
touch of levity. It might almost be taken as a touchstone of the 
original disposition, whether or not, through all the errors into 
which man, when tempted, is liable to fall, he yet preserves a 
quick perception of genuine purity, and also retains a taste 
and a veneration for it. AV'hatever may have been his aber¬ 
rations, there is always ho])e that such a one will return to 
the path of virtue. 

The Earl of Nithsdale, however, was not one who had ever 
been completely carried away in the vortex of dissipation. 
He bad still cherished within his mind an ideal model of ])er- 
fection, which had preserved liim frotn yielding up his aflec- 
tions to any of the fair creatures who fluttered around him. 
He had always resolved that the woman to whom he should 
unite himself should be pure as the unsunned snow, with 
mind, soul, and affections fresh and unpolluted. 

It was, therefore, willingly that he entered into the alliance 
urged by the agent of his master — a master towards whom 
he inherited loyalty with the blood which flowed in his veins, 
and to whom, since bis interview with him in Flanders, he 
felt additionally bound by every tie of romantic honour. 

Lord Nithsdale had sought that interview with all the feel¬ 
ings of enthusiasm naturally itis{)ired by the circumstance of 
the young prince so gallantly entering the King of Franee’s 
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army. He was then saddened at the appearance of ill-health 
visible in the Chevalier, and he was disheartened by per¬ 
ceiving how poorly he was attended. These facts, unpro¬ 
mising as they were, affected his hopes of success, but they 
did not lessen the interest he felt for the royal exile. The 
divisions among the Chevalier’s adherents, consequent upon 
(,'olonel Hook’s imprudent neglect of the more moderate Ja¬ 
cobites, who were not prei)ared rashly and unconditionally to 
yield the hard-earned liberties of their country into the hands 
of a restored monarch, portended, to a person who was not 
of a sanguine temperament, the ill-success which attended 
the attem[)t of 1707, but it did not for a moment affect his 
allegiance. 

This despondent, yet devoted loyalty threw over his whole 
demeanour a tinge of melancholy, which was calculated to 
render him only more interesting in the eyes of a young girl; 
and she soon learned to watch with anxiety the varying ex¬ 
pression of his brow, and to hail with joy the smile which 
lier presence invariably called forth. 

His affection for her was a mingled feeling of almost pa¬ 
rental care and protection, with a j)unctilious respect, excited 
by her innocence and her noble birth. 

She had been brought up to honour and to obey ; and the 
love to which she gladly and dutifully yielded every faculty 
of her soul, evinced itself in a thousand actions of almost 
filial reverence. She was unaccustomed to the common atten¬ 
tions mechanically granted by the other sex, and unconsciously 
received by those who have lived in the world ; and he some¬ 
times smilingly cljccked her when she stooped for her own 
roll of silk, or ])erforrned for herself and others a thousand 
little services, which, in former days especially, were exacted not 
only from a lover, but from all gentlemen towards all ladies. 

When, however, they occasionally found themselves alone, 
a circumstance of rare occurrence, then her instinctive inborn 
nobleness and modesty made her for the time assume, un¬ 
known to herself, the dignity of demeanour befitting one of 
her rank and station. She was no longer the timid and af¬ 
fectionate girl, only watching to forestall the wishes of him 
to whom she owed duty and allegiance ; but the high-born 
flamsel, whose gentle purity was more awful in its simplicity 
than the frown of another. 
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The novelty of such a character — the contrast it afforded to 
those which he had previously met with — the unusual mixture 
of perfect confidence in her entire affection for himself, and 
of perfect certainty that a few weeks would make her his 
wedded wife, with the fear of alarming the shrinking bash¬ 
fulness of one nurtured in such utter seclusion,—the desire 
of winning the unreserved confidence of a creature accus¬ 
tomed to reveal the secret workings of her innocent soul to 
her confessor alone, and the pleasure of gently insinuating 
himself into her heart of hearts, — gave a new and singular 
character to this courtship. His own soul seemed to grow 
fresh, young, and pure by the study of hers. He enjoyed 
once more all the simple tastes and pleasures of childhood, 
whicii had long ceased to charm him ; and he hailed with as 
much delight, as in some cases a lover would the confession of 
reciprocal affection, any detail of the youthful amusements ol' 
her convent life which he could succeed in luring her to 
descril)e. 

It was seldom, how'ever, that she spoke herself. She lo\e<l 
to sit in her own accustomed and retired seat, apparently oc¬ 
cupied with her embroidery, while she gave up her w hole soul 
to the rapture of listening to his voice, and of drinking long 
draughts of the new and absorbing passion wdiich it was be¬ 
come her duty to feel. If, as not unfrequeiuly hajjpened, he 
addressed himself to her, and asked her opinion, her feelings, 
upon the subject which might be under discussion, she started 
as from a reverie ; and unless it was one which touched upon 
some matter of morality, of religion, or of loyalty, she could 
give no opinion, for in truth she had none. She Hsteneii for 
the pleasure of hearing his full, sweet, mellow voice ; of 
learning his sentiments; and of sometimes stealing an occa¬ 
sion of dwelling unobserved upon the countenance, which, in 
her eyes, beamed with all that was noble and intellectual. 

On the day preceding that on which the marriage ceremony 
was to be performed by.a Catholic priest in the chapel of 
Poole Castle, the Duchess of Powis gave her tlaughter some 
of the sage maternal counsel which was to fit her to become a 
virtuous wife, and the head of a noble household, at a period 
when the duties of housewifery really devolved upon the 
misiress. 

Be seated, my dear Winifred, and listen to me attentively. 
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You are now about to enter upon a mode of life entirely new 
to you ; you will have no one to guide and direct you." 

“ Oh ! madam ! think you my lord is likely to be called 
away from me so soon ? " 

‘‘ No, my child ; it is not on that account I speak, unless 
indeed our gracious master should carry his proposed landing 
into effect; in such a case you would not be a degenerate 
daughter of the house of Herbert, but you would wish your 
liusband to be among the first who flock to the standard of 
our rightful sovereign. But though no such paramount duty,* 
to which all others must yield, should call him from your side, 
there are many points connected with your household arrange¬ 
ments in which you must act and judge for yourself. Of 
course, should any circumstance occur on which there should 
be a diversity of opinion between yourself and your husband,” 
(the Lady Winifred looked up in her mother’s face with an 
expression of unfeigned astonishment,) “ remember, AYini- 
fred, that on such occasions it w'ill be your duty to submit, 
whether your reason is convinced or not." 

“ Is it possible ? ” 

Is what possible, my child 

Is it possible, madam, that I should ever hold an opinion 
contrary to my lord’s ? ” 

“ Such things have occurred," resumed the duchess, while 
a transient, almost imperceptible smile passed over her lips. 

“ ’^Vhen you have lived more in the world, you may perhaps 
acquire wishes and sentiments of your own. Should subjects 
of dispute arise-” 

“ Oh ! madam !” 

Remember, it is the wife’s duty to yield ; and remember, 
that a soft word turnelh away wrath.” 

'I'lie duchess had proceeded so far with her advice, because 
she had ever deemed it right thus to admonish each of her 
daughters before they entered into the marriage state, when 
the Lady Winifred exclaimed with tears in her eyes — 

“ Oh ! my dearest mother ! surely you have not seen in 
me any signs of wilfulness ! Heaven knows my heart is all 
submission towards him to whom it has pleased you and my 
sovereign to unite my destiny. Heaven is my witness,” she 
added, clasping her hands, “that I honour him — that I re¬ 
vere him, (saving yourself, madam, aud Father Albert,) se- 

i> 
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coiid to nothing under Heaven ! And to-morrow, mother— 
to-morrow, I suppose, I may honour him first of all created 
beings!” She turned her soft and tearful eyes to Heaven 
with an expression of such enthusiastic, such sublime devotion 
— though the devotion was not at the moment all religious, that 
the duchess looked upon her for a space in mute astonishment. 

You are a strange girl,” at length she said ; “ so silent, 
so reserved, and yet so ardent:” and the mother, who had 
been too much occupied with other thoughts to study the real 
•».haracter concealed under the gentle, unobtrusive deportment 
of her child, w’as surprised and perplexed at this unexpected 
burst of feeling. 

After a pause she resumed. ‘‘ And there is another thing 
which I have never failed to impress upon your sisters, which 
is, that however exalted may be a woman’s rank, however ample 
her hvisband’s fortune, she should not disdain to be the diligent 
housewife as well as the high-born lady. I have in this small 
clasped book a collection of family receipts, which I wish you 
to study carefully, and which you will find of infinite service. 
They descended to me from my grandmother, her grace of 
Somerset ; and our family have always been renowned for our 
almond comfits and our spiced cakes. Amy Evans can assist 
you, for she has learned to compose these condiments under 
our faithful Rachel.” 

The Lady Winifred with gratitude and humility received 
from her mother’s hand the small green book with silver clasps 
which contained these valuable documents. The duchess 
continued: “ In uniting you to one of the Maxwell blood, I 
need scarcely fear for your principles of loyalty. There can 
be no doubt that, born of the Herberts, and married to a 
Maxwell, you will live and die true to the king of your ances¬ 
tors. And now, my dear child, may a merciful Providence 
grant that, firm in the faith in which you have been brought 
up, you may live a virtuous, if not a happy life, and that you 
may die the death of the righteous ! ” 

The Lady Winifred knelt; and her mother having thus 
advised her upon conjugal, economical, iiolitical, and religious 
subjects, kissed her fair child’s forehead, and they retired to 
rest. 

The next day witnessed the vows of the betrothed pair; 
and they shortly afterwards took up their abode at the Earl of 
Nithsdtde’s castle of Terreagles, in Dumfrieshire. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

The Tcalm from danger to secure. 

To foreign aid we cry ; 

With papists and non-jurors join 
To keep out popery. 

Whig Song. 

In the mutual affection which subsisted between herself and 
her lord, the Countess of Nithsdale would now have enjoyedT 
happiness, as perfect and as unalloyed as mortals may look for 
here below, had not the public affairs of the time been to both 
a subject of deep interest and anxiety. 

The party of the Chevalier de St. George was strong in 
Scotland. The people in general were disaffected to the govern¬ 
ment in consequence of the Union : a measure against which 
many signed a protest, which was presented by tlie Duke of 
Athol ; and a measure which, in the eyes of many Scotchmen, 
appeared contrary to the honour, interest, and constitution of 
their country, the birthright of the peers, the privileges of the 
barons and boroughs, and to the claim of right, property, and 
liberty of the subject. 

While such feelings tended to produce discontent among all 
orders, the regular troops, under the Earl of Leven, did not 
exceed 2500 men, many of whom upon the landing of the 
Chevalier would most probably have joined him. The castle 
of Edinburgh was destitute of ammunition; and if it had sur¬ 
rendered, the Jacobites would have found themselves masters 
of a considerable sum of money. 

The King of France, with the view of making a diversion 
from the Netherlands, and of occupying Queen Anne xvith 
disturbances at home, had granted considerable assistance to 
the Pretender. A squadron was assembled at Dunkirk under 
the Chevalier de Fourbin, and a body of land forces was 
embarked under M. de Gace : James was furnished wdth 
services of gold and silver plate, sumptuous tents, splendid 
liveries, and all sorts of necessaries, even to profusion. Louis 
had presented him with a sword studded with diamonds, and 
had repeated to him the same words with which he had dis¬ 
missed his father, — that the kindest wish he could express 
towards him was, that he might never see him again.” 

» 2 
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The Scottish nobles but awaited the moment of the Cheva¬ 
lier’s landing to rise simultaneously in his favour: though 
outwardly all was quiet, they were on the tip-toe of expecta¬ 
tion, when the active measures taken by Queen Anne, the 
vigilance of Sir George Byng, who intercepted the squadron 
before it could reach Edinburgh, and the wind, which pre¬ 
vented its ever arriving at Inverness, rendered vain all their 
hopes and fears. 

The Chevalier, after having been tost upon the seas during 

month of tempestuous weather, returned to Dunkirk ; and 
Sir George Byng sailed up the Leith road to Edinburgh, for 
the purpose of receiving the freedom of the city which he had 
delivered from impending danger. 

Thus ended the Chevalier de St. George's first, and almost 
ridiculous, attempt to recover the throne of his ancestors. 

To the Earl of Nithsdale this period had been one of no 
common anxiety : he was too w'ell aware of the dissensions 
which Colonel Hook’s imprudence had produced among the 
Chevalier's most faithful partisans, to feel confident of the 
result under any circumstances ; and he knew that till the 
king was actually in Scotland, and was himself a rallying 
point for all his adherents, nothing but mischief could accrue 
from any movement among his friends. He had therefore so 
conducted himself as to escape the notice of government: his 
disappointment was great when he found that a moment, in 
many respects so favourable for the Jacobite cause, had been 
allowed to escape ; but far greater was his mortification at 
finding the monarch to whom he had devoted himself could l)e 
so easily persuaded to return to dependence on the court of 
France; and his fears for the future affected him still more 
deeply than his vexation at the failure of the jrresent attempt. 

His young wife also grieved at the dispersion of their 
cherished hopes; but to her, the object of real and deep 
anxiety was her husband. Sometimes, when, with folded 
arms, he would gaze vacantly uiron the blazing fire, his <lark 
brows knit, his lips compressed, his mind absorbed in sad re¬ 
trospections and melancholy forebodings, the unread book 
would fall upon her knee, or the needle drop from her hand, 
as she watched the expression of his face. On one occasion, 
when he caught her eyes thus fixed upon him, a kind but 
passing smile illumined his countenance ; and addressing her 
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with the low and mellow voice which first made her maiden 
heart his own, — My gentle Winifred,” he said, you have 
exchanged a calm and peaceful home, beloved and cheerful 
friends, the sister of your affections, and all the joyous care¬ 
lessness of youth, for an unsettled country, a troubled land, 
and a gloomy husband — who hates himself, dearest, when he 
thinks his thoughtfulness and his abstraction can cast a shade 

of care over that smooth and tranquil brow-” 

Oh my dear lord ! ” she exclaimed, as she looked up 
him, her eyes half filled with tears. 

Lord Nithsdale continued, — “ Or that his moody silence 
can bring tears into those dear eyes ! ” and seating himself 
beside her, he pressed her slender hand in his. 

“It is not his silence, but my beloved lord’s kind words, 
that have brought tears into these foolish eyes, I can scarce 
believe that one so far above me in wisdom and in knowledge 
— one whose mind is engrossed by subjects of such moment, 
can take so much thought for such an ignorant child as 1 am. 

I often regret my convent education ; for I feel, my lord, that 
I can be no companion to you ; and in these times especially, 
when-” 

Wish not yourself other than you are, my love ! It is 
that purity, that heavenly innocence, that confiding simplicity, 
which render you in my eyes so immeasurably superior to ^ 
the far-famed beauties of this, or any other land. What are 
their charms, their wit, their talents, their learning, their 
acquired attractions, to that pure blush «^hich even now 
mantles my own sweet Winifred’s cheek, to hear her praises, 
tliough from a husband’s lips? ” 

And Winifred was happy ; for she found that in truth her 
unobtrusive affection, her gentle cares, could alone dispel the 
gloom which hung over that beloved husband. 

Time, however, changed the nature of his regrets. Lord 
Nithsdale’s clear understanding could not fail to perceive that 
his country was quiet, prosperous, and glorious under the rule 
of its present monarch; and the doubt would cross him 
whether it were the act of a true patriot to favour the preten¬ 
sions of one who must necessarily overturn much of what 
tended to promote that prosperity. 

StiU, was he not by birth a Jacobite ? a Catholic ? and 
therefore bound from motives of religion to support a Catholic 

D 3 



S8 


WINIFRED, 


claimant to the throne ? Moreover, had he not;* in his 
romantic interview with the Pretender, pledged himself per¬ 
sonally to his service? It was too late to retract ! If any 
attempt were renewed in his favour, he could not but join in 
it. Yet the consciousness of being bound in honour to a 
cause of which his reason could not thoroughly approve, op¬ 
pressed him with a sense of care — almost of guilt. 

He was a man who wished strictly to act as honour and as 
duty might dictate, and he was not carried away by eager 
fiopefulness, or by ambition, or by passion. He saw and 
balanced so nicely the reasons and arguments on both sitles, 
that he was apt to be dissatisfied with himself; sometimes to 
think he was guilty of a dereliction of duty towards his lawful 
sovereign, ■when his clear judgment forced upon him the 
thriving condition of his country; at others, to feel that he 
was perhaps ready to sacrifice the real good of thousands to 
his own private notions of personal honour. 

The Lady Nithsdale, with never-failing gentleness, soothed 
these wayward feelings, if wayward they may be called, which 
were so natural to a conscientious man in times such as those 
we treat of. She would chase away his gloom by light and 
playful converse; she would gather around him their friends 
and neighbours, and lure him to forget his careful thoughts in 
the pleasing duties of hospitality ; or she would draw his at¬ 
tention to the gambols of their children, the young Lord Max¬ 
well and the little Lady Anne, and lead him to join in their 
sports, and thus Igse the sense of the conflicting duties ■which 
pressed so heavily upon his mind. He was always, and at 
all times, the object of her thoughts; and the earl in return 
hung on her as his stay, his support, his consolation. 

The bond of their mutual affection thus became more firmly 
knit than if their lives had passed in an uninterrupted flow of 
happiness. The affection which is wearied by sadness, or falls 
off in sorrow, is one which has taken but shaUow root in the 
heart. 

It is perhaps to the credit of human nature, that misfortune 
is not the trial under which mutual attachment so frequently 
gives way as under that of unbroken prosperity. When there 
is any groundwork of tenderness, the sight of the object of 
that tenderness in sorrow, in sickness, or in suffering, endears 
it more and more. The attention is fixed ; the thoughts are 
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occujnea: affection is called into action; it is not allowed to 
drop into a slumber, which sometimes ends in lethargy. The 
enduring love of wives to wayward husbands, the exceeding 
fondness of some husbands f^or capricious wives, may thus 
be accounted for. How natural was it, then, that an anxious 
and thoughtful temper, produced by conscientious scruples, 
devoted loyalty, romantic honour, and disinterested patriotism, 
should concentrate upon her husband every feeling of a soul 
which, like the Countess of Nithsdale’s, was made up of dut^;. 
and of tenderness ! 

The imprudent boldness with which many Jacobites pro¬ 
fessed their principles and their attachment to the Pretender 
was to Lord Nithsdale a source of much vexation. The 
Duchess of Gordon sent the faculty of advocates a silver 
me<lal, representing on one side the Chevalier de St. George, 
and on the reverse the British islands, with the motto Red- 
dite.” The duchess was thanked for having presented them 
with a medal of “their sovereign lord the king;*' and a con¬ 
fident hope was expressed that her grace would soon have an 
opportunity of offering them a second medal, struck upon the 
“ restoration of the king and royal family, and the destruction 
of usurping tyranny and whiggery.’* 

This whole proceeding was afterwards disowned by the 
faculty, and by a solemn act they declared their attachment 
to the queen and the Protestant succession. But such un¬ 
called-for boldness, such weak retracting of daring imprudence, 
in the oinnion of Lord Nithsdale, augured ill for the cause 
to which he was bound. Such conduct could in no wise 
forward the hopes of his master, and it only served to keep 
the country in an umjuiet and disturbed state. 

He disapproved of the measures of his party ; and con¬ 
sequently he kept himself somewhat retired at Terreagles, 
associating more with his immediate neighbours than courting 
political connexions. With the Earl of Derwentwater alone 
he kept up a constant and confidential intercourse. They 
together deplored the infatuation of some of their friends: in 
loyalty and patriotism each found in the other a spirit con¬ 
genial to his own. 

Lord Nithsdale’s visits to London, or to Edinburgh, were 
rare; and no change occurred to mark the lapse of years, 
unless we may note that which took place in the bearing of 
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Amy Evans. Slie was still, as before, bigb in her lady’s 
favour, who regarded her more in the light of a confidential, 
though humble friend, than merely as a waiting-woman. 
Indeed, Amy in her childhood had been admitted as play¬ 
fellow and associate to the daughter of an old cavalier who 
resided in the neighbourhood of Poole Castle, and from her 
youthful intercourse with Mrs. Mellicent Hilton, she had 
acquired a tone of feeling somewhat superior to those in her 
station of life. 

Lady Nithsdale could not but remark that the laughing 
eyes which once sparkled with merriment were now dull and 
spiritless, and that the ruddy cheek had lost its bloom. When 
she sought the chamber where her maidens were employed at 
their needle, she no longer heard the clear voice of Amy, who 
used to enliven the light labours of her companions with the 
ditties she had learned in her childhood. Her gay laugh no 
longer pealed cheerily on the ear. Lady Nithsdale attributed 
the change which had gradually stolen over the demeanour of 
her dear Amy Evans to her separation from her lover. • 

“ You are sad, dear Amy,” she one day remarked to her ; 

but I think I have news that will call up the bloom on 
those pale cheeks, and I shall hear your old \Yelsh songs 
carolled with fresh glee. The farm of Hetherstone is vacant 
now, and my lord proposes that David should become his 
tenant;—and then 1 suppose I must make Jeannie Scott my 
’tirewoman ! ” 

Alas ? my gracious mistress, not unless your ladyship is 
weary of the services of poor Amy Evans. I trust that I can 
still diligently ply my needle, and that I can arrange your 
ladyship’s head-gear with as neat a hand as Jean Scott at the 
least.” 

" Nay, you have been a diligent and careful servant to me, 
Amy, and I shall love to see you as careful and diligent a 
wife ; and when I visit you in your home, I shall once more 
see your merry eyes sparkle as they used to do.” 

“ No, madam, those days are gone by for me. You shall 
ever find me a true and faithful servant, but I shall never be 
a wife.” 

And what will David do without a housewife to see to 
his dairy, to bake his bread and his bannocks, and to trim his 
hearth, and keep all neat and seemly around him ? 
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He needs not me for a housewife, madam : he has found 
one, more to his taste, these six months back. He was mar¬ 
ried, madam, last Lammas-tideand, though her hands 
trembled, she still proceeded in the composition of the spiced 
comfits which her lady had come to overlook. 

Oh ! my poor Amy ! And is this true ? Can men really 
be so false ? ” 

Indeed can they, madam. And I am not the first girl 
who has been slighted: they all tell me so ! But I always 
held myself high; and it is no comfort to hear how, when his 
wedding morning came, Donald M'Rae w^as nowhere to be 
found ; or how Jockie Smith deserted Kate Armstrong, after 
he had broken a gold piece with her ; or how Mary Morrison 
pined herself to death for the loss of Jamie Elliot. But I am. 
not one to pine myself to death ! David’s wife shall never 
hear that Amy Evans had so mean a spirit; no, she shall 
hear of me cheerful, and contented, madam. And why should 
I not be so, when I have such a good, kind lady, whom I 
love better — ay, better than I once did David himself! ” 
And now the tears rained fast from her eyes, •which Nature 
seemed to have intended should only express sprightliness and 
warm affection. “ But, 1 beseech you, madam, speak not to 
Jean Scott or to Annie Bell of my griefs. They have never 
yet seen me weep, and 1 would not have them know that 
David’s falsehood had -wrung tears from me. I shall not 
feel it so much after a while, my lady ! And when all is said 
and done, whore could I ever be so happy as with my kind, 
my honoured mistress ? So you will never say anything more, 
my lady, of making .lean Scott your ’tirewoman ?” 

Oh no ! dear Arny ; I should never, never like any one 
about me so well as you ! ” 

1 thought so, my lady ; and I told Jean Scott I was sure 
you would never turn me off, though she prides herself so 
upon her taste, and the nimbleness of her fingers, and is 
always throwing out that the time will come when she will 
have my place !" And Amy was half consoled for the loss of 
David, when she* had ascertained that she retained the same 
hold on her mistress’s affections. Since the blight which had 
fallen on her first and early love, she valued the favour of her 
lady above all other earthly goods, and watched over it with 
the jealous tenderness of a lover. 
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Her secluded education, and her own early marriage to so 
honourable a man, had prevented the Countess of Nithsdale’s 
having ever witnessed, much more having ever experienced, 
the caprice and infidelities of the other sex. She had heard 
and read of them, as of matters undoubtedly true, but as never 
likely to come under her own immediate cognizance; and she 
%vas astonished at Amy’s treating a lover’s desertion of his 
mistress as an event of common occurrence. She wondered 
still more that pride should, in a low-born country maiden’s 
heart, almost overbalance the more instinctive feeling of love. 
That a noble damsel should resent any slight was indispens¬ 
able to her birth and breeding; and the proud blood of the 
Herberts mantled in her cheeks at the mere imagining such 
a case. But she thought, had she been lowly born, pride 
could never have sustained her under so cruel a blow. She 
forgot that, in all ranks alike, each feels the eyes of his equals 
upon him,—that the lowest, as well as the highest, have their 
world, before whom to blush is degradation. 

It was not that the gentle Lady Nithsdale was haughty in 
her nature ; the affection which subsisted between herself and 
Amy sufficiently proved the contrary ; but as she was imbued 
with the divine indefeasible right of kings, so was she with the 
innate inherent nobility of an ancient family. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

The virtue of her lively looks 
Kxcels the precious stone, 

I wish to liave none other books 
To read or look upon. 

The modest mirth that she doth use 
Is mixed with shamcfacedness. 

Attributed to I„ord Rocltford, 

Anne Bolcyn's brother. 

Although they differed widely in politics, the Duke of Mont¬ 
rose was one of the persons whom Lord Nithsdale looked 
upon as a true patriot, and a young man of ^eat promise. He 
was the grandson of the great marquis, and had been by Queen 
Anne lately raised to the dignity of Duke of Montrose. 

The family of the Earl of Nithsdale was, through Douglas, 
Earl of Moreton, nearly connected with that of the duke ; and 
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also, through the marriage of Lord Nithsdale’s sister, the Lady 
Mary Maxwell, to the Earl of Traquhair, with that of his 
young duchess, the Lady Christian Carnegie, daughter to the 
Earl of Northesk. 

This double connexion had assisted to foster a friendship, 
which the opposite tendency of their political opinions might 
otherwise have prevented from attaining maturity ; and con¬ 
sequently, when the young Duke of M 9 ntrose first brought 
his fair bride and cousin into Scotland, he failed not to present 
her to a family with which they were mutually connected. 

The duke was a zealous supporter of the Protestant succes¬ 
sion, and was at that period high in favour with Queen Anne. 
His youthful wife had shone as one of the most brilliant stars 
at her court; and gay, lovely, and volatile, she had not failed 
to adopt the style and manners theti in vogue ; she was 
esteemed the most modish lady about the court ; the furbelow 
of her petticoat was no sooner seen than it was copied; her 
commode attracted all eyes, the jaunty air of her hoop was 
envied by all the sex, and she no sooner appeared in one of 
the small muffs which we sometimes see represented in pic¬ 
tures of the time, than all the muffs about town were cut in 
half. 

She enjoyed the admiration she excited, as was natural to 
one who was aware, though not vain, of her powers of fasci¬ 
nation ; and there was a grace in her harmless coquetries, and 
a joyous good-humour, a frankness, piercing through the court 
airs, which had become as it were second nature to her, that 
took captive the hearts of all. 

The young duchess would sometimes rally Lady Nithsdale 
on her antiquated notions, her housewife-like avocations, her 
retired habits; she would try to persuade her to follow the 
fashion of the day, and would urge her to taste with her the 
exciting pleasure of being swdftly borne by a spirited steed 
over hill and vale, dell and dingle: but Lady Nithsdale, un¬ 
accustomed to such exertions, would shrink from the very 
idea, and trembled when she saw her fair friend mounted on 
her palfrey, and, dressed according to the mode which has 
excited the indignation of cotemporary writers, dash from the 
hall-door like an arrow from the bow; then, turning gaily 
back, laugh at her timid cousin’s fears. Her hair, which was 
suffered to hang at some length on her shoulders, was loosely 
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tied by a scarlet riband, which played like a streamer behind 
her ; her small hat was edged with silver ; her dress was of 
green camlet embroidered with the same material ; and a 
cravat of the finest lace completed the toilet of the elegante of 
the year I7II. The horse, as though it were proud of so 
fair a rider, seemed to share in her vanity : he was adorned 
after the same airy manner; and tossed and shook his pretty 
head, as if he despised the silken rein which hung loosely 
upon his neck. 

Lady Nithsdale watched the party of equestrians as long as 
they continued in sight; and Amy, whose blighted hopes en¬ 
abled her to give her undivided affection to her lady, and her 
undivided thoughts to her dress, had not allowed this oppor¬ 
tunity to escape of enlarging her notions upon the subject of 
the prevailing mode. Presuming upon her favour with her 
mistress, she had stolen away from Annie Bell and Jeannie 
Scott, and glided to the oriel wdndow of the hall, that she 
might see the great London bride in her new-fangled garb. 

-By my troth, madam, but her grace is very fair, and 
wears a goodly dress, and mounts a jennet such as might befit 
a lady in one of my old ballads ! ” 

“ Yes, Amy,” replied Lady Nithsdale, the dress is 
strange, but graceful, and well does it suit my gay and 
sprightly cousin : yet she must have a marvellous good cou¬ 
rage ; I think I never could mount any horse, much less a 
pawing prancing steed such as delights her grace. It is 
strange thus to peril one’s life for pleasure ! ” 

“ And yet, my lady, such a close-fitting jaunty coat as that 
would right well set off your ladyship’s slender waist. Trust 
me, madam, but I should like to have the curling of your soft 
brown hair, and the shaking in a thought of powder, (her 
grace’s maid showed me the powder-puffs they use now,) and 
the making it just hang in such ringlets as my lady duchess’s.” 

Nay, Amy, such flighty doings are not for me! ” 

In the evening, when the company were sipping their cho¬ 
colate, and the servants were preparing the ombre-tables, the 
lively duchess again rallied the Lady Nithsdale upon her taste 
for staying at home. 

Now we will put you upon your trial,” she said, playfully 
tapping her with her fan ; and you, my lord duke, and the 
£arl of Nithsdale himself, and Sir Hector M'Gregor, and Mr. 



COUNTESS OP N1THS1>ALE. 


45 


McKenzie, and my fair cousin Crawford of Kilbimy, and 
young Mistress Rose Scott of Murdiston, shall sit in judg¬ 
ment, and pronounce whether I have not passed a more pro¬ 
fitable morning than our demure hostess there ! Now stand 
forth, Countess of Nithsdale, and answer the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth !" 

The Lady Nithsdale smiled, while the slight colour mounted 
to her cheek, at being called into notice ; but she professed her 
willingness to submit to the verdict of so goodly a tribunal. 

“ After our morning meal,” resumed the duchess, “ which 
1 grant you was somewhat to the credit of the housewife — 
there was no fault to be found with the bannocks, nor with 
the saffron-cakes, nor the honey, nor the marmalade, nor the 
Finnan haddocks, nor any of the other delicacies for which 
our good land of Scotland is renowned, — after this meal, 
what were my lady countess's avocations !” 

“ Even such household tluties as your grace must needs 
attend to when you reach your own castle of K incarn. I 
visited the ’still-room, and gave the housekeeper directions for 
making of some iriint-water, and some julap, and other simple 
medicines, which the neighbouring poor are used to procure at 
the castle. And, moreover, this is the season when the dis- 
tilletl waters for tlie year must be made ; the elder-flow’ers 
and the roses are all in bloom.” 

Oh, sto]», my clear countess ! This last employment was 
most vain and useless 1 for who could endure such homely 
scents ? It is impossible now to use anything but orange- 
flower water ; so you have indeed mis-spent your time most 
shamefully ! Now you, by your own confession, did only one 
thing at a time, while 1 cultivated my mind and improved my 
beauty at one and the same moment. I studied Locke on the 
Human Understanding, while my woman curled iny hair; after 
which I read two chapters on the properties of the loadstone, 
and — 1 would fain have studied the mathematics, only my 
M’icked lord” — and she shook her fan at the duke — “ would 
not give me the lesson he promised.” She i)ut on the pret¬ 
tiest pout of her ruby lips, while her gay eyes laughed through 
their fringe of eyelashes, as she looked down her cheeks W'ith 
a mock air of pettish anger; then raising them suddenly on 
the duke, she continued in a reproachful tone, “ You know, 
my lord, you would not wish your wife to be quite out of the 
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fashion; and every lady now talks of the mathematics, and 
speaks but in words with a Latin derivation; and I will 
learn tliese things too, in spite of you !" 

The duke looked upon her with delight and love, while he 
replied, “ Learn of our fair hostess how to make a sack- 
posset, Christian ! ” 

Not unless your grace will teach me the mathematics ! 
Now promise, and it shall be a bargain, and I will let you 
kiss my hand upon it/* 

The duke most gladly availed himself of her permission 
to imprint on the fair hand she extended more than one kiss. 

'‘Nay, you are too bold!’’she added, withdrawing her 
hand suddenly, and frowning for a moment, w'hile she ex¬ 
pressed a pretty anger in the eloquent language of the fan, 
by quickly opening and shutting the sticks so as to produce 
a somewhat sharp noise. “ But, my lord duke, you interrupt 
the trial. Silence in tlie court! The Lady Nithsdale had 
not made an end, when I, to my shame be it spoken, some¬ 
what rudely interrupted her. Proceed, fair countess.” 

“ I visited my children for a while, and then I practised 
to my new spinet some of the songs your grace showed me 
last night; for my lord loves sweet sounds so w'ell, that he 
will sometimes listen to such poor music as I can make.” 

“ That is well. But now, fair countess, l)ow did you pass 
your time while I, having duly attended both to my under¬ 
standing and my person, now took heed to my health, by 
galloping in the clear fresh air, many and many a mile, over 
sweet heath and thymy downs?” 

“ Why, after seeing my maidens at their embroidery, I 
wrote and despatched a lettei to my dear sister Lucy at 
Bruges.” 

“ Useless! still vain and useless ! If your letter had been 
addressed to some court lady, who might have informed you 
in return of what colour was JMrs. Masham’s new hood, and 
whether the queen had yet adopted the fashion of my last 
commode, and whether her grace of Marlborough had yet 
left off the philomot-coloured petticoat of which we are all 
so weary, — well! But what news can your devout sister 
send you from her dull convent ? ” 

“ Nay, your grace is jesting now ! Every word that 
comes from Bruges, and tells me of the dear, dear friends of 
my childhood, is precious to me.” 
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I can well believe it,” replied the duchess with a winning 
frankness; “ for dearly do I love a letter from old Eupheme 
Stuart, the sister of our minister at Ethy; and I would often 
rather sit and con over her prosy epistle, than dress myself 
for a court-ball. But you know. Lady Nithsdale, that all 
other considerations must give way before our loyalty to our 
monarch.” 

“ Most true, your grace,” answered the Lady Nithsdale, in 
a tone of voice which showed she thought of the ‘‘ king over 
the water,” while the volatile duchess watched her with a 
laughing and malicious countenance. 

“Oh, my dearest countess!” she exclaimed, “do you 
know you have patched yourself in the most factious manner ! 
For Heaven’s sake, remove that shocking patch on the wrong 
side of your face ! it might lead to much mischief. It is an 
old saying, that extremes meet; and they say that some of 
the discomfited Whigs are even now plotting with the Ja¬ 
cobites. This is a season w'hen it behoves every one to be 
most discreet in such tokens of their sentiments, and your 
imjirudent patching might bring suspicion on your good lord.” 

“ Does your grace speak of the mole on my right temple.^” 

“Is it indeed a mole.'* I pray your pardon, dearest 
cousin. But this is very sad ! quite a misfortune ! Do you 
not know we all of late express our political opinions after 
this fashion ? You may perceive I always wear a patch on 
the left hide of my chin, to evince my loyalty.” 

If such be the case, my loyalty is born with me, and 
cannot cease but with my life! ” replied the Countess of 
Nithsdale, whose feelings were so strong and so devoted she 
could not jest or banU'r on the subject. 

“Treason! treason!” exclaimed the duchess: “we shall 
have to put you on your trial for still liigher crimes and mis¬ 
demeanours.” 

“ A prisoner cannot be tried for two offences at once, and 
your grace has not brought the first accusation to an end,” 
interposed the Earl of Nithsdale, somewhat anxious to give 
the conversation another turn. 

“ To tell the honest truth, my lord, I thought fhe evidence 
seemed likely to go against myself, and I was not sorry to 
drop the prosecution. We will let judgment go by default / 
Is that good law, my Lord Privy Seal, for you should un- 
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derstand these matters ? ” she continued, turning to her hus¬ 
band with an air of mock solemnity. 

“ You are a mad-cap, Christian !” replied the duke, who, 
while he half attempted to repress her lively sallies, listened 
to them with pleased amusement, and, like the mother of a 
spoiled child, looked round upon the company to see if they 
also did not applaud her wit and grace. 

In truth, though she was somewhat the spoiled child of 
fortune, no one could wish her other than she was. ‘W'hat in 
another would have been frivolous or impertinent, in her was 
graceful and most fitting. She was in the vein for playful 
malice, and with an air of mock penitence replied, Well, 
then, my lord, I will be most staid and serious. I will not 
play one single game at ombre to-night, but I will sit by my 
gentle cousin’s side, and learn of her to ply my needle as good 
housewives and virtuous matrons should;” and seating herself 
on a low stool in the window, she fell to sorting atul choosing 
shades of silks, till she had confused and mixed them all. 

1 must lodk at you, fair cousin,” she added suddenly, 

to learn how I should begin; — but methinks you have not 
chosen your colours with that taste which all admire in what¬ 
ever else you do. Surely a white rose on that pale blue ground 
lacks contrast: a red rose, or a tulip, or a peony, would better 
please the eye; a white rose is, to my mind, but a mean and 
insipid flower,” she added, with a sidelong glance at Lady 
Nithsdale. 

“ In my eyes it is the fairest flower that blows,” replied 
the countess. “ This stool is for ray mother ; and well may 
the white rose be dear to the widow, and the daughter, of the 
Duke of Powis ! ” 

“Well, may it be dear, for it has cost you dear, or rather 
it might have cost you dear, had it not been for our gracious 
sovereign’s clemency in restoring to* your brother his estates. 
Now own, sweet coz, that never was Old England so great or 
BO glorious as she is at present; our navies triumphant, our 
armies crowned with laurels, our commerce flourishing, our 

colonies prospering, our negotiations successful-Anything 

else, my lord duke ? for 1 often hear a recapitulation of our 
glories, and I ought to know them by heart.” 

Nay, dearest cousin, I do not understand such things ; 
but I know full well that adverse fortune cannot loose us from 
our allegiance.” 
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Nay, nay, constancy to a falling cause is treason, not alle¬ 
giance ; for you know 

‘ Treason doth never prosper. What’s the reason ? 

That when It prospers, none dare call it treason.’ ” 

Methinks, if any are gnilty of treason, it is not those who 
through weal and through woe, through danger and distress, 
at the risk of tlieir fortunes and their persons, preserve their 
fidelity to the king of their ancestors !” 

■ The Earl of Nithsdale turned a warning glance upon his 
wife, who.se feelings had for a moment outrun her prudence. 
The blood rushed into her face ; her eyes filled with tears. 

“ Nay, dearest cousin, you are moved. Forgive my giddy 
bantering, and trust me, that whether Whig or Tory, Pro¬ 
testant or Catholic, Jacobite or not, I love you dearly ; and if 
ever there should arise occasion to prove it, you shall not find 
your cousin Christian Montrose -wanting:” ami she threw her 
arms around her neck, and embraced Lady Nithsdale with a 
warm-hearted frankness whiidi caused their playful dispute to 
<lraw still closer the bonds of affection between them. 

Although the earl would not have denied his attachment to 
the exiled family, he wished trot to be unnecessarily forward 
in expressing his sentiments. He res[>ected the sincere pa¬ 
triotism of the Duke of Montrose—he did liiin the justice to 
helievc that it was from firm conviction that he was so stre¬ 
nuous a sup}»orter of the Protestant succession ; and it was 
no matter of surprise to him when, two years afterwai'ds, 
the tluke retired from the ministry, rather than support the 
Earl of Oxford in measures of which his cou.seience did not 
approve. 


CHAPTER IX. 


Wigton’s ('oniitis', Nithsdalc's roming. 
t aniwartli’i. coming, Kcnnmrc's coming, 

J>t;rwciil\vatcr anti Fttstcr’fs coming, 

Witliringlttn and Nairnc>’s coming: 
l.iutc wot yc who’s coming. 

Ulylhe Cowhill, ami a’s cotuing, 

7'A<’ Chevalier's Mustcr-rijli. 

The queen’s health was now declining; and Lord Nithsdale, 
in common with many others of his party, looked forwartl to 
the chance of a peaceable restoration of the Stuarts, 

E 
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His impartial judgment acknowledged that, under the rule 
of Anne, England enjoyed a more than common measure of 
prosperity; and though she was not the rightful heir, still it 
was Stuart blood which ran in her veins. He augured, from 
her silence upon the address of both houses of parliament, 
urging her to press the l>uke of Lorraine and her other allies 
to exclude the Pretender from their dominions, and from her 
open disapprobation of the Elector's sitting in the house of 
peers, as Duke of Cambridge, or even taking up his abode in 
England, that her secret inclinations were in favour of her 
brother. 

All these considerations combined to render Lord Nithsdale 
unwilling to disturb the tranquillity of his native land ; and it 
was W’ith satisfaction that he found month after month elapse 
without his being called upon to sacrifice either the peace of 
his country, or the principles of loyalty in which he had been 
brought up. 

The moment, however, came at length, in which conflicting 
duties made it difficult for the most conscientious to preserve 
a fame untarnished, or so to conduct themselves as that their 
motives should not be liable to misconstruction. If in times 
comparatively settle«l, when loyalty and patriotism may and 
ought to go hand in hatnl, it is difficult for public men to 
steer clear of susjncion, we should not be too severe on those 
who were exposed to trials, and placed in difficulties, from 
which all are now happily exempt. 

Queen Anne died: and it might have afforded a lesson to 
both the claimants to her throne, that she, under whom this 
country had ranked higher in the scale of nations than at any 
previous period of its history — under whom the llritish arms 
had been crowned w’itli unexampled success — under w hom no 
British subject’s blood had been shed for treason — that ‘‘ good 
Queen Anne," the mild and merciful, sank a victim to mental 
anxiety, a martyr to the harassing dissensions of her ministers 
and of her confidential friends and favourites. But when w'as 
such a lesson of any avail ? "J'he prize was sought by both 
parties with unabated ardour; and Lortl Nithsdale’s hopes 
that the title of King James the Third might be acknowledged 
were quickly blasted. 

The Duke of Montrose, true to the Protestant cause, has¬ 
tened to Eilinburgh, there to assist in the proclamation of the 
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Elector; and the Jacobites lost no time in communicating with 
the I’retender, 

Both pity and indignation had been roused in the Earl of 
Nithsdale’s bosom, when, upon the queen’s death, the King 
of France intimated to the Chevalier that it was expected he 
would immediately quit his territories and return to Lorraine ; 
and when, on the other hand, the King of England refused au 
audience to the minister of Lorraine till the unfortunate exile 
was removed from his master’s dominions. 

That the <Iescendant of a long line of monarchs should thus 
he hunted from country to country — that the lawful sovereign 
of one of the fairest realms of Europe should not have w'here 
to lay his head, overcame all other considerations; and it was 
witli zealous passion that he joinf?d himself with the Earls 
of Mar, Carnwarth, Kenmure, and the other most ardent 
Jacobites. It was the generous impulse of compassion for 
the injured, — indignation, reckless of the consequences, which 
prompted»his conduct, ratlier than hope of seeing their efforts 
crowned wdth success. 

Mobile others were elated at the unpopularity of the king, 
whose foreign language, manners, and habits w’ere not cal¬ 
culated to please the multitude, and w'ho, by the favour shown 
exclusively to the Whigs, had indisposed the Tories, with 
whom lay the great mass of landed property ; Lord Nithsdale 
perceived that the new monarch was determined, spirited, and 
active. \\'’hile others relied on the secret assistance which 
Ijouis the I'ourteeutM? notwithstanding his engagements with 
England, afforded to the Chevalier ; Lord Nithsdale was con¬ 
vinced, from the effeotual measures taken to clefeat them, that 
the Chevalier’s designs must be by some means communicated 
to the government: and, in truth, the Earl of Stair, the 
English ambassador at Paris, found means to discover, and 
transmitted to his own court, all the plans and intentions of 
the Pretender while yet in tunbryo. 

Not many months after the king’s accession, some tumults 
and riots took place, which tended greatly to raise the spirits 
of the more sanguine ; and even to Lord Nithsdale himself 
seemed to augur well for the ultimate result. 

Those who celebrated the king’s birth-day were insulted ; 
while on the following day, which was the anniversary of the 
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Restoration, the whole city was illuminated, and its streets 
re-echoed wdth the sounds of mirth and rejoicing. 

The government, aware that the spirit of disaffection was 
making considerable progress, adopted measures of som<- 
severity towards the Scottish Jacobites ; they resolved that all 
who were in any degree liable to suspicion should be sum¬ 
moned to appear at Edinburgh, and there required to give bail 
for their peaceable behaviour. 

The Earl and Countess of Nithsdale were one evening on 
the bowling-green of their castle of Terreagles, W'atching the 
gambols of their children ; the little Lord Maxwell, a stout 
bold boy, was exerting all his might to drag one of the garden- 
seats uj) the steep grass bank. He had turned it u])side down ; 
had stuck in it a tall staff, with a handkerchief for its streamer ; 
and having christened it “ his gallant vessel the Royal ,fames,” 
had laden it with all the bowls and bowling-pins he could find 
scattered upon the grass. 

The parents for the moment forgot the disputed «ucccssicn 
to the throne, the claims of Jatnes the 'riiird, the «langers 
which beset their country, the perils wliich awaited themselves 
— lost in the pride and delight of watching the eager spirit('.l 
boy, whose sun-burned cheek ^vas flushed with the exertion, 
every muscle called into action, every sinew straiue<l, as by 
turns he imshed and dragged, a)ul shoved his unwieldy play¬ 
thing. 

‘‘He is a brave hoy, is he not, my lord r ” exclaimed 
Lady Nitlisdale, looking into her husflhnd's face-, her eyes 
beaming with maternal pride ; “ he will not bring disgrace 
upon the Maxtvells ! jMethinks he may one day figlit as gal¬ 
lantly for his king and country as his ancestors have done 
before him !” 

“ God bless him ! ” ejaculated the earl ; and he turne<l 
half away, ashamed of the emotion which suddenly surprised 
him. 

At that moment a servant a2>i)roache<l, and delivered to him 
the summons issued by government, requiring his attendance 
at Edinburgh, there to offer bail for his good behaviour, under 
pain of being denounced a rebel. 

“ Winifred, my love, the decisive moment has arrived,” 
said Lord Nithsdale, turning to his lady with a sad, a serious, 
but a determined air. “ I am here ordered to Edinburgh — a 
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summons I cannot and will not obey. I am henceforward a 
rebel to the existing government. The die is cast. Alas ! 
alas ! for this poor land ! Let the event lie what it may, ruin 
and desolation must fall on many. Blood must flow! — the 
blood of our countrymen! Winifred, it is an awful thing 
to take the first step which must inevitably lead to civil war!” 

“ Nay, nay, my lord, if our gracious prince but sets foot 
upon his nabve land, all loyal hearts will at once acknowledge 
him. M'as not his uncle’s restoration bloodless ? and was not 
the public mind less prepared for such an event than at the 
juvsent moment Oh, think more hopefully, my dear, dear 
lord ! The ‘ rose of snow’ will be triumphant yet! ” 

The earl shook his head sorrowfully. I cannot join in 
the sanguine hopes of those who think this matter can be 
brought to a si)ee(ly tennirtation. I tremble, W^inifred,—nay, 
tlo not look at me as though you scarcely believed, and yet 
blamed n)e,” he continued, with a smile, in which there was 
little mirth, — “ 1 tremble for my native land: God knows 1 
honestly and sincerely wish for its welfare. During the just 
and mild reign of the late queen, it would have gone hard with 
me to liave assisted in any disturbance, for her people were 
haj)py; but now, when a stranger and a foreigner persecutes 
iny rightful sovereign—when he is driven, like a hunted beast, 
from one land to another—when all the persons of note in the 
country are }>rosecuted, banished, or disgraced — when my 
honoured friend and cousin, the Duke of Ormond’s name and 
armorial bearings a|p ra/.ed from out the list of peers, his 
achievement as Knight of the (iarter taken down from St. 
iJeorge'h f.'hapel, — no, it is not in mortal man to sit dow'n 
calmly under this tyranny ! J should disgrace my name, my 
ancestors ! I^et the success be what it may, it shall never be 
.said that ^Villiam Maxwell, JCarl of Nithsdale, proved false to 
the cause of his king, through coward fear of the event!” 

Lady Nithsdale watched bis kindling countenance with love 
and awe: the colour flushed into his pale cheek ; his eyes, so 
full of care, gleamed from beneath the coal-black eyebrows. 

‘'King James must succeed,” she cried; “a few such 
spirits as my noble lord’s must carry victory with them. Let 
the king but set foot in Scotland-” 

“ Yes, Winifred,” he resumed, and an expression of care 
again stole over his countenance; “ let the king come in per- 
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son^ and come quickly!—but, alas! he is in the hands of those 
who use him for their own purposes. I fear—-but I scarcely 
dare own the fear to myself—that he lacks that decision, that 
boldness, that promptitude of action, which in such an under- 
tsiking are so indispensably requisite ! “W^hy is he not here 
even now ? Why does not the Earl of Mar receive his com¬ 
mission ? Yes, Winifred, 1 tremble. Should we plunge our 
native land in strife, should the ‘ rose of sna’ ’ be indeed 
^ steeped deep in ruddie heart’s bluid,’ and should we fail in 
our object, shall we not have much to answer for ? ” 

At that moment the little Lord Maxwell came running to 
his parents, breathless and exulting: “ I have towed the Royal 
James safe to land, father ; there she is in port!” 

Oh, take this for a good omen, my lord I” said Lady 
Nithsdale, kissing the boy. Lonl Nithsdale shook his head ; 
but bending over the boy, he kissed him likewise. 

Winifred, do you not think your sister Lucy, the abbess, 
w'ould let them be pensioners in your old convent? I should 
engage in this business with better heart, if I knew that inv 
boy and poor little Annie were safe in any other land. I 
would urge your accompanying them,”— Lady Nithsdale 
started ,—“ but I know that it would be in vain.” 

“Vain indeed!” replied Lady Nithsdale. “In all things 
else I have been, anti I will be, a submissive wife ; but do 
not ask me to leave you, my lord, — I scarcely think 1 could 
obey.” 

“ But the children ? ” 

** Gain but a little time, and we will despatch them to 
Bruges,” 

I will excuse myself from attending the summons to 
Edinburgh, will beg the commissioners to take my bail here, 
at my own castle. This they will refuse ; but some days wdll 
thus be gained, and we will hope—” he added with a sigh — 
and we will hope his majesty will either arrive in pt^rson, 
or we may be authorised from himself to set up his standard 
openly.” 

In consequence of this resolution, the Earl of Nithsdale 
returned an evasive answer, in which, under the plea of ill- 
health, (and indeed the mental anxiety which he had of late 
undergone had somewhat affected his health), he applied to 
those entrusted with the government in Scotland for indulgence 
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to have his bail received at Terreagles ; and, in the mean time, 
the children were despatched, under the care of trusty and con¬ 
fidential attendants, to Bruges, and there placed under the 
protection of their aunt, the Lady Lucy. 

It may well be imagined that such a separation could not 
take })lace without a bitter pang to both parents. With Lady 
Nithsdale it was the instinctive tenderness of the mother wliich 
suffered at parting from the objects of her love ; but she looked 
forward with hope and reliance that the long-desired moment 
had arrived, that they were at last on the eve of seeing 
realised the expectation, which in her mind amounted to a 
kind of religious trust. With her husband the feeling Avas 
tlifferent. 

Lady Nithsdale wept as she bade her children adieu. Lord 
Nithsdale’s eyes tvere dry. The last sound of their voices, 
the last embrace, melted away the heart of the mother. I'he 
father, silent and almost stern, scarcely heard their parting 
words ; but as he watched the carriage which bore them from 
their paternal halls, pass under the archtvay and emerge into 
the brighter light beyond, he felt that the heir of the house of 
Maxwell had for ever quitted the tower of his ancestors ; and 
that he, oy his own act and deed, was about to deprive his 
child of his home, his heritage, his titles, and his country. 
Bitter were the thoughts which struggled in his soul, fJe 
turped abruptly from the portal, and strode with a hasty but 
firm step into the withdravving-room beyond the hall. 

Lady Nithsdale fWllowed with streaming eyes; and winding 
her arm within her lord’s, she spoke of the winning words of 
their boy, of the pretty grief of the Lady Anne. For the first 
time Lord Nithsdale forgot to soothe her sorrows, forgot to 
]>ress the arm that clung to hifn for su})port; but throwing 
himself into a chair, he hid liis face with both his hands, and 
remained for some seci)nds absorbed by emotions far more pain¬ 
ful in their intensity than the tender regret which drew tears 
from the mother’s eyes. 

Those tears Avere, hoAvcver, soon dried, for in tlie fearful 
grief of her Imsband she found cause for alarm, which changed 
the current of her thoughts. “ My lord, my dear lord !” she said, 

be not thus moved, the chihlren will do well. See I J haA'e 
dried my woman’s tears. I’hey will be well cared for by my 
good sister; and we shall see them soon again bounding 
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through the hal], we shall hear their gay voices prattling on 
the stairs.’* 

Never, Winifred, never!” he replied, withdrawing his 
hands, and looking at her with a sad and fixed countenance ; 
“ neve/ ! I have banished my children ; I have deprived my 
son of his lawful patrimony ; 1 have now driven him forth to 
beggary, exile, and dependence. No Earl of Nithsdale wdll 
ever inhabit these halls again : I know it, I feel it! The 
lands I inherited from my forefathers must pass to others. 
(>ur castles will be desolate, our name extinct ! But this is 
weakness all. I knew I hazarded all earthly goods when I 
«Ievoted myself to the interests of my king. Alas! If I could 
but feel assured that I was truly devoting myself to the interests 
of my king, and also of my country, I would not pause to 
think of my fair castle, my goodly lands!” And his eye 
glanced quickly round the noble apartment, and dwelt for a 
moment on the smiling prospect from the windows, wdiere the 
Nith danced along the valley through banks diversified with 
fields of waving corn, and luxuriant copses, whose deep green 
contrasted beautifully with the yellow harvest. 

During this momentary silence the distant sound of the 
bagpipe came fitfully on the ear, as its wild music clift-red the 
reapers to their toil. Though,” he added, “ the descendant 
of a long line of ancestors loves the halls where those ancestors 
have dwelt, — though the man loves the spot where he has 
wandered a child, — though,’’ he continued, “ a patriot loves 
the soil which gave him birth ; yet,” and his voice strengthened, 
his eye flashed upwards,—“ gladly, willingly, gallantly, would 
I resign them all, were I certain that I indeed strove to secure 
my country’s good, when I seek the restoration of niy king.” 

Neither the countess nor her lord had ever contemplated the 
possibility of their deserting the Jacobite party; hut they 
viewed the probable result of the enterprise, in which both 
deemed it equally indispensable to join, with very different 
eyes. 

Even the success of his schemes did not to him hold out a 
prospect of certain good. Though a strict C’-athoIic, be was 
no bigot ; ami he could not blind himself to the inexpediency 
of giving a Catholic king to a Protes ant people. 

To Lady Nithsdale, on the contrary, the peaceful restoration 
of the Stuarts appeared to he the universal panacea ; and sho 
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(It'voutly lu'lipvcil that if that object could be accomplished 
without effusion of blood, all orders of British subjects must 
1)0 good and happy. Little used, however, to join in political 
discussions, little accustoine<l indeed to hear them, she did not 
venture to urge any arguments of her own ; yet she couldf not 
remain silent when she saw her lord thus moved, and timidly 
suggestofl — 

‘‘ You are a true patriot, my lord; and that you yourself 
could not be content under the rule of a stranger and a heretic, 
is surely }»roof enough that neither could others, who have 
noble souls, be happy under his dominion. Does England 
boast any man Avhose name is fairer, whose character is more 
unblemished, than the kind, good, generous Earl of Derwent- 
water ? he whose purse is oi)en to the poor, whose hand is 
ever ready to assist the unfortunate ? IVIust not he seek his 
country’s good ? Is not the Viscount Kenmure’s name a noble 
and an honourable one ? would he sacrifice his country ? But 
why should 1 seek other names than rny own dear lord’s ? 
The Earl of Nithsdale’s is in itself a justification, and a sanc¬ 
tion, of any cause he espouses !” she continued with warmth. 
Lord Nitljsdale shook his head. “ Our noble friend, the Duke 
of Ormond too ! he has joined his majesty at Havre.” 

“ Ah, W inifred ! now you have touched the chord to which 
my soul vibrates. Such flagrant injustice must rouse the 
spirit in all honest hearts ! Ormond’s name must be restored ! 
Ormond’s banner must be replaced ! Yes, we are driven to 
tlie course we are pursuing : w'e must proceed. Let us think 
no more ; but blindly follow where honour, loyalty, friend¬ 
ship, consistency lead us, without anticipating what may be 
the event ! 'ro-inorrow w^e shall receive the answer from Edin¬ 
burgh— to-morrow I am a denounced rebel ; I must join the 
other lords who arc already seeking the Earl of Mar. But 
oh ! Winifred ! would any other general were appointed to 
tlie undertaking ! That man has not the head, the heart, nor 
the character fitting for such a situation. He has zeal, but 
tliat is all. The honour — the undoubted, the unquestionable 
honour is wanting. AVas he not one of the first to make pro¬ 
testations of loyalty to the Elector.? and now- But there 

is no use in retrospection ; we must on — on — on ! To¬ 
morrow, my love, I leave you ; how, when, where to meet, is 
in the hands of Providence.” 
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Lady Nithsdale's eyes were cast to Heaven, and her hands 
involuntarily clasped themselves in prayer. “ And now, dearest 
wife,” he continued, “ we must to business. You are safe 
here at present. I shall take but four men with me. The 
ininfles of the castle, and the dependants immediately around, 
are more than sufficient to defend you from any ministers of 
the law who might seek to make you answerable for the actions 
of your husband. But, before I go, I must commit to your 
care the title-deeds to the estates, and the other papers, which 
may secure to us and to our children some property in case of 
the worst.” 

Lord Nithsdale then entered into all necessary details con¬ 
cerning his wishes and intentions, with a firm, methodical 
coolness, which proved how little he expected ever to return to 
the happy home of his youth and manhood. 


CHAPTER X. 

!..et us think how our ancestors rose, 

I.et us tliink how our ancestors fell ; 

The rights the5' defended, and tliose 

'I'hey boiiglit with their iilood, we’ll ne'er sell. 

Let the love of our king’s sacred cause 
To the love of our country succecrd. 

Let frietidship and lionuur unite, 

And flourish on both sides tlie Tweed. 

Jocohitc Relics. 

The messenger returned from Edinburgh, and brought with 
him such a reply as the Earl of Nithsdale had anticipated. 
Towards evening, therefore, he made ready for his departure. 

The Lords AtJiol, Huntley, Traquhair, Seaforth, and others, 
were already gathered rountl the Earl of Mar, under pretence 
of joining in a hunting expedition ; but, after his refusal to 
attend the commissioners at Edinburgh, Lord Nithsdale’s 
making one of the famous Hunt of Braemar” would have 
betrayed the nature of the meeting. He therefore resolved to 
seek the Earl of Herwentwater at his castle in Northumberland. 

Lord Derwentwater was perhaps of all the Jacobite lords the 
one with whom his feelings and sentiments were most in 
unison : even his enemies have never ventured to cast any 
imputation on the motives and the character of a nobleman of 
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such known integrity: with him Lord Nithsdale felt he could 
ever conscientiously act in unison. 

Lady Nithsdale assisted her lord in all his arrai^gjements, 
listened to all his instructions : it was indeed fitting slje should 
do so. I'he time was past when the wife needed only to be 
the gentle housewife, the graceful hostess, the dignified countess. 
Her husband knew well the enduring courage, the calm reso¬ 
lution, which were latent in the soul of his wife ; and in her 
he reposed entire confidence, on her he placed implicit reliance. 
But slie herself was not aw'are of the qualities which slumbered 
within her ; qualities which, had her life been passed in the 
common routine of polished existence, would never have been 
a^vakened and calle<l into action. She trembled as she heard 
her lord give the directions which he deemed necessary for the 
security of the castle ; and she shrank instinctively when she 
saw him gird on his sword, and prepare the pistols which he 
carried in his liolster. 

Such precautions, although not unusual in these times, struck 
her as the real actual commencement of war, — of civil war ; 
and an icy chill ran through her veins when she heard the 
balls rattle down the iron barrels of the pistols. 

The shades of evening had now IJathered around : the four 
domestics who were to attend their lord were ready mounted 
in the court-yard ; his own stout horse was there, bridled and 
saddled.' Lonl Nithsdale, with a firm and stately step, tra¬ 
versed the dimly lighted apartments. The time for doubt or 
hesitation was past. There was sadness, but no w'avering in 
bis eye. His wife was on his arm, hut she pressed it lightly ; 
she dared not cling to him as her heart would have prompted 
her to <Io, neither durst he unman himself by giving way to 
the tenderness he felt. 

When he reached the door, he paused for a moment ; and 
turning back, he looked slowly round the hall, wdiere hung the 
])ortraits of his forefathers, the battle-axe of Eugene Maxwell, 
the helmet of Lord Eustace, the banner of good Earl Robert. 

His eye rested for a moment on the family motto, “ Revi- 
resco.” Not here, my love, not in these ancient halls, will 
the Earls of Nithsdale flourish again ! ” and gently pressing 
both the cold trembling hands of his wife between his own, be 
<lescended the steps, and, mounting his horse, he rode reso¬ 
lutely from out the castle gate. 
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It was a glorious summer night. Lord Nithsdale felt, 
painfully felt to his heart’s core, the beauty of the scene, as 
he trav^sed the valley from which he took his title, and the 
lands endeared to him by early recollections, as well as by 
that consciousness of possession, which assuredly has for the 
mind of man a charm almost magic in its influence. 

The moonbeams slept calmly on the towers of Terreagles, 
-—of his home ! and they sparkled on the w'aters of the Nith 
as it bounded through the smiling vale with its green sheep- 
walks and its wild copses. 

Avoiding the town of Dumfries, he followed the hanks of 
the stream, till he found himself under the very walls of his 
own far-famed Castle of Caerlaverock. It was with a pardon¬ 
able feeling of pride that the fifth Earl of Nithsdale surveyed, 
for the last time, the noble edifice which had been the seat of 
his ancestors for nearly seven hundred years, and vvhich they 
had rendered famous by many an act of prowess. 

The two circular towers which flanked the northern en¬ 
trance stood out, bold and dark, against the deep blue of the 
moonlight sky ; the rippling waves w'crc tipped with silver as 
they broke against the walls of the castle, w'hich, built in a 
triangular form on the ptflnt of land where the Nith throws 
itself into the Irish Sea, rose on two sides abruptly from the 
waters. 

But though he might cast towards the ruined walls a glance 
of regret, and might bid them in his heart a long and sad 
adieu, he renunded himself that the Lord Eustace had in his 
zeal for King Robert Bruce demolished the ancient fortifica¬ 
tions of this same castle, lest the English might garrison it 
themselves ; anti he thought of Robert, the eighth Lord Max¬ 
well, and first Earl of Nithsdale, who had so gallantly de¬ 
fended it for his unfortunate master Charles the First: and 
in the glorious recollections of former deeds of loyalty, and in 
resolutions to emulate such deeds, he attempted to drown the 
sad anticipations which crowded on his’soul. 

But he was alone! No eye was upon him ! No enthu¬ 
siastic Jacobite was by his side, before whom he might blush 
to own a thought which had reference to self. Each step, as 
he advanced, was full of the memorials of his ancestors. He 
passed the Tower of Repentance, — a monument of the osten¬ 
tatious remorse of John Lord Herries. In the distance he 
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saw the Castle of Hadham, which came into his family by the 
marriage of Sir John Maxwell to Agnes, heiress of the Lord 
Ilerries of 'rerreagles. And the time will come,” he 
thought, when the Maxwells will be forgotten in a country 
where they have been known and where they have been ho¬ 
noured, where they have been feare<l and where tliey Iiave been 
loved, for so many centuries! But if remembered, their name 
shall never be coupled with dishonour, with treachery, or with 
disloyalty:” and he spurred his gallant horse, hastening from 
scenes which, while they confirmed him in his dc;votion to the 
cause he had espoused, rhade him feel the extent of the sacrifice 
he was making. 

Intelligence little calculated to raise tlie spirits of the Jaco¬ 
bites awaited him upon his arrival at Dilstone Castle, the seat 
of the Karl of Derwentwater. lie there found the earl and 
all his adherents in the utmost consternation at the death of 
Louis the Fourteenth, and the refusal of the Regent to assist 
the (Jhevalicr with arms, men, or money, or to do anything 
which might be consideretl an infraction of tlie treaty of 
Ftrecht. 

'file Earl of Mar, althougli not yet provided with a legal 
commission as general, had set up the standard of King James, 
and bad gathered around it at Braeuiar three hundred of his 
own followers. They had all advanced too far to retreat; but 
the most sanguine were dismayed and disjjirited at the unfa¬ 
vourable aspect of alFairs. 

Lord Nithsdale alone did not ap]>ear affected by tlte intelli¬ 
gence. Most of the other insurgent nobhs were actuated by 
motives either of ambition, or of revenge, by discontent with 
their present condition, and by the ho})e, in the changes con- 
se(]uent ujion war, to im])rovo the estates which they found 
inadequate to the support of their rank ami station. Rut in 
Lord Nithsdale's mind no personal consideration mixed itself 
with his conscientious belief that honour demanded his ad¬ 
herence to the Stuart r^e, whetlier it might be for weal or lor 
woe. Ilis hopes were not blasted, for be had never enter¬ 
tained any ; and on the present occasion it was he who sus¬ 
tained the resolution of those around, and reminded them that 
the change in the policy of France did not loosen the bonds 
of allegiance to their sovereign ; that in union and in perse¬ 
verance consisted their only chance of success ; that to them- 
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selves^alone they must look. If,” said he, ** the feeling of 
the people is really in favour of their lawful monarch, when 
once the standard is raised, when once the Earl of Mar can 
show his sovereign’s commission, they will declare themselves : 
if, on the contrary, the mass of the people is satisfied with 
the present order of things; if Englishmen are indifferent 
whether a Stuart or a Guelph wear the crown of England, 
provided they may enjoy the comforts of life in security ; if 
loyalty no longer survives in the hearts of those who are oc¬ 
cupied only with selfish considerations, French gold, French 
arms, will never impose upon the British nation the sovereign 
that nation rejects. In that case we are traitors, and we must 
abide the consequences ! ” 

It was not long, however, before the success which at first 
attended the Earl of Mar’s strenuous exertions, elevated the 
drooping spirits of the English Jacobites to as high a pitch of 
exultation as they had before sunk low in despondency. 

He had actually raised an army of ten thousand men ; he 
had at lengtli received, and read aloud at the head of each 
regiment, his commission as general-in-chief of the Scottish 
forces ; and he had despatched to the Chevalier a numerously- 
signed address, urging the necessity of his immediate arrival 
in Scotland. Mr. Forster and Lord Derwentwater, with Lord 
Nithsdale, had proclaimed King James at ^^"arkworth, Mor- 
petl), and Alnwick. They advanced into Scotland as far as 
Kelso, where they were joined by Viscount Kenmure with 
two hundred horse, and the Earls of Carnwarih and "Win- 
toun, who had already set up the (jhevalier’s standard at 
Moffat. 

But these temporary successes could not blind Lord Niths¬ 
dale to the elements of discord which were found in the very 
union which gave the assembled forces a somewhat imposing 
aspect ; and which, had they with one accord proceeded to¬ 
wards Dumfries, made themselves masters of that town, thus 
forcing a communication with the main army under the Earl 
of Mar, might have enabled them to furnish themselves with 
arms and ammunition at Glasgow, and finally to dislodge 
Argyle from Stirling. 

But he saw and deplored, on one side, the obstinate infa¬ 
tuation of the English Jacobites, who seemed confident that 
an immediate and universal rising in the northern counties 
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would be the consequence of their marching into England ; 
and, on the other, the resolute wilfulness of the undiscfplined 
Highlanders, who declared thaf they would not cross the 
border. 

The town of Dumfries continued in the hands of govern¬ 
ment. The (Jountess of Nitbsdale therefore kept herself in 
strict retirement, nor could she often receive direct communi¬ 
cation from her husband. A thousand vague and unauthenti¬ 
cated rumours daily, nay, hourly, reached her ; rumours, 
which, coming through the medium of the royalists, brought 
even exaggerated accounts of the disunion and the want of 
discipline which prevailed among the insurgent forces. Her 
heart sank within her when, through Amy, she heard how 
the Whigs had exulted at the confusion produced among the 
Jacobites by an incident in itself trifling. 

(Japtain M''ogau having mistaken some of their own troops 
for an advancing party of (.ieneral (‘arpenter’s, inadvertently 
discharged a pistol, the preconcerted signal to warn those 
behind of an approaching enemy ; ami, until the mistake was 
<iiscovered, there ensued considerable tumult and disorder 
among the soldiers itj the rear. On another occasion, the ca¬ 
valry of the insurgents, which had just entered Jedburgh, 
were hastily marched out again to assist the foot in repelling 
— a party of their own friends who had joined them by 
another route ! I'hese, and other occurrences of a similar 
nature, were subjects of mockery and exultation to the Whigs 
in Dumfries, and failetl not to be goodnaturedly transmitted 
to the inhabitants of 'I’erreagles. Nor did the letters which 
she occasionally received from her husband tend to cheer her. 
Although, }>artly from prudential motives, partly to spare her 
the feeling of blank and hopeless self-immolation which per¬ 
vaded his own soul, he refrained from expressing his full con¬ 
viction of the inadequacy of their means, the mismanagement 
of those means which they did possess, the futility of all 
tiieir endeavours, still she could plainly perceive tliat his fears, 
rather than his liopes, had gatberetl strength since last they 
})arted. 

She was one day seated in the tapestried withdrawing-room, 
from whose large and deep-set windows the Earl had taken his 
last sad look over his vast possessions ; her eye was also me¬ 
chanically following the mazes of the Nith as it wound through 
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the valley below ; when Amy Evans hastily entered, with a 
joyful countenance, and a thick packet for her lady. 

News from my lord ! she exclaimed, all breathless ; 

and ^Valter Elliot, who is even now from the army, says 
they are coming to lay siege to Dumfries immediately, my 
lady ; and we shall have my lord at home again in his own 
castle. And oh ! how glad I shall be to see my lord's own 
noble bearing as he mounts the entrance-steps, and to hear his 
firm tread as he jiaces his own hall, and to see my own dear 
lady smile once more ! ” 

Lady Nithsdale meanwhile had ■with trembling hands and a 
flushed cheek opened the jjacket wdiich Amy hoped would have 
proved so welcome ; but the words of grutulalion died away 
on her lips while watching the fallen countcliance, the blancheci 
cheek of her mistress, as she perused the letter. 

“ Alas ! my good Amy, you are a flattering, but most false, 
prophet. The English counsels have prevailed ; they are 
even now withdrawing the troops towards the borders, and 
have sent to recall the horse which had advanced as far as 
Ecclefechan. I never knew my lord write so des])ondingly. 
How strange it is, Amy, that when ho is there to tell them 
what had best be done, to point out to them the advantages of 
occupying all the -tvest of Scotland, of gaining easy possession 
of Dumfries, of Glasgow', an<l of Stirling, they slmuld jtersist 
in their infatuation. f)h ! if the king were but in Scoiland, 
he would surely know who were his true friends ! Tlten rny 
lord’s counsels would be attended to, as it is fitting they 
should be.” 

Indeed, my lady ! And are they not coining to Dumfries 
after all Why, AV’alter Elliot said it was the talk of all the 
army ; and that the llighlaiulers said they would fight the 
enemy to the last in their own country, but that they never 
would be marched across the borders, to be kidnapped and 
made slaves of, as their forefathers had been in ('roinwell’s 
time ! And can it be, my ladj', that they wnll really tnrn 
back, when my lord says it is more advisable that they should 
advance ? ” 

“Alas ! it is only too true! My dear lord also says that 
all will lx? leaders, and that none will be led. But he adds at 
the same time, that, whether they follow his counsels or not, 
he^will never desert the true cause from any personal pique. 
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Oh ! my own true noble lord ! ” she exclaimed, looking up 
with tearful yet beaming eyes; “there spoke your own high 
soul ! The king in all his army has not another spirit, dis¬ 
interested, uncompromising as yours!” Then resuming her 
letter, she continued, “ My lor<l says that, notwithstanding 
all the Earl of Mar’s confident hopes and assertions, he cannot 
find that the Duke of Ormond has landed yet. ’Tis strange ? 
it seems as if all aid from foreign shores were si)ell-bound. 
He loves his cousin of Ormond ! methinks if he were with 
tliem, my lord would have more heart atid hope in wliat he 
undertakes ! ” Then, as she proceeded in the jterusal of tlie 
letter: “Nay, did I say that tliere was not another noble 
.s})irit in all the king’s army ? Shame on my lips for uttering 
such treason ! for here my lord w'ritcs that he and the Karl of 
Derw’cntwater think and feel alike on all things; and that 
were it not for his friendship, his support, he should indeed 
fiml himself alone. May Heaven blc-ss the good Earl of Der- 
wentwater, if it is only that my lord finds comfort in him ! 
and moreover, I know full well that he is as brave and as kind 
a gentleman as ever trod this earth.” 

“ And what is to become of us, madam, if my lord and ail 
the army are gone into England?” 

“ We must e’en wait, as we have done, my good Amy ; 
and abide the result, as we have done. ” 

“ AjuI must 1 still see you pine, and pine, and grow' thinner 
and thinner ? Alas ! alas ! these are weary times ! I almost 
think it wo\dd be best to let King George alone upon his throne, 
and see if we caitnot be as happy under him as we were under 
(Jueen Anne.” 

“ .Amy ! you would not be a turncoat, would you? You. 
Rachael Evans’s daughter!” answered Lady Nithsdale, in a 
tone of half-playful, half-serious reproof. 

“ Indeed, my lady, I w'ould fain be loyal, for you, and my 
master are so, ai\d my poor mother was loyal also to the last ; 
but I can never love any king, whether a Stuart or no, as 
I love my owri dear lady, wlio has been to me as mother, 
sister, friend, and mistress! and the warm-hearted Amy 
kissed the countess’s hand with devoted affection. 

“ Y ou are a good girl, dear Amy ; and I do not know how 
1 should bear my present anxiety, and the sorrows that may 
await me, did I not feel assured I should ever have one true 

F 



66 


WINIFRED, 

friend to lean upon in every exigency. Let what will come to 
us, Amy, I think I may count on your affection as long as 
1 live.” 

While there is breath in this body, w'hile the pulses 
beat in this heart, my lady, Amy Evans shall be true to you 
and yours, through woe and through weal, for life and for 
death I” 

Lady Nithsdale wept soft tears of gratitude ; they rolle<l 
down her cheeks, they dropped on Amy’s hands as she pressed 
them in her own, and the true-hearted girl wished not for 
farther assurances of her lady’s affection. 


CHAPTER XI. 


There's some say that wo wan. 

Some' say that f)iey wan. 

Some say tliat noiu' wiin 
At a', man ! 

But one thing I’m sure, 

That at Sherriff Muir, 

A battle there was 

Whii'h I saw, man. 

Anil wo ran, aini tliey ran, 

.And they ran, and w'o ran. 

And wc ran, ami they run. 

Aw a’ man. 

liattlc of Sherriif ytuir 


The Duke of Argyle had not yet been reinforced by the Irisli 
or the Dutch troops. This would imleed have been the ino- 
incnt for the insurgents to have made themselves masters of 
all the west of Scotland ; but, as Lord Nithsdale informed his 
w’ife, the English counsels prevailed. 

Letters were confidently asserted to have been received from 
Lancashire, declaring that twenty thousand men would imme¬ 
diately join th army upon its appearance in the county ; and 
the various advantages attending a speedy inarch into England 
were urgeil with such vehemence, that the troops most in 
advance were suddenly recalled, and appointed to meet the 
main body at Langtowa in Cumlierland. 

But the Highlanders, under the influence of the young 
Earl of Wintoun, who was intimately convinced of the diffi¬ 
culties into'which they were heedlessly plunging themselves. 
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and the favourable occasion which they were now throwing 
away, halted a second time. Many then deserted, and chose 
rather to surrender themselves prisoners, than to go forward to 
what they looked upon as certain destruction. 

The Earl of Wintoun himself, finding that all his efforts 
to alter the destination of the army were fruitless, returned to 
the main body, but from that time he was never called to 
assist in a council of war ; indeed, a reckless levity was hence- 
forw'ard visible in his whole demeanour, and he seized u{>on 
every opportunity of idle amusement which chance threw in 
his way, in a manner scarce befitting one engaged in an 
important and perilous enterprise. 

Not so J.iord Nithsdale; for having little hope that the 
most prudent course could have brought the undertaking to a 
successful termination, he felt less keen disappointment at the 
rejection of any of his counsels. In sad, but conscientiou.s 
devotetlness. without anger, or personal mortification, he pa¬ 
tiently strove to smooth ruffled feelings, to accommodate jarring 
interests. It was principally through his influence that the 
ardent and intemperate young Earl of Wintoun had been in¬ 
duced to rejoin his companions in arms ; and it was he who 
jirevailed on some of the Highland troops to accompany them, 
upon the condition of receiving si.vipence per day from the 
time they crossed the border. 

The task of tracing the progress of the insurgents through 
Carlisle, Penrith, Apjdeby, Lancaster, &c. is relinquished to 
those who are more capalile of describing the military move- 
menls and the political intrigues of such stirring times. It is 
enough for us that the next advices which the Countess of 
Nithsdale received from her husband were somewhat less 
gloomy in their tenour. Although the expected risings in 
England had not provetl so numerous, or so general as the 
Scottish leaders had been taugbt to expect, still they had ii;et 
with no serious opposition. They had proclaimed King James 
at Lancaster ; they had levied the public revenue in his nanu*. 
and they were rapidly advancing towards Preston. 

Mar, meanwhile, had established his head quarters at Perth, 
and he made some attempts to fortify that city, as a place of 
defence in which the Cdievalicr might be received upon his 
expected landing. 

'I'he decisive morning of the l.Sth of November approached, 
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the day on which the battle of Sherriff Muir was fou<i;ht in 
Scotland, and that on which the Jacobites surrendered at Preston 
in Lancashire. 

In the battle of Sherriff’ Muir the Earl of Mar displayed that 
enerpjy, and that decision, which are requisite (jualifications for 
the head of an insurrection. IJis eloquent and aiiirnated ad- 
<lress to the chieftains in the council awakened a correspomling 
ardour in the bosoms of all, excej)t, y)erhaps, of Huntley and 
Sinclair ; and when he wound up his appeal by briefly stating 
the question in the words, “ Fight, or not?” the whole as¬ 
sembly answered at once wdth an universal shout of “ Fight” 

This resolution, reaciiing the lines as they were drawn up in 
order of battle, was welcomed by loud and continued huzza', 
and a general tossing uj) of hats and bonnets. 

Such <len»onstrations of eagerness for the oiiset jnoinised tvell 
for the result, and for a time the insurgents bore down all be¬ 
fore them. But, though the left wing of the Duke of Argylo’s 
army was routed, his right wing, in its turn, put to flight the 
left wing of the liarl of iMar’s ; and to the English remained 
the solid fruits of victory, inasmuch as they retained the position 
by which tlicy defended the Lowlands. Both generals, how¬ 
ever*, claimed the advantage; and to a party which had strug¬ 
gled w'ith so many adverse circumstances, tlie fact of having 
withstood the royal forces in a pitched battle, gave some con¬ 
fidence for the future. 

To Lady Nithsdale’s hopeful heart the battle of Sherriff’Muir 
apjreared a glorious victory, wliich was to change the aspect of 
affairs. M'^^ith the buoyancy o<‘ youth and loyalty, site exultt<l 
in the idea that her husliand anti the Scottish army were march¬ 
ing triumpdiaiitly through Englaiid, while the English army 
w’as sustaining a defeat in Scotland. She dvvelt with pride and 
delight on the individual acts of jirowess whicli came to her 
knowledge ; and Amy hastened to her lady with every fresh 
})iece of intelligence she could collect from chance-comers to the 
castle gates, thus endeavouring to beguile tlie tetlious hours of 
sickening expectation, and hope deferred, in which her mistress 
wore away her days. 

•• Did you hear, iny lady, how the McLeans with one accord 
joined their old chief the moment he set foot among them ? 
for all the isle of Mull belongs now to tlie Duke of Argyle 
himself.” 
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Indeed, Amy! And so the tie of clanship was stronerer 
than interest, or than duty to their new landlord. And, more- 
CfVer, Sir John M'Lcan lias been living for many years in 
France, and on an allowance too granted him by Queen 
Anne.” 

“ However that may be, he soon raised a regiment of eight 
humlred men, and when they were prepared for battle, all the 
speech ho made them was, “ Gentlemen, yonder stands Mac 
Cullummore for King (Jeorge, and here stands M‘Lean for 
King James. God bless M‘Lean and King James ! — Charge, 
gentlemen !” and on they rushed like wdld creatures. It was 
in that very charge the gallant young Clanronald was killed by 
the heavy fire of the regulars. But (ilengarry would not give 
them time to be disheartened, but crieil out, ‘ lievenge ! re¬ 
venge ! — to-day for revenge, and to-morrow for mourning ! ’ ” 

“ ’i'es, yes ! there is some of the true spirit left!” exclaimed 
Lady Nithsdale, cxultingly : then, with a changed voice, she 
added, “ But, alas 1 for young (danronald: he was a brave 
youth, and, I have heard niy lord say, a complete soldier; he 
had In?en trained in the French guards. \V*hen he received 
the liiarl of Mar’s summons, he replied, ‘ That his family had 
ever been tlie first on the field and the last to leave it!' and he 
has proved but too well that he was a worthy scion of that 
noble house ! ” 

“ Yes, iny lady; and they say that as he fell out of the 
ranks, after be liad got his death wound, the Karl of Mar met 
him, and asked him why he was not in front. ‘1 have’had 
niy share,’ sai<l the poor young man, and dropped dead at the 
earl’s feet. Oh, my lady ! a battle is a shocking thing! and 
though one is so glad to hear of a victory, and one thinks no¬ 
thing of hundreds of the enemy being killed, yet when one 
pictures to one’s self one fair and gallant youth lying pale an<l 
stiff’, and cold and bloody, on the bare ground, oh ! one’s heart 
sickens within one, and one wonders how one could ever wish 
the king should come back among us to cause bloodshed and 
slaughter 1 ” 

Lady Nithsdale answered not. The words pale, and stiff, 
and cold, and bloody, on the bare ground,” bad conjured up an 
image to her mind which seemed to curdle the very life-blood 
in her veins. She clasped her hands closely, and pressing 
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them tightly on her knee, she sat with fixed eyes and lips 
compressed, striving to exclude from her mind thoughts which 
would rush into it. 

Oh, say no more, dear Amy ; I cannot, must not think. 
Each day, each hour, may bring us news of a battle in England- 
How do we know what may be the result? Alas! if it were 
not for the blood which runs in my veins, — if 1 were not 
a Herbert, — if I were not married to a Maxwell, I too might 

w'ish that- But no, I will not utter what would be, in me, 

a dereliction of duty, — treason to the cause my lord upholds. 
1 will remember that my lord has done that whicli he deemed 
it his duty to do; and for the event, we must leave it to 
Providence. We must submit, and only pray for strength to 
|>erform the part that may be allotted us, whatever that part 
may be. It is but two days since I received such a letter 
from my dear sister the abbess as should teach me to trust and 
to submit. Oh ! if I could but look as she does, on all earthly 
and temporal concerns ! but, alas ! how can one w^ean one’s 
self so entirely from this world, when it contains one’s soul’s 
treasures ? Lucy has no husband! Lucy has no children ! 
Alas! these ties hold me down so tight to earth, that not all 
her holy counsel, not all Father AIlx.*rt’s ghostly advice, are 
enough to detach my heart from it: I cannot fix my thoughts, 
as they bid me, on Heaven, and Heaven alone.” 

“ Nay, iny lady, nor is it fitting you shouhl. It is for 
priests and nuns to be so much better than other people : it 
would never do for those who have to w'restle with the world as' 
it is, not to have their thoughts somewhat in it.” 

“ Yes; but Amy, the more our affections are set upon 
things which are not of this world, the more thoroughly we 
shall be enabled to do our duty here.” 

“ I am sure my lady, there is no need for anylmdy to 
do their duty better than you do ; and whichever way your 
heart is set, it must be the right wayreplied Amy, whose 
devoted attachment was such that she did not like to hear it 
implied, even from her lady’s own lips, that she was capable of 
improvement. 

“ I must not value myself according to your estimate, Amy,” 
replied Lady Nithsdale, smiling, “ or I shall be sadly lacking 
in that first of Christian virtues — humility.” 

It was not many days after the battle, or, as the Jacobites 
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termed it, the victory, of SherrifT IVIuir, that vague rumours 
reached Terreagles of disaster and defeat at Preston. 

Lady Nithsdale was struck with the pale countenance of 
Amy when she had summoned her, ostensibly to assist in ar¬ 
ranging some household matters, but more, in fact, that she 
might hear a friendly voice, and look on an affectionate coun¬ 
tenance. She was still more struck with the haste in which 
Amy wished to dejjart, instead of gladly lingering, pleased 
and honoured at being admitted to share the counsels and the 
feelings of her mistress. 

Think you not, Amy, that these damask hangings will 
make my lord's apartment look exceedingly handsome? and 
to my mind the old pictures w-hich adorn his study 'w'ill show 
well u{)on the deep crimson. lie will be ])leascd, when 
II eaven vouchsafes him a safe return, to find we have been 
mindful of bis comfort. I would gladly turn these hangings 
to so good account. APhat think you, Amy?” and Lady 
Nithsdale gazed inquiringly in her face. 

“ Yes, madam, in sooth they are as good as new,” replied 
Amy with a hurried voice ; and her eye avoided that of her 
lady: her fingers trembled as she smoothed the fringe, and 
she kept her head bent low, as though examining the texture 
of the damask. 

“ Amy, you have heard ill news that you fear to commu¬ 
nicate,” said Lady Nithsdale#laying her hand firmly on Amy's 
trembling arm, and looking at her fixedly. “ Speak ! I charge 
you, speak ! I can bear anything but suspense. Let me know 
the %vorst! ” anti she grasped her almost convulsively. 

“ Oh, rny lady, do not look thus at me: truly you fright 
me. In very truth I know nothing, nothing for certain.” 

“ Amy, Amy, this is not like yourself ; you are trifling 
with me !” 

“ We must not heed every silly report that comes from so 
far off’, my latly.” 

Then it is of the army in England !” and Lady Niths¬ 
dale dropped into a seat. “ Speak ! speak ! tell me all ! ” 

“ Indeeel 1 have but .little to tell. They said there had 
been an engagement: but we have often heanl that before, my 
lady ; anei people make so much of a little thing; and the 
news comes through Dumfries, anel the people there tell every¬ 
thing their own way.” 
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“ And they say, then, that we have been defeated ! ” con¬ 
tinued Jjady Nithsdale, striving to appear perfectly tranquil. 
“ Tell me, Amy ; you see I am quite calm.” 

“ Why, yes ; I suppose it is as your ladyship says, for they 
seem marvellously well pleased.” 

“ Ami are King James’s forces retreating ?” 

“ Not that I know of, my lady.” 

What, do they still hold Preston, then ? ” 

“ AV'^hy no, my lady. I Ixdicve what they call the Royal¬ 
ists have possession of it now'.” 

“ Then w'here is our army ? ” 

“ Alas ! dearest madam, I cannot justly say. Indeed, in¬ 
deed, my lady, those who told me do not seem to know them¬ 
selves, and I dare swear it is not half true.” 

Amy, you have heard more ; I am sure you have ! Is 
my lord-? Have they told you anything ? I cannot, can¬ 

not ask. Oh, Amy! answer me, and answer the truth, or I 
think I shall die! ” 

“ Nothing, my lady ! ’I'hey never mentioned it)y lord's 
name one w'ay nor another ; indeed, indeed they did not.” 

Thank Heaven so far!” and Lady Nithsdale closed 
her eyes for a moment, as if to regain composure and reso¬ 
lution. 

“ And you know, my lady, ill news travels fast enough, and 
everybody hereabouts w'ould be ci#ious enough about my lord: 
so pray set your mind at rest.” 

Lady Nithsdale looked at Amy wdth a sad withering smile. 
“ At rest, Amy! at rest!” and pressing her hand upon her 
bosom, “ it is long since this heart has been at rest, and I 
am much mistaken if it will be so for many a long «lay yet. If 
there is any truth in what the people of this country call 
.second-sight, I have much to sitffer yet ; but I will not de¬ 
spair, 1 place my reliance above ; I will coiitide in Him who- 
will not abandon the humble, even when all human succours 
fail.” 



COUNTESS OF NITHSI>ALE. 


73 


CHAPTER XII. 

When die day is ganc, an’ night is come. 

An’ a’ folk bound lo sleep, 

I think on him that’s far awa, 

'i'he leo-haiig night, an’ weep, my dear. 

The lee-luug night, an' weep. 

Jacobite Song. 

It is singular how the first vague rumour of a great event 
travels faster than can almost ])e accounted for by human 
means, and how much time sometimes elapses before the real 
and authentic account is received ! Two nights and a day of 
dread and uncertainty did Lady Nithsdale endure before any 
farther details reached Terreagles. 

I'he homist Amy’s face soon betrayed that fresh intelligence 
J’.ad arrivetl, and that intelligence unfavourable. Almost be¬ 
fore her lady could question her she said, 

jVIy lord is well, madam ! my lord is safe I” 

Oh, dearest Amy, thanks!” and her eyes flashed wdth 
joy. Rut why this sad ctmntenaiice then ? Look cheerful, 
girl, for your face belies your words. You are not deceiving 
me 

No, no indeed, madam. lie is unhurt; not a wound, 
nor a scratch, as I believe.” 

“ Then why can you not smile ? Oh, Amy I at this mo¬ 
ment I feel how weak a sentiment is loyalty to one’s king, 
when ])ut in the balance with love for one’s husband ! Still 
no smile! Why, we have changed characters, Amy, and you 
are going to school me into my due allegiance.” ^ 

“ Oi), my sweet lady ! I joy to see a smile upon your lips; 
and I dare not finish my tale, for I shall banish it more 
quickly than I have called it uj).” 

“ Y’ou said he was unhurt ; not a scratch, you said ? ” 

1 did, my lady! hut oh! can you not guess what other 
misfortune may have befallen him, and ail of us —oh, my 
lady !” 

I am dull of cornjirehension ; but I cannot picture any 
great evil now my lord is safe ! ” 

He is safe, now, madam, unhurt, unwounded ; but-” 

But what, Amy ? S})eak ; you distract me!” 

But, madam — dear matlam —> he and all the other lords 
— are — prisoners, madam, —prisoners to King George!” 
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“ Prisoners ! ” and she seemed to awake as from a trance. 
“Prisoners to King Cieorge! then rebels! traitors! Fool 
that I have lieen ! and iny thought never glanced towards 
this! Oh! to whom can I apply for advice or for assistance? 
Alas, alas ! what can a poor weak helpless woman do ? If I 
had wings to fly to my lord, then he would tell me how I 
might assist him ; — then at least I should be near to soothe 
and to support him ! But here, alone, and helpless,” she 
added, wringing her hands, “ what can I hope ? what can I 
effect ? — But you know more, Amy ; you can tell me more ? " 
No more, madam, than that the Scots were the last to 
come to terms and to surrender.” 

“ And they surrendered ! yielded themselves up to tlie 
Whigs! Oh, my dear, dear lord, what must thy noble spirit 
have endured ere it was bowed to this ! How must thy counsels 
have been scorned, thy hopes blasted, thy heart crushed ! I 
know thy lofty nature -well, and truly my woman’s soul 
almost refuses itself to picture what thine must have under¬ 
gone ! ” 

Amy stood for some moments bewildered, and unable to 
offer consolations wdiich she felt must be unavailing. Then, 
resuming her self-possession, she urged : “ Tliink, madam, 
how much worse it might have been ! you forget that my lord 
is safe in person.” 

“ But, Amy, what he must have suffered in mind ! And 
what are bodily sufferings to the tortures such a mind is capa¬ 
ble of enduring ! ” 

There i%one thing, my lady, for which we cannot be too 
grateful. He is now safe from the dangers of battle : think 
how you felt when we were talking of young Clanronald, so 
fresh, so blooming on the bloody sod ! ” 

“ True, true !” and she looked up for a moment. “ But—” 
and she lowered her voice—‘ there arc other and more inevitable 
perils than those which are met with in battle. If, indeed, 
the usurper keep the throne, — if the new dynasty prevail — 
then loyalty is treason, and treason, treason, Amy ! — Even 
King James spared not his own nephew ; can w’e expect more 
mercy in the soul of a stranger than in one of our own royal 
blood ? — Oh Heaven, be pitiful!” 

“ Nay, madam, but the Duke of Monmouth w'as the 
usurper himself. This case is quite different! And then 
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there are so many of them. Mr. Forster, and the Earl of 
Derwentwater and his l>rother, and the Lords 'VFintoun, Carn- 
warth, Kenmure, Nairne, and many, many more of noble and 
gentle blood. King George, if indeed he is to be onr king, 

must show mercy. lie could not have the heart-” Amj 

dared not finish the sentence: she could not have uttered, her 
lady could not have listened to, the termination their imagina¬ 
tions but too well supplied. 

Lady Nithsdale bowed her head in silence, and Amy feared 
to break in u})on the sad solemnity of her thoughts. After a 
pause, the countess slowly rose: “ I will to my closet, Amy, 
and there tell my iK^ads, till I have regained composure enough 
to think. Jiut fail not to let me know should farther intelli¬ 
gence reach the castle.” 

Amy opened the door for lier la<ly, and as she passed, she 
kissed her hand in token of obedience to her injunctions. 
Lady Nithsdale pressed her’s, and slowly, steadily withdrew. 
Amy watched the closing door ; and then giving a full vent 
to her own represse<l feelings, she wept and sobbed in freedom. 

Every hour now brought fresli re})orts, each more distressing 
than the last. One told how fourteen hundred men were 
inclosed in one of the churches, where they suffered both hard¬ 
ships and indignities from the soldiery ; how they w^ere strip¬ 
ped, not only of every article of value which they might have 
about them, but almost of necessary clothing. 

Tht'se were principally Scotch, who, having been the last to 
surrender, were treated with the greatest rigour; and Lady 
Nithsdale shrunk with almost equal horror from the idea of 
her noble husband being ex]iosed to the insults of the low-born 
and the mean, as from the more tremendous vengeance of tlie 
law. 

Another re])ort reached Scotland, that the rebels were to be 
tried by martial law, and shot upon the spot. But the alarm 
which such a notion was calculated to excite, tvas in some 
measure allayed, by learning that this summary punishment 
was only to be inflicted upon those who had actually held 
commissions under the government, against which they had 
borne arms. Lady Nithsdale was farther re-assured, when the 
name of Lord tJharles Murray was the first mentioned as likely 
to suffer, for she knew well that her husband’s could never 
have been omitted had he been in danger of such a fate. 
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But still she heard not from himself, and these varying and 
often contradictory rumours almost wore away her soul in 
feverish anxiety. 

The town of Dumfries was in the hands of the Royalists, 
and it was a matter of difficulty for the prisoners to transmit 
any communication to their friends, which was not subject to 
the revision of those who were in power. There was time for 
each hope, in which she had formerly indulged, to be succes¬ 
sively crushed. That which she had fondly imagined to be a 
victory at Sherriff Muir proved in its consequences to be no 
better than a defeat. Dutch reinforcements joined the royal 
army; while scarcely a day elapsed in which some of the 
Lowland chieftains did not desert the standard of the Karl 
of Mar. 

Still no succours arrived from France. It became known 
that the regent Duke of Orleans had proscril)ed the Chevalier, 
and still the Chevalier’s arrival was delayed. 

Lady Nithsdale roamed about the vast and deserted halls ; 
the un-read book dropped from her hands; the once loved 
spinet remained unopened ; the needle, wliich slie used to ply 
so rapidly and so dexterously, was still resorted to for occupa¬ 
tion ; but the flowers no longer grew under her fairy fingers, 
and the falling tears would often tarnish the colours of the silks 
before the leaf had yet assumed its form. She started at every 
noise : the changing cheek, the fluttering heart, the trembling 
finger, the faltering voice, all spoke the heart ill at ease. The 
long, long days wore wearily away ; it seemed to her that 
each dismal winter evening closed in more slowly than tlie 
last. 

Her children were far away; she could not visit their 
couches, listen to their tranquil breathing, and beguile the 
hours in w'atching their unconscious slumbers. Her existence 
would have been less irksome had there been any duty for her 
to perform, any exertion to be made; but in this forced inac¬ 
tivity of body, while the mind was distracted with doubts and 
fears, she endured, not so much the pangs of hope deferred, as 
those of protracted disappointment. 

Watching the blazing logs on the hearth, and listening to 
the incessant whistling of the December blast, only varied by 
the rattling of a dry and withered stray leaf against the case¬ 
ment, she had sat through the early and lengthened twilight 
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of a Scottish winter’s evening. Glad of the excuse of fading 
light to indulge in the idleness of vague, dreamy, but most sad 
meditation, she had allowed the night to steal upon her un¬ 
awares, till all without was darkness that might be felt, anti 
the stone inuliions of the oriel windows alone shone wdiite in 
the fitful blaze of the wood fire. 

She was startled from her reverie by the sound of men’s 
voices, and the tre'ad of a strange and heavy foot. The attend¬ 
ants entering, explained that a peasant was without, who 
insisted upon seeing the countess. 

“ It is tl)e countess herself that my business is with,” said 
the stout and rosy boor, who forced his way j)ast the serving- 
men ; “ 1 was to come to the speech of the lady herself; and 
if you can certify to me that yonder she is, why I am ready 
enough to give up my packet ; but I shan’t let it go to any 
of you. How do I know what sort of jackanapeses you 
may be?” and the peasant grinned good-humouredly, with a 
twinkling eye, which led to the conclusion that he had not 
journeyed so rapidly, but that he had taken time to refresh 
iiimself by the way. lie held a packet in his hand: “ If it 
is true that you are that relx-1 lord’s lawful w'if'e, wliy, here’s 
the letter I was to deliver safe into her own fair hands — that 
was, when she gave me tlu; reward I have earned by a jountey 
of some hundred and fifty miles.” 

‘'Oh, give it me! in mercy give it me!” exclaimed Lady 
Nithsdale ; and starting from her seat, she W'ould have snatched 
it at once. 

“ Softly, fair lady,” cried the ])easant, withholding it ; 

“ where is the reward the gentleman ])romised me?” 

‘‘ Oh ! you shall have anything you will, only give it — for 
pity, give it me! Amy!” she cried to Amy Evans, who, 
never far from Iter lady’s side, had by this time made her 
appearance; ‘‘'fetch my casket: nay, here, take the key, anil 
bring liither my })ursc ; it is in tlie embossed casket, and give 
the fellow w'hat he will. And now, my fiicnd, the letter — 
the letter.” 

“ I think the lady’s one that loves him ; but nobody has yet 
assured me that she is his lordship’s wife,” continued the un- 
tiaunted boor, with a knowing glance rtfund the room : “ all 
wives are not in such a taking about their husbands,” he 
added, wishing, with a sort of low craft, which he deemed 
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prudence, to delay delivering the letter till he had made sure 
of the money. 

“ Oh, trifle not with me! Give it me, as you hope to meet 
with mercy yourself! *’ 

“ Well, here it is, then ; the poor soul shall have the letter 
any how.” She snatched it quickly from his hand, and 
throwing herself upon her knees before the fire, she hastened 
to devour its contents. Her eyes, blinded by tears, could not 
decipher the lines as fast as her wishes prompted. 

Bring lights!” she exclaimed ; why are there no 
lights ? ” 

The Serviants hastened to fetch the tapers; and the peasant 
remained near the door, watching the lady with an expression 
half compassionate, half comic. 

“ Sure enough, the ])Oor soul loves that darkbrowed fellow,” 
he muttered ; she tucks back her hair, as if she could tear 
off the curl that falls between the fire light and the paper; aiul 
she thinks no more of me ! But I shall not depart tvithout 
the pay I have been promised, I can tell her.” 

Amy re-entered Avith the purse at the same moment that 
the serving-men returned with lights ; and Amy, showering 
into the hands of the messenger several gold pieces, led the 
way into the hall, that her lady might be left to peruse her 
packet in privacy, 

I'he peasant clinked the money in his hard palm ; then 
looking cunningly at Amy, “ Your lady said I should have 
what 1 would.” 

“ \Yell, and have 1 not rewarded you handsomely 

“ Why, pretty fairly, pretty fairly ; but I should not mind 
another gold piece or so. You must bear in mind that my 
journey has been somewhat perilous, all through the royal 
armies and the loyal iidiahitants, with a letter in my ])oucli 
from a rebel lord to a rebel lady.” 

“ Nay, you are unreasonable, you should not be covetous: 
but here are a cou})le more, for my dt'ar mistress will not 
think anything can be too much for one who brings her news 
from her husband.” 

“ Thanks, fair mistress ! I am one who always keep the 
eleventh commandment, even if I keep no other.” 

“ The eleventh, fellow ! Why, Protestant and Catholic 
agree there are no more than ten ! ” 
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“ Ah, but I know the eleveutJi, and I know it best of all, 
and so do most people ; and if they all kept the ten others as 
strictly as they do that one, why the world would be a belter 
world than it is, that’s all !” 

“ You speak in riddles, friend; explain yourself.” 

‘ Get all you can, and keep all you get.’ Did you never 
hear that before, mistress? if you have not heard it, you have 
^])ractised it, I warrant me. IJut where’s your buttery-hatch ? 
I am spent ivith hunger, and ’specially with thirst.” 

\V’^hile Dickon, the Lancasliire ploughman, was restoring the 
strength, which did not seem to be much impaired, the countess 
was absorbed in the long-wished for epistle. 

'I he letter was sad, almost hopeless ; but it was from him¬ 
self, and she ||aze<l with delight on every line traced by that 
loved hand. 'J'he first impulse was that of joy ; it was not 
till upon consideration and reflection, that she found in it 
matter for deep sorrow^ and despondency. It ran thus. 


C HAPTER XIII. 


N'lvr c:ui any men's malice lie pratified I'nrtlier by my letters, tlian to see my con- 
staiii V to ni v wile, I tie law's, aiul relipion. liees ivili gather honey where spiders 
suck poison. — luhun JJumiihi-. 

“ Dkaiiust 

'■ You will have heard from other hands the ill sttccess of 
our expedition. INJy W inifred, who knows wliat have been 
my fears from the beginning of this undertaking, also knows 
that my mind has been prepared for the result, and will 
therefore bo aware that among all his sorrows her husband 
has not had to endure those of disappointed hope. Let her 
then he assuretl that his heart, thouglr grieved, is unsubdued ; 
and that his sotd is fully made up to meet with constancy 
whatever may occur to himself. 

“ As my dear wife may well believe, I have suffered much. 
1 have seen counsels which appeared to me the most impru¬ 
dent, and which the event has proved to be such, invariably 
prevail. I have seen every oirportunity of success neglected. 
1 have seen, without the power of preventing it, rashness. 
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where prudence should have ruled ; deliberation, where bold¬ 
ness and decision would have been true discretion. 

“ But, as my Winifred knows, it was not with the expect¬ 
ation of ultimate success that 1 devotetl myself to the cause of 
my king. 1 obeyed what I believed to be the call of duty, 
but I may have been mistaken. AV'hen I have seen the blood 
of my countrymen stain their native soil, then indeed I have 
felt doubts, agonizing doubts, as to the correctness of my 
judgment. I have looked on death before ; 1 have served in 
Germany; 1 have been an eye-witness of assassinations in 
Italy ; 1 have seen criminals pay the forfeit of their lives ; 
but, in the solitude of a prison, it is the image of the first 
victim of civil strife that haunts my imagination, — that mo¬ 
ment, when I saw one of our own Scots fell \^th his battle- 
axe a fellow Scot; when I heard one foeman utter a threat, 
the other a cry for mercy, in the selfsame tongue ! I still 
see the dying glance of that blue-eyeil youth, the life-blooil 
staining his fair crisped curls : in the heat of battle the im¬ 
pression was momentary ; but now, in darkness and iu silenci*, 
that image rises u}> between me and sleep ! 

It is only to my beloved wife, who has so long read every 
feeling of this wayward heart, that I dare confess such weak¬ 
ness. To my companions in arms and in misfortune such 
sentiments would appear the sickly phantasies of a distempered 
mind ; even to her, I will dwelLon them no longer. 

My Winifred will have learned with pride for the land of 
her husband, that the Scots were the last to yield at tlie iatai 
affair of Preston : indeed, all our party fought with unequalled 
bravery ; each several street was obstinately defemled. General 
Willis's troops set fire to the houses betwixt themselves and 
the barricades ; but we still fought all night by the light of 
the conflagration, and we had the atlvantage in every several 
attack. Yet what could be done by a small body of men, 
cut off from all assistance, and cooped up in a burning town ! 

‘‘ The English were for submission, while our brave men 
were for rushing on death, or regaining liberty by one des¬ 
perate sally. I'he English aceornplisbed a capitulation ; but 
Forster’s life was near becoming the sacrifice ! JMany of our 
Scots still loudly accuse him of treachery ; and Murray levelled 
a pistol at his bead when he heard what was the mission on 
which Oxburgh had been sent to the English general. Had 
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not a friendly hand struck the weapon upwards, Forster must 
then have fallen ! But I sincerely believe that he has acted 
with loyalty and sincerity throughout. When the cause is 
hopeless, is a commander justified in wasting the blood of 
those under his command ? Each of us, individually, may 
prefer death to submission ; but has a general a right to sport 
with the lives of others ? 

Should my Winifretl have an opportunity of seeing our 
king, — who, though his coming is now too late, must, 1 
imagine, be by this time in Scotland, — it would be but jus¬ 
tice towrards a man, who, though unfortunate and perhaps ill- 
judged, is, I believe, a faithful servant of King James’s, to 
let his majesty know that such is my impression. 

We have not yet been told our ultimate destination ; but 
we conclude wre shall be conveyed to London, there, — let 
not my dear wife be startled, for she must be aware it is the 
inevitable consequence of defeat — there to take our trial. 
Let her rather rejoice that it is in an honourable, though per¬ 
haps a mistaken cause, that her husband will appear before 
the tribunal of his country ; and that among his fellow’- 
prisoners he may count the noble Earl of Dervventwater, the 
good Viscount Kenmure, and many more of unsullied honour. 

‘‘When 1 make use of the w’ord ‘prisoners,’ let her not 
picture to herself handcuffs and irons, a dark and damp dun¬ 
geon : we are poorly lodged, it is true, but we are not deprived 

of necessary comforts. If 1 could see my M’inifred-! 

But that is now impossible. 

“She may rely upon my summoning her wdien there is a hope 
of her being allowed to cheer me w’ith her presence. I should 
think myself unworthy of her true and devoted affection, if 1 did 
not place on it the implicit reliance which it deserves. Adieu, 
my beloved ! I know that, next to Heaven, 1 am ever in your 
thoughts ; neither do you neetl to be assured that you are 
loved W’ith eqtial truth and fervour. Professions are needless 
betw’een those whose souls are united as ours have ever been ! 
And yet there is a satisfaction in tracing with my own hand 
the words which 1 trust will reach my W’iuifred’s eyes, — 
that W’henever, however, death may meet me, my last prayer 
shall be for her, tny last thought on her, and that I firmly 
believe the aff’ection w’hich fills my soul must survive death 
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itself; that I am, and ever have been, her tnie and faithful 
husband, 

** NiTHSDAnE. 

“ P.S. I hope 1 have engaged a countryman of these parts 
to convey this safely to your hands, under the promise of a 
handsome reward upon the safe delivery of the letter.” 

Full many a time did Lady Nithsdale read over the assurance 
of that affection which she never doubted. She laid the pre¬ 
cious document next her heart; and then she summoned once 
more the English peasant, who she thought had probably be¬ 
held her lord with his own eyes. 

He was ushered into her presence; and never did two 
human beings form, in their outward appearance, a more 
striking contrast, than the pale, slender, high-born countess, 
whose anxious countenance bore the traces of deep feeling, 
whose transparent complexion varied with every word she 
uttered, whose shrinking form seemed as if every breath of 
wind might blow it away, while the light which shone from 
her eye spoke a soul capable of withstanding the storms of 
adverse fortune ; and Dickon, who with stout and sturdy 
limbs, and a ruddy countenance, beaming with health and 
good cheer, mixed with a sort of rustic, merry cunning, stood 
unawed before her. 

“You saw’^ my lord your own self, did you not, my good 
friend?” inquired Lady Nithsdale, with a degree of timidity 
and anxiety in her tone. 

“ An’ it please your ladyship,” answered Dickon, with a 
scrape of the foot and a puU of the hair, “ I saw a many of 
the rebels, great and small, one day, w’hen they were changing 
their quarters.” 

“ But it was my lord himself, the Earl of Niths<lale, who 
entrusted you with the packet you brought even now ? ” 

Yes, I take it, it was ; for the packet was directed to the 
Countess of Nithsdale, and the gentleman told me to take it 
to his wife, and to be sure and give it into her own hands, 
without fail, myself; and he said, if I did, I should be sure 
to get a handsome rew'ard ; that nothing would be too good 
for me, and such like, he said. He was a civil-spoken gentle¬ 
man, and very free of his promises.” 

“ You have been rewarded for your pains, I hope. I gave 
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orders to my waiting-woman to see to your wishes in every 
respect.” 

“ Oh ! she is a smart lass, that, and she behaved very civil 
to me, and I’m no ways dissatisfied. Only perhaps a trifle 
from your ladyship’s own fair hand ; she is but a waiting- 
woman after all,” added Dickon, not forgetting the eleventh 
commandment, and making another scrape, which he meant 
should savour of gallantry. 

Lady Nithsdale slipped some additional gold into his hand. 
“ And did rny lord look well ? ” she inquired. 

“ Yes, very well, my lady, as far as I know. Just as well 
as the other lords he was along with; only a trifle paler. 
He did not look, my iady, as if he had visited his own buttery- 
hatch quite so lately as I have.” 

“ Alas! was he very pale ? Tell me, in pity tell me al! 
the truth.” 

“ Nay, madam ! don’t jmt yourself in such a fluster. He 
looked pale, just like all the rest of them.” 

Lady Nithsdale turned away for a moment. She could 
scarcely endure to commune with one who saw in her noble 
husband but a man, like other men : and yet this peasant had 
seen him, he had heard his voice ; from him alone could she 
hope to learn any particulars. Dickon, wdio was not wanting 
in natural shrewdness, perceived that his answers did not give 
entire satisfaction ; and wdien Lady Nithsdale again turning 
towards him inquired whether her lord moved with a firm 
step, or whether his health did not appear to have suffered 
from long confinement, he answered, 

“ Oh, bless your heart, my latly, he walked as strong, and 
looked lusty and hearty ; quite different from the other lords ! 
Oh ! he's a fine gentleman sure enough, and looked more like 
a prince than anything else.” 

“ He has a noble carriage, in good sooth,” rejoined Lady 
Nithsdale ; “ and sorrow has not yet subdued his lofty 

bearing ? ” 

“ Lord save you, my lady ! he was quite of a different sort 
from the rest of them. They seemed like rabble by the side 
of him : anybody might have known him among a thousand ! ” 

“ They might, indeed. And when he spoke did his voice 
sound full and mellow as ever” 

“ Why, he spoke somewhat low, for he did not wish everv- 

G 2 
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body to hear; but methought it was a marvellous good voice, 
quite different from the other rebels/' 

Lady Nithsdale hung ui)on his words with delight, and 
forgot that at first she had thought him incapable of estimating 
her lord’s superiority over his fellows. 

And can you tell me how my lord was lodged, and how 
he is attended ? ” 

“ Why, as I have heard say, very well lodged ; not so 
handsomely as he would be here in such a castle as this, but 
right well lodged as times go ; and they say that the rebels 
they live like fighting-cocks, and there is revelry of all kinds 
going on among them. But that’s among the young lords,” 
added Dickon, wdio saw he had not n^w touched the right 
string ; “ not my Lord Derwentwater and my Lord Nithsdale, 
they are quite of another sort; but some of the young gal¬ 
lants, and young Bottair of Athol—Oh ! he’s a comely 
young fellow that!—and they do say that pretty Kate Mus- 
grave-” 

The countess began to think she had conversed long enough 
with the trusty messenger, especially after his supper at the 
buttery-hatch ;• and repeating her thanks in the manner most 
satisfactory to the worthy Dickon, she dismissed him to seek 
the repose he must need after his journey. 

The Chevalier’s arrival, which Lord Nithsdale in his letter 
had considered almost certain, had not yet taken place : and 
although the Earl of Mar was resolved, by keeping possession 
of Perth, to retain at least one town where his master might 
be sure of an honourable and safe reception, the defection of 
the whole clan of Fraser, the advance of the Earl of Suther¬ 
land, the reinforcements which strengthened the Duke of 
Argyle’s army from the regular troops, whose presence was 
no longer required in England, rendered each day the situation 
of the Jacobite general more desperate. 

Still, having formally invited the Chevalier to put himself 
at the head of the insurrectionary army. Mar felt himself 
under the necessity of keeping his remaining troops together, 
to protect the person of the prince when he should effect his 
landing. In this dilemma, he proposed a military oath in the 
name of King James the Eighth ; but the attempt to bind 
together those who were only waiting for an excuse to dis¬ 
perse proved as unavailing as his previous proposal of an 
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association. All the principal chiefs and leaders complained 
that they had been deluded by promises which had never 
been fulfilled. They insisted — and there was much reason 
in their arguments — that they had no more grounds for now 
believing the king was on the point of arriving, than that the 
long promised arms, ammunition, and treasure, should be sent 
from France ; and from this period a party was established 
in the very army of the Bari of Mar which declared for open¬ 
ing a negotiation with the Duke of Argyle. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

SiruM* I henpf', 

) h;ivf; bchi-ld inijilbrtuiK.’ face to face ; 

Ilav<- mark’d the ills oT dcsolatiiifj war 
In all thtr sail details kinjrs novor «<■<*. 

't'lip sun that rises on tin* pea'anc’s toil 
111 happy lands not visited hy war. 

And (iilils their waving harvests with Ids bpams, 

With harriMi sidomiour glares on desert fields 
Depopulated hy the sworil. — I’lie gale 
Sivee|is sullen o'er them, loaded with thi' cries 
Of frantic widows ;md of orphan hahes. 

That else had home upon its gladsome wing 
The careless earol ot the hushaiidman. 

Tilling ill peace and liberty his ticld. 

Oonzah'o of Cordova. 

Rkpohts of the indignities to -which the noble prisoners had 
been exposetl on their journey to London failed not to reach 
Scotlantl ; indignities which, galling enough in themselves, 
were not likely to be softened in the recounting,. 

Upon their arrival at Barnet, they were all, without dis¬ 
tinction of persons, pinioned with cords. By some of the 
younger and more hot-headed of the noble rebels this humi¬ 
liating ceremony was not submitted to without remonstrance 
and resistance. Lord Nithsdale simply remarked to the Earl 
of Wintoun, “ Degrade not yourself, my friend, by bandying 
words with those who are ajipointed to execute the behests of 
tlieir superiors: the disgrace is on them who exult in this 
unworthy triumph ; not on us, who are thus triumphed over. 
Surely, Seaton, you would rather endure, than inflict, such 
insults.” I’reseutly, however, he added, while lie held his 
hands to have the cords attached, “ I grant you I should be 
sorry my wife should witness this. My gentle Winifred! 
thy shrinking, sensitive pride would never brook seeing thy 
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husband thus manacled. For the first time I rejoice that thou 
art far, far away.” 

At Highgate the prisoners were met by a large detachment 
of horse grenadiers and foot-guards, and here a halter was 
placed around the neck of each horse, which was held by a 
common soldier, walking by its side. 

In this mode did they make their entrance into the metro¬ 
polis, accompanied by a concourse of people shouting at them 
and reviling them ; some loading them with abuse, others 
singing scurrilous songs, and many beating upon warming- 
pans, in allusion to the popular notion concerning the birth of 
the Chevalier. 

With these increased indignities the spirit of Lord Niths- 
dale was excited. As he rode on, his carriage became each 
moment more lofty ; his dark brow assumed a more awful 
gloom ; his eye, from beneath its shade, flashed defiance ou 
the mob ; his nostrils dilated ; the curl of his contemptuous 
lip plainly exj)ressed how utterly he despised the mean taurtts 
of the senseless rabble ! Thus erect, undaunted, he passed 
on through the crowded suburbs ; but before they entered the 
streets, a separation took place between those whose destination 
was different. 

General Forster and Brigadier Mackintosh were taken to 
Newgate, some to the Marshalsea, some to the Fleet ; while 
Lords Nithsdale, Derwentwater, Kenmure, Widdririgton, 
Nairne, &c. were conveyed to the Tow^er. 

The moment of parting from their companions in mis¬ 
fortune, those with whom they had shared hopes and fears, 
with whom they had enjoyed triumph and endured defeat, 
was one of bitterness; a parting, too, which to all might be, 
and to many proved, an eternal one ; one which took place 
under the gaze of an insultiiig poj>ulace, and under circum¬ 
stances which admitted of no word of kindness, no last in¬ 
junction, not even the pressure of the friendly hand ! 

At that moment all former differences of opinion were 
forgotten ; the prudent counsel neglected, the headstrong per¬ 
severance in contrary measures, the impatient rejection of ad¬ 
vice, the contempt of timely warnings, all faded from the 
mind. As the different bands receded from each other’s view, 
they saw but the trusted companion in arms, the fellow-suf¬ 
ferer, endeared by similar misfortunes. 
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The Earl of Nithsdale and the other noblemen proceeded 
towards Westminster Bridge, where, according to custom, 
they were placed in a government barge, and were rowed 
<lown the river to the Tower. The boat shot London Bridge; 
it was admitted through the Traitor’s Gate ; and, as it dartetl 
from the open daylight under the three low and gloomy 
arches, each prisoner cast a lingering look behind him, and as 
he withdrew his eyes, met those of his companions. 

There was no need of words to express the feelings of that 
moment; each read his neighbour’s but too plainly in his own ; 
each was aware the other felt he had taken his last look at 
the free bright world without the prison walls. And, alas! to 
more than one was it indeed but too truly his last glimpse of 
freedom ; more than one was doomed never to pass those bar¬ 
riers, but to take his trial at Westminster Hall, and then to 
mount the scaffold upon Tower Hill. 

Not a word was spoken. The plash of the waves against 
the stone stairs, as the sudden entrance of the barge into the 
narrow landing-place caused the muddy sullen water to over¬ 
flow the bottom steps and as quickly to recede, the hollow 
echo of the oars as they were shifted, were the only sounds 
heard. 

The barred gates were unlocked, and the prisoners, one by 
one, mounted the dank ste})s, and emerged into daylight, op¬ 
posite the Bloody Tower. ''Fhey heard the portals closed and 
barred behind them ; tliey heard the splash of the portcullis 
as it was let down into the water, and each was then delivered 
over to the warder in w’hose apartments lodgings were as¬ 
signed to him. 

As long as he remained exposed to the observations of 
others, the most acute physiognomist could not have per¬ 
ceived any alteration in the countenance of the Earl of Niths¬ 
dale. He had, as it were, set his features to an expression of 
calm contempt and stoical endurance, which he would allow 
no circumstances to alter. With a firm step, a lofty unem¬ 
barrassed air, he followed his guide into the small and nar. 
row apartment which was destined to his use. He showed 
no emotion when the cords were removed from his wrists, 
and he replied with punctilious politeness to the civilities of 
the warder. 

At length the door was closed upon him, he was left in 
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solitude; no eye was upon him, and he was able to relax for 
a moment from the imperturbable composure which he had 
forced himself to maintain. He hid his face in his hands, 
and allowed the thought of his beloved wife, the memory of 
his innocent children, whom he perhaps was never, never more 
to behold, to rush over his soul ! 

With what tenderness did the recollection of home over¬ 
power him ! — the thousand every-day enjoyments, which are 
not prized till they are lost! 

The current of these enervating thoughts was checked by 
the sounds of steps upon the stairs, and he had only time to 
resume the unmoved countenance he had before preserved, 
when the entrance of some menials and attendants again 
forced him to repress the emotions, which, thougii repressed, 
could not be extinguished. 

The bringing in of his few necessary packages, the arrange¬ 
ments for his personal accommodation, the preparations for some 
refreshment, were all inexpressibly irksome to him ; ami he 
impatiently awaited the welcome solitude of night, when he 
might revel in the luxury of thinking of the happy j)ast, the 
wretched present, the fearful future, without a witness. 

It w’as at this moment of general dismay, when, as w’^e have 
already mentioned, each tlay saw the gradual diminution of 
the Earl of Mar’s army ; when the greater proportion of the 
most zealous Jacobites were already in the hands of govern¬ 
ment ; in the midst of increasing disaffection among his re¬ 
maining partisans; that the unfortunate descendant of the 
house of Stuart landed in his native country, at Peterhead, on 
the 22d of December, in the year 1715. 

He arrived almost as a fugitive. He had been obliged to 
traverse Normandy in disguise; his retinue consisted but of 
six gentlemen ; and when the Earl of Mar, the Earl Ma- 
rischal, and some others, to the number of thirty, went from 
Perth to kiss the hand of the prince for whose cause they 
w'ere in arms, they found him at J etteresso, suffering with a 
severe attack of ague. 

Neither in body nor mind was he capable of inspiring his 
adherents with the ardour which could alone turn or even 
arrest the untoward course of events. Mutual discourage¬ 
ment was the feeling consequent upon this melancholy meet¬ 
ing. The unwelcome news which awaited the Chevalier, 
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that, for a month previous to his landing, the resolution had 
lx?en taken to evacuate Perth, did not tend to dispel the de¬ 
spondency natural to him ; while in the speech which he 
made to the privy council, whom he had immediately pro¬ 
ceeded to name, the despairing view which he took of his own 
situation pierced every moment through the words of hope 
which he thought himself bound to utter. He closed his ad¬ 
dress by saying, That for hitn it would be no new thing to 
be unfortunate; his whole life, even from his >cradle, had 
showm a constant scries of misfortunes ; and he was prepared, 
if it so pleased Gotl, to suffer the extent of the threats which 
his enemies threw out against him.” 

M'^ith a spirit thus crushed by repeated disappointments, 
and a constitution impaired by illness, did this ill-fated prince 
proceed to enact the sovereign to a diminished and dispirited 
party of disunitetl followers. 

The intelligence of his arrival was speedily communicated to 
Seaforth, Huntley, and all the other chiefs who had formerly 
flocked to his standard, and w'ho had withdrawn, wearied out 
by his protracted delay ; hut they were summoned in %'ain, 
none of them heeded the notice. 

Preparations were made for Fving James’s coronation at 
Scone ; a day of thanksgiving was appointed for his safe 
arrival ; prayers were off'ered up for liis majesty in all the 
churches; the currency of foreign coins was enjoined ; and 
tlie convention of the Scottish estates was called together. 

The CJountcss of Nithsdale experienced a momentary sensa¬ 
tion of hope and exultation when she heard that the monarch 
to whom all belonging to lier had been so constantly devoted 
had actually set foot in the realm of his ancestors; and her 
generous heart throbbed with indignation when she heard of 
the nobles who neglected to obey his summons. She thought 
how different would have l)een the conduct of her own brave 
lord ; and she resolved to do as, if he had been at liberty, he 
would himself have done, and as he seemed, by what he said 
concerning (leneral Forster, to exjiect her to do. She there¬ 
fore prepare<l herself for journeying to Scone, there to pay 
the homage she conceived to be due to her lawful sovereign. 

She travelled privately, not to attract the notice of the 
royalists ; but as she passed through the country which lies 
bt>tween Stirling and Perth, all was one scene of desolation. 
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By an edict of James’s, the villages of Auchterarder, Black¬ 
ford, and Dunning, and other hamlets, had been destroyed by 
fire; houses, corn, and forage had all been laid waste, lest 
they should afford quarters to his enemies. 

Helpless women and desolate children had been deprived of 
their homes ; the blackened walls of the buildings which had 
been burnt contrasted cheerlessly with the snow v/luch covered 
the ground. 

La<ly Nithsdale’s journey was one of sorrow and dismay. 
She thought upon the days of her youthful enthusiasm, and 
she looked into her heart in vain to find it there. She remem¬ 
bered how in her Flemish convent her girlish heart had beat 
when she imagined her king actually on British land, and 
herself a witness of the joyous restoration ; and her childish 
dream w^as fulfilled, the king was 

Hame, hamc, haine — 

Haiiie to his aiu couiitrce : 

but misfortune, disappointment, time, bad worked their effect ; 
and with her husbaml a prisoner, her children banished, her 
country laid w'aste, she could not work up her feelings to the 
pitch of loyalty wdiich she deemed it her duty to have ex¬ 
perienced. 

At length the fair town of Perth rose to her view, and the 
broad Tay swept gracefully around it. She sa\v the ancient 
palace of Scone, the spot where all the Scottisli kings had 
been crowned, and she tried to feel assured that “ the king 
would enjoy his own again.” 

That night she took up her lodgings in Perth ; and the 
following day she repaired to the royal palace of Scone, there 
to kiss the hand of her monarch. 

She felt an universal trepidation ; not so much from the 
awe which majesty inspires, as from the fear of seeing her 
king in a condition so unbecoming his dignity. A noble mind 
shrinks from seeing nobility degraded; and she felt more 
abashed at the poor attendance around the king, and at the 
want of state in his appointments, than others do at all the 
pomp and ceremony of the most gorgeous and splendid court. 

The Chevalier received the Countess of Nithsdale with 
what he meant to be marked attention ; but his manner was 
subdued, his bearing dejected; partly through his late illness, 
and partly from that consciousness of being marked out for 
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misfortune, which pervaded his every look, his every action. 
There was a melancholy majesty in his thin person, and his 
handsome but pale features, which (although united with a 
certain stiffness and reserve, little calculated to find favour 
in the sight of the adventurous and the desperate who alone 
adhered to his cause,) interested Lady Nithsdale, while it 
saddened her. 

The Earl of Mar presented her to the Chevalier, whom, 
upon her entrance, she found engaged in conversation with the 
Earl Marischal in one of the windows that overlooked the flat 
country between the palace and the Tay. She dropped upon 
both her knees, overcome with emotion at finding herself in 
the actual presence of her king, and with grief at the desolate 
appearance of all around him, of all without and all within his 
residence. 

He quickly raised her, and imprinting on her marble fore¬ 
head a royal kiss, he professed his satisfaction at becoming 
personally acquainted with one, whose family had ever been 
faithful servants to his own. 

The measure<l expressions chilled her ; she had never before 
looked upon the sacrifices made either by the Herberts or the 
Maxwells but as the performance of a bounden duty, in which 
they had not failed ; but when these sacrifices seemed to be 
considered in the same light by him for whom they had been 
made, their magnitude and their extent increased in her eyes. 
The Chevalier then inquin.'d -whether she had received news 
lately from the earl her husband. 

Her eyes filled wdth tears ; the inquiry was made in so 
cold, so formal a tone: Hut once, sire, since he has been a 

prisoner ; ” and had she at that moment attempted a longer 
sentence, her voice woultl have failed her altogether. 

“ We hope that the worthy lard’s health continued unim¬ 
paired by confinement ? ” 

She struggled with her feelings, and replied, My lord 
complained not of any personal privation or hardship. His 
thoughts were all, as they have ever been, for his king, his 
country, and his faith ! ” 

“ It is now many years since we once had an interview with 
the Earl of Nithsdale in Flanders ; and if our memory does 
not fail, we were then suffering from this same agueish com¬ 
plaint which discomposes us at present. Methmks our health 



92 


WINIFRtn, 


is always least fitted for exertion and fatigue when circum¬ 
stances call most imperiously for both ! liut so it has ever 
been with us ! ” He sighed, and his eyes instinctively sought 
tlie ground. Then turning again to the countess, “ Is your 
lad)'ship’s seat situated far from hence?” he inquired, for, a 
stranger to Scotland, he knew not the topographical details of 
the country. 

“ Please your majesty, I journeyed from my husband’s castle 
of Terreagles near Dumfries.” 

We hope your journey was prosperous and agreeable, 
although we fear in this w'eather it must have been somew’hat 
tedious. Dumfries is some days’journey hence, I fancy.” 

Latiy Nithsdale thought Ufwn the villages in ashes, the de¬ 
solated fieltis, and could not find w'ords for her reply, but con¬ 
tented herself with bowing assent. When, turning to the 
Earl of Mar, the Chevalier remarked, that if the present severe 
weather continued, the Tay would soon be completely i'rozen 
over. In that case,” he continued, “ the river wdll no 
longer be serviceable as a protection and defence.” 

“ Neither will it be any impediment to the design I have 
been explaining to your majesty,” replie<l the earl in a low 
voice. 

Lady Nithsdale soon after retired from the royal interview, 
discouraged and dissatisfietl. She had never found the desired 
opportunity of speaking her husband’s sentiments concerning 
General Forster; and she now felt intimately convince<l how 
wild and hopeless an enterprise it must ever have been, to re¬ 
place on the throne one who was so little calculated to conquer 
or to win it. 


CHAPTER XV. 


Nay, liof’d them not. fair Marearet; true, tliey are 
I'litutorM, and in ’iifivionr surly, ronuti ; 

But they liavc hearts, nor unacquainted are 
With sturdy charities and strong attr’etions— 

As oft within the prickly husk lies lajit 
'i'he sweetest kernel. 

Vnpublishfd Poems. 


Till'. C^ountess of Nithsdale had intended to return for the 
to ItW covvYCi ascettatn what course 
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would be most pleasing to her husband, when, upon her return 
from Scone, she received a letter from the Duchess of Montrose, 
which decided at once what was the line of conduct it now 
became her duty, as well as her inclination, to pursue. The 
duchess’s epistle was conceived in the following terms: — 

Though the late unfortunate events have separated Chris¬ 
tian Montrose from her dear Cady Nithsdale, her friend and 
cousin must not imagine that she has forgotten the happy days 
she spent at Terreagles, or that the affection she then professed 
has aught abated. Trust me, dearest cousin, I have felt for 
you, as 1 am sure you w'ould have felt for me, had the cause 
you have espoused proved successful, and had rny husband 
been the sufferer in that which he esteems the just one. 

“At my earnest request, my lord tluke has constantly made 
inquiries concerning the prisoners in the Tower, and your good 
lord arrived there in health and sali>ty on the 10th. 1 under¬ 

stand he is not inconveniently lodged, and I do not learn that 
be is iti want of any necessary comforts ; indeed, many of 
your party who have been slack in ojjenly joining the insur¬ 
rection, make peace with their consciences by supplying the 
Jacobite pris<tners with money and luxuries of all kinds. I 
have heard say, that when in the streets it has been difficult 
to ]>rocure silver for a guinea, in the various prisons change 
for large sums might be procured in silver and in gold. ’I’hey 
say also, that among the more wild and thoughtless of the 
prisoners, much mirth and revelry })revail ; and, as I hear, 
they so confidently rely upon the merit of their unconditional 
surrender at Preston, that they trouble themselves but slightly 
concerning their approaching trials. It is reporte<l, that the 
Karl of Derwent water observed to your good lord, that many 
of his followers were fitter inhabitants for Bridewell than a 
state prison. 

“ Le t not my dear cousin be needlessly alarmed, when I tell 
her that the lonls will he impeached on tlie lOth of January, 
and that 1 have reason to believe my Lord Nithsdale would 
not now <leem it unadvisalde that she should repair to London. 
Indeed, 1 am inh'rnied that his most earnest wish is to see 
her ; and I have no doubt that, supposing the result should 
not be so favourabJr as many of the more sanguine are inclined 
to believe, her ])resence may prove of service as well as of 
comlo’tx. to Yver lord. 
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I should advise her to lodge herself privately, as, to my 
poor way of thinking, any appearance of rank or splendour 
may not be agreeable to those in power ; and I think I am 
not mistaken when 1 say that the riotous mode of living of 
many of those in confinement does not serve to forward their 
cause. 

“ I would myself have visited the good JEarl of Niths- 
dale, that I might have informed you how it fared with 
him, had it been fitting that 1 should do so openly ; but 
my lord duke deemed such a measure would not be advisable ; 
and as to visiting him privately, 1 feared that you and others 
might have suspected your noble husband of having learned 
from young Bottair of Athol, that a prisoner may be a very 
dangerous gallant, that — 

‘ stone walls do not a prison make.’ 

“ ‘ Mad-cap Christian,' as you called me once at Terre.agles, 
is not so void of discretion as to run the risk of being taken 
for one of the ‘ divine Altheas ’ who come ‘ to whisper at the 
grate.’ 

“ Indeed, I am sobered since those days ; and these are 
times which may make the most unthinking reflect. Sad or 
merry, thoughtful or giddy, my heart is still with my dear 
cousin, and she may count on my wdlling services should the 
time arrive when they may be useful. She will not fail to let 
me know when she reaches London ; and meanwhile she will 
believe me her faithful and affectionate frienil 

and cousin, 

C' 11 n 1 s T1A N Montrose.” 

This letter had followed Lady Nithsdale from Terreagles, 
which had occasioned some tlelay in its coming to hand. 
It had been brought by Walter Elliot, an old and trusty 
servant, who had been ever in the confidence t)f his master, 
and on whom Lady Nithsdale ha<l relied for advice and pro¬ 
tection since the absence of her husband. 

Her resolution was instantly taken ; with Amy Evans and 
Walter Elliot she determined at all hazards to set forth upon 
her journey : but in the con<lition of the country at that 
period, means of conveyance were not easily procured; and it 
was hichlv exnedient she should escape ail observation ; she 
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therefore gladly availed herself of such steeds as Walter Elliot 
could procure iu the exigency of the moment, and although 
totally unaccustomed to horse exercise, proceeded in this 
manner as far as Newcastle. 

She there jiarted with the horses, and took the stage, think> 
ing she should thus travel more expeditiously ; and trusting 
that, when quite beyond the boundaries of Scotland, she was 
not so likely to be recognised. Such had been the tumult of 
her feelings, she had scarcely had time to be conscious of 
fatigue or cold, or to be aware of the strange and unusual 
companions with whom she was occasionally brought in 
contact. Wiien, however, she found herself enveloped in 
her cloak, her hood brought low over her face, and en¬ 
sconced in a corner of the heavy and lumbering vehicle, she 
found leis\ire to think, to feel, ami to suffer. 

I'he capacious coach contained several other passengers, 
but JLady Nithsdale heeded them not : their discourse turned 
chiefly on the comparative merits of different breeds of cattle 
and sheep, on Scottish Kylocs and C/’heviot mutton, and she 
knew not what words they uttered, till her attention was sud¬ 
denly arrested by one of them remarking, “ The last time 1 
journeyed along this road was some six months back ; J had 
lK*en as far as Hawick to huy some of those famous north- 
country sheep, and, to be sure, all those parts w'ere in a fine 
disturbed state. I w'as obliged to come back without the 
sheej*. Some thought their property w-as safer in sheep than 
in money, for whichsoever side got the up]>er hand, butchers’ 
meat would still be wanted ; others thought they should be 
sure of a good price wdien there were two armies, as it were, 
in the neighbourhooil, and they asked twice their worth for 
the sheep. As for me, 1 wmuhl not give much hard money 
for the creatures, which might be taken from me, and killed, 
and then what should 1 do ? There’s no telling in troublous 
times w^hat’s ju: tly the value of any thing, so 1 had my 
journey for my pains ! and as I came back, those rebel lords 
were going about proelaimijig their mock king, and a pretty 
penalty they are likely to i»ay for their folly. Why could not 
they be quiet, and enjoy themselves at their own gre.at houses, 
where they say the Earl of Derwentwater lived like a prince,, 
and w^as beloved by great and small: and why could not 
they let us enjoy ourselves too ? Fanning weiU. well while 
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good Queen Anne lived ; crops were pretty fair, and prices 
held steady, and I don’t know what folks would have more, 
not I ! ” 

“ Well, it all bids fair to be quiet enough now,” replied a 
rough-looking farmer who sat opposite; “ they’ll settle ol<l 
scores with them all. They have made away with a pretty 
many of them at once at Preston ; and 1 know for certain 
that the king means to have off the heads of every one of 
those he has got up at London now, so they will make no 
more disturbance ! ” 

Amy turned an uneasy glance upon"her lady, whose bosom 
she could perceive heaved rapidly beneath the folds of her 
cloak ; but her face was towards the window, and the black 
hood concealed it from all within the coach- She feared to 
draw attention upon her, and she remained tranquil. 

N^ay, I can’t think the king will have all their heads off 
either,” rejoined the first spokesman. Why, there are as 
many as twenty lords, to say nothing of knights, and gentle¬ 
men, and members of parliament, ami such.” 

“ I have been informed that such are his most gracious 
majesty’s intentions,” answered the yeonmn, with the import¬ 
ance of a ])rivy-councillor. 

“ For God’s sake, what is your authority ? ” exclaimed the 
Countess of Nithsdale, unable any longer to control her 
feelings. 

Young mistress, I do not consider myself called upon to 
give up those who tell me a bit of news.” 

“ AYell, neighlipur, you need not be so touchy about your 
news ; who knows but the young woman may have a friend 
among some of the rebels, ami she need not be the more of a 
rebel herself! Brothers ami sisters, fathers and sons, have 
taken different sitles, but they are not the less relations for 
th'at. Ah ! that’s one of the misfortunes of these civil wars ! 
They’re not like a good war witli the French, or the Dutch, 
or the Spanish ; when you know for certain that every ptirlez- 
tyyufi, and every mynheer, and every Don, is your enemy. 
But when people of one country take to fighting, why, if you 
chance to be in a battle, you tlon’t know who you may be 
killing ; and if you chance to tell a bit of news promiscuously, 
you don’t know whose feelings you may be hurting. Folks 
should not trover free of tlieir speech in these times; and, 1 
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ask your pardon, neighbour, but you should not be so positive 
about what such as you and I can’t know. Don’t you look 
so sad, mistress. How should we, any of us, know what the 
king’s thoughts are ? ” 

“ But we may know those who do know what the king’s 
thoughts are: not that I wish to hurt the gentlewoman's feel¬ 
ings.” And the farmer relapsed into silence, somewhat of¬ 
fended at the doubt with which his annunciation of the sove¬ 
reign’s private sentiments had been received. 

“ Are you from Scotland, madam ? ” resumed the good- 
natured yeoman, whose curiosity was somewhat awakened by 
Lady Nithsdale’s evident emotion. 

“ Yes, sir,” answered Arny quickly. My friend and I 
come from Scotland last, but we are natives of Wales;” which, 
although strictly true, would, she imagined, lead their new ac¬ 
quaintances from suspecting who they really were. 

“ And are ye for London now, my pretty lass? ” 

Yes, sir; our friends live in London now.” 

If this snow goes on falling at such a rate, why, I think 
we shall never get to York ; and as for you, you will never 
get to London. I’ll be bound the stage will be stopped to¬ 
morrow. 1 declare there’s no making out the hedge from the 
ditch, the snow has drifted so in some places. I don’t know 
that I ever remember such a hard winter as this has been. 
My })oor ewes!” he continued, shaking his head, “ I fear I 
shall have bad luck with them ! However, 'tis as the Lord 
pleases ! I dare say ’tis all for the best. If we have quiet 
times, and we have nothing to fight against but the seasons, 
as God sends them to us, we shall do well enough. As long 
as we are in the Lord’s hands, and have only the troubles He 
.sees fit to try us with, and none of those man makes for him¬ 
self, it will all be right! Is not that true, young woman ? ” 

“ Indeed, sir, I am no judge of public matters,” replied 
Lady Nithsdale in a faltering voice, for she felt that it had 
been the Jacobites who had disturbed the public tranquillity ; 
and true and reasonable as was the sentiment expressed by 
the yeoman, she could not echo it without throwing blame on 
those she most loved and honoured, or without belying the 
opinions and the feelings of her whole life. 

Humph! ” replied the yeoman : “ I do not call those 
public matters. I think I have said nothing but what every 
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good Christian should say amen to. I don’t see how any¬ 
body can help saying ’tis better to be in the hands of the Lord 
than of men, not I.” 

“ Nor I, indeed !” exclaimed Lady Nithsdale with fervour. 

O Lord, take us into dry hands, and deal with us accord¬ 
ing to thy mercy ! ” 

“ Well, that’s much what I said, only not in such a way. 
Verily, if I don’t believe she is one of the new Dissenters that 
have sprung up of late ! ” 

Amy Evans, anxious to withdraw observation from her 
lady, asked him some question concerning his flock ; and, 
affecting great interest in such matters, she was enabled, from 
her youthful Welsh education, to converse with sufficient 
knowledge of the subject to lead the honest unsuspicious 
farmer into a detail of his own plans and systems, in which 
he readily forgot what had at first excited his surprise in the 
bearing of the silent and serious young gentlewoman. 

By the time they reached York, his prediction concerning 
the weather was fully verified : the wheels of the heavy 
vehicle could scarcely cut through the deep snow'; and so 
slow w'as their progress, that it had long lieen dark before the 
stage arrived at its destination in one of the most dismal 
streets of the ancient city of York. 

The snow continued to fall during the whole of the night, 
and the next morning the roads were found to be so totally 
impassable, that not only were all stage-coaches and carriages 
of every description arrested in their progress, but the post 
itself w-as stopped. 

Lady Nithstlale’s disappointment amounted almost to de¬ 
spair. Every hour was precious. The letter which announced 
her husband’s wish to see her had already been somewhat de¬ 
layed on the road, and the ducl«ess said that on her exertions 
might depend the mode in which his case might be looked 
upon. She thought, too, on his desolate, his forlorn condition ; 
she judged from her own feelings how intensely he must de¬ 
sire her presence; and she deemed any hardship, any suffer¬ 
ing, preferable to the mental anxiety of being shut up in 
York, unable to hear of him, to communicate with him, to 
exert herself for him. 

The long period of suspense and of forced indetivity which 
she had passed at Terreagles had been almost insupportably 



COUNTESS OP NITHSDAUE. 


99 


irksome ; and now, when her lord had expressed a wish for 
her company, when possibly she might be of real service to 
him, to be imprisoned in a dismal room in an inn at York: — 
it was an infliction not to be endured. 

She again employed Walter Elliot to procure three saddle- 
horses ; and, in spite of his dutiful remonstrances, and all un- 
usetl as she had ever been to brave the inclemencies of the 
weather, or to encounter dny bodily fatigue, she set off* on 
horseback, through roads in which the snow often came up 
to the girths of the saddle. To Amy, who had been a moun¬ 
tain-bred lass —who had often wandered about her native 
hills on the'rough Welsh ponies — the undertaking was not 
one of such difficulty ; though she feared the strength of her 
delicately nurtured lady would never stand such hardships ; 
but the soul which animated that apparently fragile form was 
such as to communicate to the frame some of its own poAver 
and elasticity. As they rode out of the -town, the sun shone 
forth in dazzling splendour upon the brilliant whiteness of the 
scene. The roof of each house was clothed with a thick soft 
covering of newly-fallen snow, which the smoke of the town 
had not yet tarnished, though the power of the sun had al¬ 
ready melted it in some degree, so that each gable w'as orna¬ 
mented Avith a fringe of long pendent icicles. As they quitted 
the toAvn and Avaded through the obstructed road, still the 
same dazzling Avhitcness presented itself to their view : the 
load Avhich bent doAvn the branches of the trees was not yet 
dissolved ; and when the small birds, twittering in the wel¬ 
come sunsliine, lighted on a feathered spray, they shook from 
it a siiower of bright suoav- flakes. 

To a mind at case the scene Avas beautiful and cheerful ; 
and Lady Nithsdale in the midst of her sorroAA’s felt grateful 
for the cheering light and for the clear pure atmosphere. 


C HAPTER XVI. 

Tilt' drowsy iiiglit grows ou iho world, and now 
The busy cruflMiiau and o’erlabour’d hind 
porfrt't the travail of tin- day in sloop : 

Caro only wakos, and niopiiig pensivont ss. — Kowe. 

The sun Avas noAv midway through its course, and their pro¬ 
gress had been but slow. “ Is not my dear lady in need of 
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rest ? ” inquired Amy Svans, as they approached a small vil¬ 
lage, at the entrance of which there was a newly-painted gaudy 
sign of the King’s Head. 

“ No, Amy, no ; I need no rest. The consciousness of 
drawing nearer to my lord is rest enough for me.” 

But, honoured madam,” interposed Walter Elliot, it 
were not ower wise in us to push our steeds too hard. They 
dumb creatures are but flesh and bluid like our ainselves ; and 
should they chance to knock up, what shall we do, I'm think¬ 
ing. 'Tis weary wark for them lifting their hoofs eighteen or 
twenty inches through the snaw every step they take. An’ it 
please your leddyship, we had better gie them a rest at yon 
bra’-looking inn.” 

“ Not. there, good Waiter, not there. Look at that flaring 
sign ! A little farther on there is another place of refresh¬ 
ment ; 'tis but an humble one I grant, but at this moment 
any one will be more welcome to me than this.” And she 
averted her eyes from the “ King George’s Head,” in large 
and golden letters, which adorned the front of the building. 
The place she had selected was indeed but a w’retched ale¬ 
house, and they only stayed there long enough to allow the 
animals necessary food. She was impatient to be gone ; and 
as they seldom could proceed beyond a foot’s pace, they 
were still some miles from their destined resting-place ior the 
night when the short day had closed in ; the sun had already 
set crimson beyond the cold snowy fields, and the clear deep 
blue of the heavens w’as spangled with innumerable stars. 

The cold was piercing ; and her attendants shivered, aiul 
wrapped their cloaks closer around them. At length they 
passed a blacksmith’s forge; and the bright sparks which 
darted upwards through the chinks in the roof, the ruddy light 
which flared through the open door, the clear blaze of the fire 
itself, looked invitingly warm. Amy could not help remark¬ 
ing to Walter Elliot how comfortable and tempting was the 
interior of the forge. 

“ Art thou cold, my poor girl ? ” inquired the countess. 

“ Why, madam, of a surety the wind is very sharp ; 1 
should have thought your ladyship would have felt it more 
keenly than myself, who have not been so softly reargd. I 
have been regretting alk the day that we forgot to bring your 
mantle lined with sable, which her grace of Montrose sent you 
last winter.” 
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Nay, heed me not, good Amy: I thought not of the cold 
— But now you speak of it, the night is frosty." 

“ I have been fain to ask you, honoured madam, where 
your ladyship means to abide when you reach London ? ” 

‘‘In truth, Amy, 1 cannot tell ; I thought but of seeing 
my lord : when once in London, I felt I should be near to 
him ; but it is more than probable they will not allow me to 
share his prison, and I suppose I must seek lodgings. Her 
grace of Montrose bade me live privately, and advised me not 
to affect any state in my accommodations : but I am little 
use<l to the bustle of a crowded city, and scarcely know how 
I must proceed.*’ 

“ If your ladyship will excuse my boldness, I have been 
thinking that 1 know of some one who might stand our friend. 
Does not your ladyship recollect, when you were in Wales, 
just at the entrance of the village, about a mile from Poole 
Castle, a low white house, with a high tiled roof composed of 
many gables and strange angles ? Two gooclly cypress trees 
grew before the windows on each side of the gravel walk which 
led to the jmrch, and the trim garden was fenced from the 
road by a low stone wall, and a laurustinus hedge within. 
Your ladyship must rememl)er they were the finest laurus¬ 
tinus’ in all the country, and they were always the first in 
bloom in that sheltered spot.” 

“ Yes. I think I remember the white house, Amy; the 
sun seemed ever to shine upon it, and make it gleam white 
against the greiMi hill which rose behind.” 

“ Sure enough, madam, that was it. The midday sun 
shone full upon it, just about the hour your ladyship and your 
honoured mother were used to take your customary airing. 
And do you not remember, madam, a tall pale gentleman, w’ho 
wore his hair parted up the middle of his forehead, and hang¬ 
ing long over his ears : it was silver-white, for he was very 
old ? ” 

“ Oh, yes ! I recollect him well, for he used to lean over 
the gate that opened upon the road, and watch our carriage as 
it drove by. He always bowed with a respectful yet a stately 
air to my mother as we passed: and 1 w'ell remember her say¬ 
ing he had been a cavalier in King Charles the First’s time, 
and she regretted that his increasing infirmities did not allow 
him to visit her, for she would have been proud to receive 
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under her roof one who had been a faithful servant to his 
master in times of trouble. If I mistake not, my mother said 
that when quite a youth he had been one of the gallant cava¬ 
liers who rode post, along this very road, to carry to the king 
at York the news of each day’s proceedings in the parliament. 
Would we had their steeds, and their strength ! by this time 
we might have reached London.’’ 

“ Well, madam, this old gentleman had a young daughter, 
who was little older than myself. Her mother had died early ; 
and the old gentleman had no companion but the merry maiden, 
and the merry maiden had none but her reverend but melan¬ 
choly father. She made acquaintance with me one May morn¬ 
ing, when we were gathering cowslips and primroses for our 
garlands. I was to be queen, and she gave me all her posies 
to help adorn my crown ; and when we all came rouiul, a 
troop of laughing girls with our garlands, (lolonel Hilton gave 
me a gold piece. After that we often met; and as the colonel 
found that my mother was looked upon more as a friend than 
as a servant by the honoured duchess, and as I was somewhat 
better taught than other maidens of my degree, he would often 
let us pass an afternoon together, and young Mrs. Melliccnt 
Hilton would teach me some of her songs, and read to rne 
from her beautiful books, and in return I instructed her in 
many curious stitches and rare sorts of embroidery ; and thus 
we whiled away the hours ; and she protnised tliat we always 
should be friends, though she was a lady, and I but the 
daughter of a menial. She married a .Mr. Morgan a few 
months before your ladyship came into AV^ales : they said the 
old cavalier did not over well like the match, for Mr. Morgan’s 
family had turned against King James the Second; but he 
was a well-favoured young man, and Mrs. Mellicent, jioor 
soul, saw no one else, so it was but natural she shoukl incline 
towards him. 

The poor old colonel died soon after ; but Ixifore he died 
he grew quite fond of his son-in-law, and he left all he had 
been able to save of his property to him and to IMrs. Mellicent, 
provided they added his name of Hilton to that of Morgan. 

I have since heard that Mr. Morgan is in favour with the new 
people, and that he has a place about the new court, so I 
think she must have it in her power to serve us ; and if Amy 
Evans’s old playmate, Mrs. Mellicent, has not quite forgotten 
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the pleasures and the pastimes of her youth, I am sure slie 
will have the inclination to do so.” 

“ My good and thoughtful Amy ! and do you know where 
Mrs. Morgan now resides f ” 

“ Yes, dearest madam. ’Twas only in the last letter I re¬ 
ceived from Wales, that I learned many of these particulars 
about my old friend, and that she was just settled in her new 
house in Bloomsbury.” 

“ But if her husband is so staunch a Whig, ’tis more than 
probable she will look coldly on me, who am the wife of one 
whom she thinks a rebel.” 

‘‘ Nay, madam, but she lovetl her good old father dearly, 
though she would have been loth to give up her sweetheart for 
what then seemed a by-gone matter. She would afR'ct you 
none the less for being of the same w’ay of thinking as the 
jiarenf to w'hom she was ever a dutiful child ; and, moreover, 
the world may ivork great changes in the hearts of those wdio 
live in it, but Mrs. Mellicent Hilton’s must be sorely changed 
indeed if she is not one whose eyes will overflow at any tale 
of woe, and if she will stop to calculate the chances of success 
before she troubles herself to assist a fellow-creature in distress. 
Her old father used often to bid her have more discretion in 
her kindness, and to tell her she gave her alms to those who 
least deserved them : but she never could say no ” to any 
one that asked charity in a piteous tone of voice, and the very 
d('gs about the white manor-house were kept so fat by Mrs. 
Mellicent that you might tell them from any others by their 
good case. And then, madam, it seems to my poor judgment, 

I hat one who knows something of the court, and yet is not so 
very great as the Duke of Montrose, or his lordship’s cousin 
lier grace of Buccleugh, or the Earl of Pembroke, or any of 
those nobles, may prove of service in a quiet way, when such 
great people miglit fear to attract notice.” 

'riiere is much truth in what you say. You have a per¬ 
tinent judgment. Amy, and it may be of good avail; w*e will 
think more of this. But w-e are drawing near our place of 
destination. See ! by the lights gleaming from so many win¬ 
dows, this must be a considerable town. Walter, is it not here 
we are to pass the night ” 

“ Yes, madam. Your leddyship maun set up here for the 
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night, an' it so please you. I weel know, for one, that my 
puir nag could na’ carry me a mile farther.” 

The snow became less deep as they approached the me¬ 
tropolis, the roads more beaten, and they were enabled each 
day to compass longer journeys. On the evening of the 23rd 
of January they entered London. 

Lady Nithsdale’s first impulse would have led her to the 
Tower, but it was too late to hope for admittance, and she 
thought that from the Duchess of Montrose she was most 
likely to learn how it fared with her husband, and what steps 
it might be most advisable for her to take. 

Leaving Amy, therefore, to make what arrangements were 
necessary for their accommodation, she instantly took coach 
and proceeded to the residence of the Duke of Montrose. She 
sent word hy a servant to the duchess, that a person desired 
to see her grace upon business of importance, and with the 
message she gave a written billet entreating to see her in pri¬ 
vate. She did not sign the paper, not feeling assured how far 
any communication with the wife of a state prisoner might 
compromise the duchess herself. She was certain that the 
sight of her hand writing would procure her instant admission ; 
and yet the few moments she passed waiting in the street were 
spent in a state of mental agitation which surprised herself. 

It was a painfully new situation for the daughter of the Duke 
of Powis, who was thoroughly imbued with the indelible no¬ 
bility of aristocratic birth, to find herself alone, in a hired 
coach, as a suitor at the door of one with whom she had ever 
lived on terms of equality and intimacy. It was not that she 
doubted the kindness, the sincerity, the generosity, of her good 
friend and cousin ; but she now felt more lost, more unpro¬ 
tected, in the busy, noisy, thronged streets of London, than 
she had done in all the difficulties of her perilous journey. 

Only a few moments, however, elapsed before the portals 
were thrown open, and she found herself ushered through the 
rank of powdered liveried domestics, who in those days were 
deemed indispensable appendages to the great, into a small 
ante-room «n the ground-floor. 

Lady Nithsilale sank on a seat, bewildered, overcome. It all 
seemed to her like a strange dream. What news might await 
her ! Three weeks had elapsed since the date of the duchess’s 
letter—what fearful events might not have occurred ! 
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The door opened; the duchess appeared, beautiful, brilliant, 
blooming, glittering in diamonds and jewels, and rustling in 
satins and point-lace. My sweet cousin ! my dear Wini¬ 
fred ! ’’ exclaimed the duchess. 

Oh, Christian ! dearest friend ! ” and Lady Nithsdale 
rushed into her open arms, and wept upon her neck. 

For twelve days body and mind had been upon the stretch, 
and the words, the tones of kindness at this moment of ex¬ 
haustion, completely unnerved her. ‘‘ How is he.^ ” she in¬ 
quired, as she sobbed upon the duchess's bosom. 

Well, dear cousin, well. Compose yourself; why is this, 
my gentle, staid, tranquil cousin of Nithsdale ? These tears, 
this trembling, do not promise well for the work you have in 
hand.” 

True, true ! ” exclaimed Lady Nithsdale, it is over! 
’twas but a momentary weakness. I have ridden a weary dis¬ 
tance to-day,” she continued, attempting to smile, and hastily 
pushing her hair off her brow ; “ and with a Impart not well 
at ease,” she added, pressing her hand upon her bosom, as if to 
still its throbbings: but tell me ail; I am ready now to hear 
and to endure. On the 1 0th they were impeached,” she said 
firmly and resolutely ; “ of course, ray lord pleaded guilty.” 

“ He did. Last Thursday, the 19 th, w'hen the lords sent 
in their reply to the impeachment, your noble husband, with 
Lord Derwentivater and Lord Kenmure, pleaded guilty to 
the articles exhibited against them. Lord IFintoun alone on 
various pretences j>etitioned for longer delay.” 

I knew my lord would never deny the share he took in 
this sad business,” exclaimed Lady Nithsdale, with a con¬ 
fidence and pride in his integrity which for a moment over¬ 
came her fears for his safety. Then she added, in a tone 
which seemed to ask for reassurement, “ Surely this plain- 
dealing, this honesty, cannot indispose the king! His sur¬ 
render at Preston-” 

“Yes, yes, we will hope for the best,” interrupted the 
duchess, anxious to evade the question, for she was too well 
aware that the Earl of Nithsdale was looked upon with fear 
and suspicion ; and though she could not bring herself to 
crush Lady Nithsdale's hopes, she dared not encourage them, 
— “ only be calm and prudent.” 

Trust me, I am now firm and resolved: I am ready. 
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even impatient, to be stirring in my husband’s service. It 
was the sight of you, dear cousin, and the kind tones of your 
sweet voice-! ” 

Well, no more of this: I will see you to-morrow, when 
we will confetr more at large : I must not now delay. I am 
to court to-night, as you may perceive by all this gay ap¬ 
parel ; my lord duke is there already in attendance, and I 
must not be late. But, before 1 leave you, let me enforce one 
thing ; I fear they will refuse you admittance to your hus¬ 
band, unless you consent to sliare his imprisonment: this 
must not be I You must remain at liberty, or vre cannot 
concert our measures ; you must yourself see and speak with 
some I will name to you. 1 have assurances that t!ie king 
will show mercy to several of the prisoners ; but still we all 
know the good Earl of Nithsdale has many enemies, and there 
is the more need you should be in freedom to use your in¬ 
fluence with them. Remember, that for his sake, you must 
not preclude^yourself from serving him far more effectually 
than you could by sharing his prison,” 

Trust me, my dear friend, 1 will obey your injunctions. 
Whatever it may cost me, I will turn back from his prison- 
door, if it is for bis good that I should do so. May Heaven 
bless and reward you, dearest cousin ! ” and she seized the 
duchess's hand and presse<l it to her he.art. 

“ ’Pshaw ! silly Winifred, you need not thank me yet,” 
replied the duchess, half turning away, and brushing off a 
tear ; you must not make me weep before 1 go to court, or 
my eyes will make no conquests to-night, and my lord duke, 
who loves to hear me praisf <1, will be angry with you, fair 
cousin. 1 must stay w'ith you no longer, or I shall jday tlu; 
very fool, and not be fit to show myself at St. James's. One 
kiss, dear cousin, and adieu ! It would not be wise that I 
should absent myself from the king’s presence just now. For 
your sake I must not linger ; ” and the fair creature moved 
away in grace and beauty. 

She glided through the hall; the splendid coach drove off; 
the running-footmen, bearing torches, preceded and accom¬ 
panied her. 

How unjust,” thought La<ly Nithsdale, is the common 
accusation that pomp and splendour harden the heart ! Where 
could I find more true kindness and sympathy than in my 
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dear cousin Christi^, whose life has been one sunny dream of 
unclouded brillianc^ *’ But as she slowly and thoughtfully 
returned in solitude to the temporary lodging which Amy had 
procured for her, she pondered on the ducliess’s words — My 
lord has many enemies, she said : how can he have enemies ? 
Surely, if favour is to be shown to any, to whom could it be 
more properly extended than to him ? Does not the kind 
duchess alarm herself needlessly ? And yet she knows the 
counsels of those in power. She would not wish to excite 
unreasonable fears in my mind. Alas ! what can she mean ? 
My lord was not one of the first to join the insurgents: Lord 
Derwentwater was already in arms ; Forster was at the head 
of a considerable body of troops; the Earl of Mar had set up 
King James's standard. Neither had he, like the Earl of Mar, 
ever made professions of loyalty to the House of Hanover. 
General Forster is even now’ a member of King George’s par¬ 
liament. But my dear lord is not obnoxious from either of 
these causes. He has never been guilty of treachery, neither 
has he ever been forward in causing disturbances in his native 
land ; but when civil broils became inevitable, then — then he 
w’as not found wanting to the family for which his ancestors have 
bled and suffered. t)h ! would that the morrow were arrived ! 
'I'his long tedious night, which must intervene before I can see, 
learn, hear, know, do anything further, how wearisome, how 
irksome is it! ” 

I’poll her return to her lodgings, she found that Amy Evans, 
on her part, had not been idle. She had already sought and 
obtainetl an interview’ with her former companion Mrs. Morgan. 

Nearly ten years had elapsed since Alellicent Hilton had left 
the AFelsh valley of her childhood as the bride of Mr. Morgan, 
and from that time the playfellows had never met; for before 
Mrs. Morgan returned to visit her father in his solitude, Amy 
had accompanied the C-ountess of Nithsdale into Scotland. 

Mrs. Morgan was fortunately alone on the evening in ques¬ 
tion, when Amy, half-alarmed at lier own presumption, pre¬ 
sented herself at her door. 

She did not at first recollect, in the Mrs. Evans who was 
announced, the merry Amy of her childhood ; neither would 
Amy have recognisetl, in the tall, slender, modish lady before 
her, the buxom, rosy girl W’ho had climbed the mountain paths, 
and pulled the wild flow'ers w’ith her. She hesitated for a 
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moment, while she assured herself that^although the com¬ 
plexion was less brilliant, and the full fonn had fined into a 
marvellous taper waist, still the laughing blue eye was the 
same, the expression of the free hearty smile the same, although 
the dimples were not so visible in the loss rounded cheek. 

Mrs. Morgan, with an air of courtly breeding, bent herself 
gracefully towards the stranger, w'aiting till she opened her 
business ; when Amy, half abashed at the changes which had 
taken place in the exterior of her former friend, half reassure<l 
by the kindly countenance which spoke that the heart remained 
unchanged, after making a low and respectful courtesy, began 
with some hesitation, “ that she could scarcely hope Mrs. 
Morgan would still bear in mind the childish playmate of 
Mrs. Mellicent Hilton, — Amy, the daughter of old Rachael 
Evans, of Poole Castle.” 

“ What, Amy, the Queen of the May ! is it you, my old 
friend? *’ exclaimed Mrs. Morgan, holding out her hand with 
the frankness she brought from the Montgomeryshire valley, 
unimpaired by the intercourse she had since had with the 
world. Oh ! I have often wished to see you again, and 
often thought what happy hours -we have passed together, 
when we have laughed even to tears without knowing where¬ 
fore, and sung for very want of thought and care. But, my 
good Amy, your looks speak that, since those days, you have 
been made acquainted with thought and care. Your coun¬ 
tenance is sorrowful. Is your mother, the good Rachael, 
well? And David? — How comes it you are still Amy 
Evans ? Have you been cruel after all ? ” 

“ Alas, madam ! my poor mother has Ix'en dead these two 
years; she scarce survived her mistress more than a few 
weeks: but they were both in years ; and the good Duke of 
Powis allowed her to be buried in his ovrn family vault, and 
she lies near her honoured mistress, the duchess. And as to 
David, my dear Mrs. Mellicent, I have not thought of him 
for many and many a year ; I should esteem it beneath me to 
pine for him ! He showed the truth of the old saying, ‘ out 
of sight, out of mind ; ’ and I shall never be the one to prove 
an old proverb false ! " answered Amy, with a fiasb of her 
former spirit. But, madam, I have other cares, and heavier 
ones, upon my mind. My dear mistress the good Countess 
of Nithsdale’s lord is in prison, with the other lords wdiom 
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they call rebels, and my lady and I have rode to London to 
attend him, and, as I hojie, to be of some service to him. 
Itut we are nearly strangers in London; and I thought, 
madam, that for old acquaintance sake, perhaps, you would 
stand our friend. I knew Mr. Morgan was much about the 
palace ; and they say, madam,” she continued, smiling, “there 
is nothing like a friend at court; and so I made bold to come 
to you at once. 1 thought, also, you could perhaps inform 
us where we might lodge respectably, and yet privately ; for 
her grace the Duchess of Montrose warned my lady not to 
live in state, but to keep private.” 

“ Alas ! good Amy, 1 fear you are come on a sad errand,” 
answered Mrs. Morgan, wdth a serious countenance. “ 1 fear 
that the Earl of Nithsdale is one whose fate is sealed. I 

hear no talk of mercy being extended towards him. So 

staunch a Catholic ! — so influential a man on the borders of 
Scotland and England ! — so forward as his family have ever 

been in support of the exiled race ! Alas, for your poor 

mistress ! Is she much attached to him ? ” 

“ Oh, madam ! ” exclaimed Amy, with a face of consterna¬ 
tion, “it will kill my mistress if anything happens to my 
lord ! I am sure, quite sure, she could not outlive him,” she 
continued, wringing her hands ; “ you never, madam, saw 
such love as hers ; it is not like anything else that ever I 
heard of. I am sure, when I see how she hangs upon my 
lord’s words—how she honours and reveres him—how she 
w'atches his looks, and lives but for him — I cannot think I 
ever cared anything at all about David. And you, madam, 
you were very partial to Mr. Morgan ; and 1 well remember 
you were resolved to have him ” (Mrs. Morgan smiled) ; “but 
still your love was not like my poor mistress’s ! ” 

“ Poor soul!” said Mrs. Morgan ; “what can I do for 
her ? 1 would serve her, or any one in such distress, if I 

knew how 1 could do so. More especially, I would gladly 
serve any one whom you seem to love so dearly.” 

“ I do indeed love my dear lady with my wdiole heart, and 
no one who knows her excellence could do otherwise.” 

“ Well, dear Amy, you may count on my exerting what 
little influence I may possess ; and Mr. Morgan is so kind, 
I am sure he will assist us, if he can. In the mean time, I 
can tell you of a worthy family with whom your mistress 
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might be comfortably and respectably lodged. I will see 
Mrs. Mills to-morrow; her house is not far removed from 
the Tower, which would, I think, be a recommendation to 
the Countess of Nithsdale ; and she is a gentle, kirul soul, 
who will be ready to weep with your la<ly, and will never 
wound her by a thoughtless or indiscreet word.” 

Amy Evans’s countenance brightened. “ I was right,” 
she exclaimed, when I told the countess the world migh. 
work great changes, but it would be indeed a great one i. 
Mrs. Mellicent Hilton had not still the kindest heart tlnii 
ever beat. I feared I was making very bold, and was pre¬ 
suming too much upon the freedom permitted in chikihood, 
when 1 ventured to come to you ; but I thought time could 
never have hardened such feelings as yours, so as to make you 
resent the liberty I was taking. In my honoured lady's name, 
and my own, receive our most grateful thanks, madam ; ” an<l 
Amy kissed the hand which Mrs. Morgan cordially extended 
towards her. 

‘"I will see Mrs. Mills to-morrow morning ; and theii, 
with the Countess of Nithsdale’s permission, 1 will wait on 
her, and inform her w’hat arrangements I have been able to 
make.” 

“ Our blessings on you, dear madam ! ” repeated Amy, as 
she took her leave, and hastened back to meet her la<ly upon 
her return from the Duchess of Montrose. 

Lady Nithsdale listened with gratitude to all that Amy toltl 
her; and Uie kindness they had both met with on their 
several missions proved the best cordial which could be admi¬ 
nistered to feelings so tried as hers had been. Exhausted 
nature, however, claimed its rights, and she slept. The bodily 
fatigue which caused sleep,— 

“ Tir’d nature’s swc.L't restorer, balmy sleep.” 

to give a respite to the workings of her mind, may have 
assisted in enabling her to bear all that awaited her. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Tho l(‘ss 1 may be blest with her compnny, the more I will retire to Ood, and ray 
owiio heart, wlieiiee no malice can bani^ll her. My (tneniics may envy, but they 
can never deprive mo of the enjoyment »)f her virtues, while I enjoy myself.— 
Ethon Vasittki. 

As the day began to dawn, and the grey winter light gradu¬ 
ally illumed the narrow dirty streets, which the remains of 
snow rendered more than usually tireary, the Countess of 
Nithsdale wound her way to the Tower. 

It was still too early to gain admittance, or even to be 
allowed to s}»eak with the porter. 'The gates were not yet 
opened : she stood and gazed till her feelings were almost in¬ 
tolerably excited, and then she paced up and down with a 
(piick and hurried step, till, abruptly stopping, she pressetl the 
arm of her faithful companion, Amy, and pointing to the an¬ 
tique building, she cried, in an accent of despair, He is there, 
Amy, he is there, and I cannot be with him 1 ” 

Amy looked with awe and vague fear at the spot, which, 
from our cradle, is united in our minds w-ith the ideas of 
murder, the scaffold, 0 })en executions, and secret assassination. 
She trembled at the certainty that her dear master actually 
lay within its fearful precincts ; and she turned an eye of 
commiseration on her lady, to think that she was, in sober 
truth, an actress in one of those tragedies of which we are 
a]it to hear and read as of fictitious horrors. 

’They gazed upon the thick and muddy water of the moat, 
upon the lofty wall which rose on the other side, and in wdiich 
the inhabitaiits, of whose dwellings it formed a part, had here 
and there opened windows, added gabled roofs, and pieced 
the ancient rough stone-work with brick additions of their 
own. This patch-work took off’from its antiquity and solemnity, 
without imparting to such a building any air of comfort. On 
the contrary, it spoke of long residence within the narrow 
limits of a prison. 

At length the clock struck the appointed hour, and she 
hastened to the gates to solicit an interview with the Lieutenant 
of the Tower. 

After some delay, the request was granted, w’hen she re¬ 
ceived the answer the Duchess of Montrose had led her to 
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anticipate. The orders were most strict that none should be 
allowed to visit the prisoners before the day appointed for 
pronouncing sentence upon them; but hopes were held out 
to her that she might obtain permission to share Lord Niths- 
dale's confinement. 

Had it not been for the duchess’s caution, it is more than 
probable she would gladly have accepted the conditions : for 
to feel herself so near him, and yet to be withheld from seeing 
him ; — to know that he was in solitude and sadness, looking 
only for her company to cheer him, and to refuse to share his 
prison ; — to turn away when she had it in her power to look 
upon his face, to hear again that soft, deep, melodious voice, 
— alas ! it was a sore trial ! But she was firm in adhering 
to her resolution. Such, however, was lier agitation, that as 
she tottered from the lieutenant’s apartments, some of the 
soldiers, moved with compassion, offered her a seat for a few 
moments in the guard-room. One kindly brought her a cup 
of water, for which she did not fail to show her gj-atitude by 
deeds as well as words. He accompanied her to the outer 
gate ; and she succeeded so well in working on his feelings of 
kindness and of self-interest, that she obtained from him a pro¬ 
mise to exert himself in her behalf, and an assurance that 
when he was on guard, he would not watch too narrowly 
which way she passed. 

With many a lingering look towards the dismal edifice, she 
tore herself away, but it was not without a hope of compassing 
by stealth the interview which she had Ix'en refused. 

She hastened to her appointment with the duchess, wdien 
she did not fail to tell her how faithfully she had obeyed her 
injunctions, how resolutely she had even turned from his 
prison gates, when her heart burned to rush to her husband ; 
but at the same time she imparted to her the ho{)es she enter¬ 
tained of seeing him through the means of the kind-hearted 
guard. 

“ If all that is said be true,” answered the duchess archly, 

it is not so difficult to gain access to the prisoners ; a golden 
key is often more potent than an iron bar ! Meantime, I would 
advise your exerting all the influence you may possess witli 
my Lord 'rownshend and the Duke of Richmond. My husband 
tells me they are both likely to advocate measures of severity ; 
and yet I should hope the Duke of Richmond would remember 
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that tlie Earl of Derwentwater is his kinsman. The Earls ol 
Danby and of Nottingham 1 spoke with last night, and I trust 
with good effect. They both promised they would second any 
petition from the prisoners. Some will certainly be pardoned ; 
but, dearest cousin, we must exert ourselves to the utmost, 
and yet our zeal must be tempered with discretion. The earl 
your husband has, as I told you, many enemies; and I should 
be a false friend did I not confess to you that he is not one of 
those who are likely to be most leniently dealt with.” Lady 
Nithsdale clasped her hands with such an expression of anguish 
that the duchess hastened to add, “ But J know not, neither 
can any one know, in truth, what will be the sentence of the 
court. ’Tis all conjecture.” 

“ But why, O why, should conjecture be unfavourable to 
my lord?” 

“Nay, I cannot say. It may be—a Catholic, — his pro¬ 
perty on the very borders of the two countries, — his family 
so long attached to the Stuarts ; — but all may yet be well. 
Circumstances may arise in his favour. Should the sentence 
l)e — be such as to blast our hopes, — they speak of a petition 
to be signed by the prisoners.” 

“ My lord will never put his name to anything that may 
savour of dishonour. 1 know not what this petition may 
prove ; but if it is such as should change any sentence that may 
iiave passed, I marvel if it can be sucli as it would become 
my lord to sign, — or such ” — she added emphatically, — 
“ or .such as 1 could wish him to sign : ” her voice broke, and 
she burst into tears at thus, as it were, with her own lips pro¬ 
nouncing his doom. “ His life,” she continued, as if to justify 
lierself for what she had uttered, “ must not be preserved at 
the price of honour ! ” and her tlelicate form reared itself, and 
her eye glanced upwards, as if to seek from Heaven the strength 
she so much needed. 

7’he duchess sighed. “ AVhat a noble spirit,” she thought, 
“ is probably destined to be crushed ! w'hat a generous heart, 
in all probability, will be condemned to drink the bitter cup 
of sorrow to the very dregs ! ” She cast her dark bright eyes 
on the ground to conceal her emotion. 

Lady Nithsdale saw the tears glistening in her eyelashes : 

You w'eep, cousin ! you are w'eeping for me ! Alas ! alas ! 
you know his doom. You know the counsels of those in 

1 
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power ; and you know that they are his inveterate foes. You 
fear to tell me that you know it ! 

On my honour, I know nothing,” repeated the duchess 
with solemnity ; “ but surely we all suspect and fear enough 
to draw tears from drier eyes anti harder hearts than mine. 
Aly dear cousin knows of old, that a little thing v.dll move me 
to smile, or to weep ; so you must not augur ill from my 
childish vreakness, but set it dt>wn to the account of ('hristian 
IMontrose’s variable temperament : ” and she strove to smile 
through the tears which now flowed every moment faster down 
her cheeks. 

After some farther consultation between the friends they 
fiartetl, and at dusk Lady Niilisdale again repaired to the 
Tow'er. The accommodating guard was in attendance. He 
quickly and silently admitted her through the wicket. As 
she passed under the first archway, she fancied she perceived 
another muffled female figure who glided quietly on, as if 
accustomed to the W'ay. The sight re-assure<l her, as it seemed 
to confirm what the duchess luul told her of the potency of a 
golden key. In silence she crossed the bridge over the moat ; 
she looketl fearfully on all sides, dreading lest each form slit- 
saw might be that of some guard more strict in the perform¬ 
ance of his duty ; and doubting wbetber in a few moments 
she might be blessed with the sight of her husharul, or whether 
she might he driven forth despairing to her desolate lodging. 

AVhen on the bridge, the masts of the vessels lying in the 
Thames were visible over the jiarapet. She could just tlis- 
tinguish them dark against the sky. She cast towards them a 
lingering look, and thought, “ O that we were together on 
hoard the meanest of those vessels ; together, on our way to 
life and liberty ! ” 

They emerged from the gloom of the second archway, and 
keeping under the shadow of the southern wall, they passeik 
what seemed to her, a consitierable distance between the lofty 
buildings. “ Those are the warders’ apartments,” whia]K‘rotl 
the guard, pointing to the high wall to the north : “ ’Tis 
there that most of the rebels have their lodgings ; go straight 

on, till you get to the ’ITaitor's gate,-there, to the right,”- 

she shuddered as the word was uttered, and looked fearfully 
as he directed to the portals which are only opened to admit a 
prisoner, but never to send him forth to freedom ; — “ when 
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you get there, turn to your loft tltrough the Bloody Tower/’ 
-— a more icy chill ran through her veins ; — “ then to your 
left again, up the steps, and you will see a girl who will leatt 
you where you wish to go. 1 must not be seen any farther than 
this spot. 1 shall be on guard just an hour longer. Be sure 
you do not linger beyond that time, or you will never make 
your way out of this dismal jrlace ; and as for me ! I shall pay 
a heavy price for my good-nature/' 

“ ^V'oultl 1 could adequately reward you for your charity ! ” 
answered the countess, pouring gold into his hand ; — “ but 
Heaven will not forget this deed of mercy ! ” 

She foutul the girl upon the steps, as she liad been led to 
ex])cct, and she immediately followed her to a door about the 
centre of the building to the south of the court, when, bidding 
her wait for a moment, the girl disai)j)eared. Bady Xithsdale 
trembled from head to foot: her heart seemed almost to stoj* 
its })ul.sations, so agonising was the fear that now, on the very 
threshold, something might occur to disapjioint her hopes. 

Intense as was her anxiety to see lier hus])and, as the 
moment actually approached, a dread came over her at the 
notion of seeing him under .such circumstances. Her thoughts 
were i)ainfully broken in u]>ou by the sounds of merriment 
and revelry which burst from one of the neighbouring windov/s 
— loud songs and shouts of laughter ! 'I'hey jarred upon her 
ear as sometliing out of tune, nntktingfor the place or season, 
and slie woiulered how gaolers could be so devoid of feel¬ 
ing as to indulge in noisy jollity, within hearing of their 
{wisoners. 

'I'lie young girl quickly returned. 

“ 'I'his is the moment, tnadasn. The guards are all en¬ 
gaged ; they are going to convey those prisoner lords, whom 
yon may hear carousing within, back to their several apart¬ 
ments ; and now you can sli]> up unpereeived.” 

“ 'I’lie axe suspended over their heads,” tlionght Lady 
Nithsdale, “ and this imsoerniy recklessness ! and shall such as 

they tind mercy, while my lord-” 

In a few seconds she had mounted the narrow stairs ; 
passetl the outer room, which was at that moment,vacant; and 
the young maiden having gently unbolted the farther door, 
slie found herself in her liushand’s presence ! 

He was reading by a dimly burning candle, and started at 
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the sound of footsteps; but before he could ascertain the 
cause of this interruption, his wife was on his bosom, her arms 
were around his neck. 

“ I am here ! I am with you at last ! It is your own 
Winifred ! ” she exclaimed. 

“ Then Heaven has mercy still in store for me ! ” he re- 
})lied. 

For a few moments neither could speak. Words seemed 
all inadequate to express the strong emotions of joy, and of 
grief, which struggled in their hearts. The Earl of Niths- 
dale, whose mind was chastened, whose feelings were tempered 
by long confinement, was the first to recover his self-posses¬ 
sion. “ Now I see you, my love, I am indeed no longer com¬ 
fortless ! Oh, Winifred ! I have passionately longed for this 
blessed moment! It is five long months since we parted, 
love ; — I have counted the days, the hours ; — tht re has not 
been one in which I have not required your gentle strength, 
your trusting patience, to support me or to soothe me. Thanks 
be to Heaven that has vouchsafed to me once more the joy of 
l)eholding you !” — and he lifted her gently from his shoulder, 
oit which her head had sunk. — “ And now let me look upon 
that dear face, and from those pure and holy eyes draw faith, 
submission, and resignation.” He gazed upon her for some 
moments with a tenderness, which, as he gazed, increased in 
intensity. “ Alas ! ” he suddenly exclaimed, and flinging his 
arms upon the table, he hid his face in his hands—“'Alas ! it 
is not thus 1 shall learn to submit cheerfully to my fate ! To 
see you once again ! — to hear that voice — to press that be¬ 
loved form once more to my heart — to feel that if my life 
were spared, it would be to pass that life wuth you, for you ! 

oh ! this does not reconcile one to what must be-” 

Then checking himself, he added, in a calmer tone, “liut 
are you well, my love ? you have not suftered on your 
journey ? And the children ? — you hear of them ? I know 
not how it has fared with them for many, many weeks. 
Poor innocents ! ” — And the thought that he should never 
ee them more, made his voice quiver as he spoke. 

“ Oh, they are well, and safe, and happy, in health and 
freedom, in a more favoured land than this ! ” 

He looked up, and a smile illumined his features ; but by 
the dim light of the solitary taper his countenance looked wan, 
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and the last few months had left deep traces of care upon his 
brow.” 

“ You arc ill ! ” she exclaimed in affright; “ you must be 
ill.” 

“ Nay,” he replied, with gentleness, “ my health is unim¬ 
paired ; and now my Winifred is come, my spirits will soon 
be cheered.” 

“ Alas ! I have seen you pale before, and I have seen you 
sad ; but never, never did I see you look thus ! ” 

“ Time will "do its own work, dearest! and I am older by 
some months than when you saw me last. My Winifred 
must not quarrel with her husband,” he added, smiling, “ be¬ 
cause age steals upon him with no gentle hand. Oh ! is it 
not our wish, our most earnest wish, my love,” he con¬ 
tinued, with solemnity and tenderness, “ to see each other 
grow olil ? And do you not think that if we should be 
spared to each other, years would only rivet still closer the 
bonds which unite us ; that for every charm which may de¬ 
part with youth, there would arise a thousand recollections of 
mutual kindnesses, mutual sufferings, ay, and mutual joys, 
(for we have known many days of happiness,) which would 
still render us more dear, one to the other ? Methinks that 
when that delicate form shall have lost its roundness,” and he 
passed his arm around her slender waist ; and when those 
eyes shall have lost their brilliancy, and that clear forehead 
its smoothness ; when these soft curls,” and he pressed to his 
lips one of the two or three long curls which, according to the 
fashion of the time, were suffered to fall on her neck, — 
“ when these soft brown curls shall be mixed with grey — 
that my Winifred would be, if possible, more precious to my 
heart than she is even now ; for I should remember that those 
eyes have been dimmed with teSrs for me, that smooth brow 
care-worn on my account.” Lady Nithsdale wept softly, un¬ 
resistingly ; she struggled not against her tears, for she W’as 
almost unconscious that they flowed. “ Should those blessed 
tlays ever come to us, M^inifred, the recollection of this hour 

will be sweet ; anti should there be no future for me-” 

There will be none for me,” she quickly interposed ; “ 1 
feel assured,” and she pressed her hand against her heart — 
“ I feel assured, there would be none for me ! ” 

“ Hush, hush, dearest! — remember the children; they 

i 3 
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niust not be orphans : — but we will not unnerve ourselves. 
I have still much to hear : as yet I have thought but of my¬ 
self, — 1 blush that private feeling should so wholly have en¬ 
grossed me. Did you see the king ? for thus I must still call 
him, though I well see that he is fated never to rule over this 
land. And 1 begin to thitik that it might not be for the general 
weal that he should do so. The sight, the actual sight of civil 
w'ar, makes one view matters in a different light.” 

“ Yes, my dearest lord, 1 waited on his majesty at Scone ; 
for 1 imagined you would have wished me so to do.” 

“ Assuredly, assuredly ! ” 

Though many whom Ave believed to be his most faithful 
adherents heeded not the summons to attend him, I thought 
that my dear lord would be the more anxious I should not be ‘ 
backAvard in my service.” 

j\Iy M'inifred judged of my feelings as she is ever w'ont, 
And did the king receive you graciously ? ” 

Yes, graciously ; they told me most graciously : but I knoAv 
not hoAv it Avas ; he seemed ill at ease, suffering in body and 
311 mind. He said as much, I suppose, as is usual and fitting ; 
and yet, methought, under the circumstances, there lacked 
something of that warmth Avhicli might have relighted the ex¬ 
piring flame of loyalty in one’s bosom.” 

“ The expiring flame of loyalty in your bosom, my Wini¬ 
fred ? If 1 had s]>oken so, having seen all I have seen ! ” 

‘‘ Oh ! but I have seen enough 1 I passed through the 
blackened ruins of the burned villages,— burned by Ids own 
orders. 1 shav the houseless inhabitants of fvhat once Avere 
flourishing and happy homes; I saw the helpless children 
jierishing in the snoAV, the old and the infirm Avithout a shelter ; 

I saw the desolated fields ; and I had heard—oh ! I had heard 
how the noblest of the land hSd been treated on tlieir approach 
ro this city, and 1 felt that it A/as for his sake that my liusband 
had been pinioned, that his hands liad been tied with cor<!s ; for 
his sake that he had been exposed to the gibes of the multitude ! 
And there he stood, cold and unmoved, and ^ hoped my good 
lord’s health continued unimpaired ! ’ Oh ! at that moment 
my loyalty died within me ! and I felt—oh ! how agonizingly 
did I feel—that we had sacrificed all for one who Avas little 
worthy of the sacrifice ! ’’ 

“ Alas ! I have, as you know, long feared that such was 
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the case. 11 is spirit has been early crushed, and it does not 
jwssess the elasticity to spring up again. They still retain 
I’erth. Do they expect to hold it?” 

“ The proclamation or«lers that a public thanksgiving for 
King James’s safe arrival should take place on the 26th ; but 
there were vague rumours that the Earl of Mar had resolvejl 
to evacuate tfie town ; still these were only rumours.” 

A thanksgiving for his safe arrival ! ” Lord Nithsdale 
rei>eated with a faint sad smile ; “ one for his safe departure 
would be more to the purpose, 1 fear. Did you see the king 
but once ? ” 

“It was on my return from Scone I received the gootl 
tluchess’s letter, and you may well imagine 1 did not linger on 
the way.” 

“ Some one told me tlie roa<ls were impassable from the 
snow ; that all carriages were stopped, and that even the ])ost 
was delayed ; so I did not look for you to cheer me yet.” 

“ I rode from York,” she reidied, “ with AV’alter Elliot and 
our faithful Amy Evans.” 

“ You, ^V9nifred, who never could be persuaded to mount 
the gentlest and best-paced palfrey ! ” 

“ Oh ! J forgot tliosy foolish fears, those fears which were 
bred of too much hap})im!ss, and of being too tenderly caretl 
for ; I never thought of any fear but one — that of being de¬ 
layed on my journey.” 

“ My own love ! that soul of thine will ever have the mastery 
over that fragile form.” 

“ Hark ! The clock strikes. I have but a few moments 
more. The hour is wearing away. I have seen the duchess, 
and she has tolil me to whom I must most strenuously apply ; 
and she has warned me that I must not do what, as you may 
well bflicpe, my heart would prompt, — share your prison. I 
must be at liberty to act in your service : but I have bribed 
a kindly guard, and he will admit me when it is possible. I 
understand others, without the holy claim I have, gain access 
to some within the walls ; so trust me, J shall soon be here 
again ; and, as 1 hope, wnth news to cheer us both.” Lord 
Nithsdale shook his head slightly, but then, with an assumed 
cheerfulness, listened to what she had to communicate. Lord 
Danby and Lord Nottingham .are friendly ; the Duke of Rich¬ 
mond, though not friendly, cannot be forward in the prose- 
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cution, related as he is to Lord Derwcntwater; and 1 feel 
persuaded the next news from Scotland will be such as to 
quiet the fears of government.” 

“ And is the time come when one calculates upon the failure 
of the cause to which oneself and all one’s house have ever 
4een devoted ? ” 

‘‘ Nay ! can I now think of any cause but my own dear 
lord's ? such days are past, and gone forever! To accomplish 
all that may be compassed with honour is now my first, my 
only object! ” and she tore herself from the husband wlio, 
whatever might be her devotion to him, repaid her with the 
love and reverence he might feel for a guardian angel. 

She was gone ! He remained in his solitude, gazing upon 
the door through which she had disappeared, and almost 
doubting whether he had been blessed with her actual pre¬ 
sence, or whether it had not been a cheering vision vouchsafed 
to him in mercy. 

H ow often had he thought that were she near to console 
and to support him, he could meet his fate without a murmur. 
He fancied that the bitterest part of his present condition was 
the entire separation from her who was tlie partner of all his 
feelings, the depositary of his sorrows, tbe sharer of his anxieties. 
But alas ! while life was so dreary, so joyless, so irksome, it 
was far less precious to him than when the sight of her had 
brought before him all he was to lose, fie was sad, hopeless, 
’•esigned before. He felt that, if wrong, he had not been wil¬ 
fully so in the course he had pursued ; he consoled himself 
with the reflection that no stain could rest on his fair fame ; 
that, though his name might be attainted, he left behind liini 
to his children a character of unblemished honour. He had 
deliberately, and with little hope of any better result than the 
present, upheld the pretensions of the prince for whom he was 
now suffering; and he felt it would not become him to repine 
at an event to which he had always looked forward as pro¬ 
bable. 

An honourable death in battle, a more awful one on the 
scaffold, or at best an eternal banishment, were the alternatives 
which he had ever contemplated; and he thought he had 
schooled his mind to acquiesce calmly in the fulfilment of that 
w'hich awaited him, although it might be the least ivclcome of 
the three. 
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Once more to see his beloved wife, to pour forth all his 
thoughts and feelings into her bosom, to deliver to her his 
last injunctions cotlcerning his children, to arrange with her 
some plan for her future life, to give and to receive the last 
adieux, and then placidly and composedly to lay his head upon 
the block,—such had been the course in which he had guided 
his feelings and his reflections. 

He ha(l seen her ! He had felt how dearly he was loved! 
He had felt what charms life still possessed for him ! He 
had also felt how utterly impossible it was that she could ever 
acquiesce as he did in his fate, how completely her happiness 
was bound up in his ! And wdiere were now the resignation, 
— the cheerful submission, — the philosophical indifference 
with which he had brought himself to anticipate his probable 
sentence ? 

Never since the first night he had become an inmate of the 
Tower, had he experienced such a struggle of conflicting 
feelings ! The picture which he had himself drawn of the 
gradual apiiroach of age, of the haj»piness of descending hand 
in hand into the vale of years, had awakened a desire of life 
which he had hoped no longer lurked within his bosom, and 
it required the aid of prayer to subdue, and all the pride of 
man to conceal, the agitation of his mind. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

It is God’s indulgence which gives me the space, but man’s cruelty that gives me 
the sad occasion for tliesc thoughts_ Hihmi Hasiltk^, 

Tiik greater part of the night tvhich succeeded the Earl of 
Nithsdale's interview with his wife, was spent by him in 
restlessly measuring with hasty strides the mean apartment to 
which he was confined. 

In the morning he obtained permission to refresh himself 
by walking on the leads over the warders’ lodgings, an indul¬ 
gence occasionally granted to the prisoners. 

The fresher air, all chilly as it was, and loaded with London 
smoke, revived him ; and as he paced the narrow limits, his 
e\e turned involuntarily towards the vessels which crowded 
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the river up to London Bridge. As he watched, he saw one 
who sesails were beginning to be unfurled, while all was bustle, 
hurry, and confusion on board : she was getting under weigh, 
and he sighed to think how impossible to be surmounted were 
the obstacles which interposed between him and the vessel 
w'hich seemed so near. 

His eye dropped, and rested on the Traitor’s Gate, and he 
almost thought he once more heard the jarring sound of the 
iron bolts and bars wdiich had closed behind him. 

As his eye passed on, it was arrested by the Bloody Tower, 
which, as some say,, was the spot in which the tragic murder 
of the young princes was enacted. They knew not the 
pains of life,” he thought, “ neither knew they its joys I 
They knew not that mutual affection which so painfully yef 
so sweetly attaches one to existence! But there,” and he 
looked upon the stone which marks the place where Lord 
Guiltlford Dudley and Lady .fane Grey were executed, — 

there did two pure creatures, bound to eaeli other by every 
holy tie of faith and love, yield up their innocent sjiirits. 
They who had scarcely tasted of happiness, — the cup was 
snatched from their lips ere they could fully know’ its sweet¬ 
ness ! They would have esteenn'd themselves most blessed, 
could they have been assured of as many years of mutual affec¬ 
tion, of Avedded bliss, as I have already enjoyed. Alas for 
ye, innocent victims of the ambition of others ! when I re¬ 
member you, 1 must not repine ! And there, again ! ” as his 
thoughts follow’ed the objects on which his eye dwelt, — “ that 
was the prison of the unfortunate Anne Boleyn,—wounded 
in her affections, in her hoiiour, — pampered with flattery, 
surrounded with pomp, enervated by sjilcndour, only to be the 
more cruelly and suddenly plunged into the dei)ths of misery 
and disgrace. No ! no ! I must not repine ! ” — and he again 
schooled his mind to resignation and svdimission. I liaAc 
neither met with falsehood nor with ingratitude ! my honour 
is not impeached ! 1 must not, will not, repine ! ” 

Lady Nithsdale meanwhile was not inactive. She visited 
the Countesses of Derwentwater and Wintoun ; and they agreed 
that, should the sentence not prove favourable, they would to¬ 
gether present a petition to parliament, and in the intervening 
space of time that each should exert her private influence with 
those in power, to win as many us possible to their interest. 
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She visited lier husband’s cousin^ the Duchess of Buccleugh, 
and obtained tlie duke's proiiiisc to present a petition sliould 
tlie necessity occur; and having taken every measure that 
})rudence could dictate, she had but to await in tremulous 
anxiety the sentence which was to be pronounced on the 9th 
of February. 

She frequently contrived to see her lord, though she was 
always obliged to do so by stealth. These visits, although so 
ardently tlesired by both, were to both hours of bitter anguish. 

The Earl of Nithsdale, fully aware of the feeling which 
]n-evailed against him, anticipated but too justly the sentence 
which would be pronounced, and could not bring himself to 
echo the hopeful sentiments with which his wife buoyed up 
her spirits ; neither had he the heart fully to express to her 
his own more gloomy apprehensions. 

He listened to the details of all she had done, and all she 
|>roJected, with a gentle, hopeless gratitude, %vhich saddened 
and <lispirited her ; althougli she could not, she would not, 
adopt his view of the subject. 

I’ll is jiroduced a certain reserve. She felt he restrained 
his oAvn feelings for her sake, that he smothered the anticipa¬ 
tions of which she could not endure to hear the utterance ; 
and the open communion of thought was at an end ! She 
dared not allude to the future, his countenance so plainly 
expressed there was no future for him ; and they both shrunk 
from a recurrence to the joys of that dear home which neither 
ho])ed again to inhabit. 

To a third person it would often have appeared strange that, 
under suca circumstances, a wediled jiair, so devotedly attaclied, 
should be able to dwell at such length upon the public affairs 
of the day, and to discuss with so much interest the inove- 
ineuts in Scotland. 

But the earl could not be indifferent as to what liefel the 
prince to whom he had sacrificed himself; while Lady Niths¬ 
dale, on the contrary, since her interview wdth the Chevalier, 
in which her feelings had been so little gratified, had lookeil 
on him as the unworthy object for which her happiness had 
been wrecked. As her sorrov»'S pressed more heavily upon 
her, slie felt more and more that lie had seemed careless of 
the sufferings of others. As her fears increased, and as her 
hopes diminished, she more and more resented the cold inquiry 
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after the health of the earl her husband ; ” and the beha¬ 
viour, which at the time had only seemed measured and 
unsatisfactory, assumed, as she dwelt upon it, the character of 
selfish hardness. 

Alas ! the keen edge of sensibility must have been blunted 
long ere this in the heart of the unfortunate Chevalier de 
St, George ! Inured to misfortune, he appears to have been 
stupified by it. With the resolution already taken to evacuate 
Perth, three days after that appointed for the general thanks¬ 
giving, did the infatuated prince carry on the pageant of 
royalty. 

The address then offered up—O Lord, who hast pre¬ 
served and brought back our dread sovereign King James 
safely into his own dominions, to the comfort of all those 
who, in obedience to thy holy word, ‘ fear God and honour 
the king’" — could to none present have appeared a more 
sickening mockery than to the dispirited, despairing descend¬ 
ant of a hundred kings. 

Surrounded by a scanty train of heart-broken attendants, 
in the midst of those very counsellors who had declared the 
absolute necessity of abandoning the only town of importance 
which they yet held, — the very spot where they were as¬ 
sembled in prayer and thanksgiving, — did he listen to the 
words, “ Bow the hearts of all his subjects as one man, so 
that they may only contend who shall be the first to bring the 
king to his own house,” 

When, upon the approach of the Duke of Argyle, a vague 
rumour arose, that it was purposed to retire before the enemy 
without striking a blow, the indignation of the Highlanders 
knew no bounds. The love of fighting, inherent in that 
hardy race, had caused them to look forward with joy anti 
alacrity to the desperate confiict which they imagined to be 
approaching. 

But when they found that the unwelcome report was only 
too true grief and disappointment turned all to rage, and they 
assailed their officers as they passed in the streets with every 
species of reproach. 

What can we do ? ’’ was the answer of one who was 
supposed to be intimately acquainted with the counsels of the 
Earl of Mar. 

“ Do ! ” replied the Highlander. “ Let us do that for 
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which we were called in arms, which certainly was not to run 
away.” 

Nor was the retreat carried into effect without meeting with 
strenuous and vehement opposition, even in the council of the 
Chevalier; although, after much violence of discussion, at 
length it was agreed by the majority, that to attempt the 
defence of Pertli would be an act of desperate chivalry. 

To appease the feelings of those who appeared most irri¬ 
tated, it was given out that a halt was to take place at Aber¬ 
deen, where supplies of foreign troops were expected. 

It was on the 30th of January, the anniversary of his grand¬ 
father's martyrdom, that the Chevalier’s Highland army filed 
off upon the ice, which, as the Earl of* Mar had anticipated, 
rendered the Tay, if of no avail as a protection, no impedi¬ 
ment to the movement which he even then projected. 

The town w'as immediately occupied by a body of the 
Duke of Argyle’s dragoons. The Chevalier arrived at the 
sea-port town of Montrose, from whence it was his intention 
to make his escape by sea. To mask his design of thus re¬ 
linquishing his ill-concerted attempt, and abandoning the 
faithful few who still adhered to him, his equipage and horses 
■were brought out before the gate of his lodgings, and his 
guards w^ere mounted as if to proceed on the journey to 
Aberdeen. 

But before the hour appointed for the march, James had 
secretly gained the shore, and, accompanied by the Earl of 
l^Iar, had safely reached a small vessel which had been pre¬ 
pared for their reception. Thus did he for the second time 
abandon the shores of that land over which so many of his 
ancestors had reignetl, and in which so many of them had 
given proofs of personal prowess and manly courage. As 
some of his cotemporaries have observed, the only purpose 
accomplished by this expedition seems to have been that of 
bringing off in safety his general, the Earl of Mar. 

On General Gordon devolved the unwelcome and difficult 
task of leading to Aberdeen the remains of the Highland 
army, who were only restrained from acts of insubordination 
by knowing that the Duke of Argyle’s forces hung upon their 
rear. At Aberdeen a sealed letter, -which had been entrusted 
to General Gordon, was opened according to the Chevalier’s 
instructions. In this, after expressing his thanks for the 
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faithful services of his adherents, he gave them full permis¬ 
sion to treat with the enemy, or to disperse to their several 
homes, as .might best suit the exigency of the moment. 

Thus ended the rebellion, which proved so fatal to many of 
the noblest houses both of England and Scotland ! And the 
Countess of Nithsdale felt almost relieved when each day 
brought intelligence of the hopeless condition of the insurgents; 
for she judged, not unwisely, that the less cause there remained 
to fear them, the less need would there exi.st of intimidating 
them by measures of severity. 

The f)th of February, on winch day the lords %vere to re¬ 
ceive their sentence in Westminster Hall, was fast approaching. 
On the 8th, Lady Nithsdale passed some hours with her hus¬ 
band. I'lie hopes to which she had so long and so ])crtina- 
ciously clung had gradually given way l)eforo the cold and 
constrained demeanour with which all her inquiries and in¬ 
tercessions had been met. Evasive answers, j)rofessions of 
inability to he of service to her under the present circumstances, 
declarations that they must not flatter her, were all the satis¬ 
faction she could }>rocure from those who might be supjiosed 
to know the probable decision of the court. 

The earl, always liopeless, looked upon tiie worn and anxious 
countenance of his wife, till ev<-ry feeling for himself was lost 
in commiseration for her wretchedness : “It will he better lor 
you, my L>ve, when it is all over.” 

“ What mean you r ” she replied quickly, wilfully mis¬ 
apprehending lus meaning, whicli it would have been too 
painful to comprehend, and vaguely trusting that he would 
not dare to explain his thoughts more elearly. 

** 1 only mean, this state of suspense, dearest AV'inifretl. has 
almost worn you out. I shall be glad wlu-n the morrow is 
past, for any certainty is preferable to suspense ; though,” lu* 
adeletl in a lower tone, “ I caonot say it is suspense that 1 
feel.” 

“ Spare me, spare me ! ” she said ; “ to-morrow is soon 
enough ! But there is hope ! — There must be hoj)c ! IVlan 
is not a wiki beast that he should And pleasure in destruction ! 
'W'hen self-preservation no longer impels to cruelty, human 
sympathies will again influence the heart. James's hasty re¬ 
treat must set their fears at rest. I must— I will hope ! ” 

“ Against all reason, dearest ! ” he added, with a smile. 
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taking her cold passive hand in his. “ My Winifred’s firm 
and well-onlercd mind has always hitherto been the stay and 
the support of mine: it has been from her gentle lips that I 
have learned true piety and real submission ; from her that 
I have learned, or tried to learn, to bend my will to the de¬ 
crees of Providence ! Her support will not now, in my utmost 
need, bo withdrawn from me! she will not make my task 
more hard ! neither will she say or do aught that shall un¬ 
settle my mind, or render me unfit for what is to be done 
io-morrow. She would not have her husband appear in 
^\>stmi^lstl•r Hall before his assembled peers, before the court, 
and before the ])eople of England, with excited feelings and 
nerves unstrung ! And trust me, when I gaze on you, it is 
no easy task to face death with composure, and to brace my 
mind to hear unmoved the sentence which awaits me to¬ 
morrow. 7’he love of life, of life with you, is only too strong 
within this bosom. Speak not to me of hope ! 1 must not 
admit the notion ; but speak to me of that heaven where we 
may be re-united ! 'Fell me that by imrejiining submission I 
may best make myself worthy of once more meeting you, iny 
love ; tell me that life is short, and that we have already en¬ 
joyed many years of ijappiness ; that w'e have already' mounted 
the hill, that we must soon descend it ; that probably we have 
known the best years of our existence ; that before us may be 
a future of siekiiess, sorrow, sufiering, — the death of friends ! 
tile loss of ehildien ! He paused ; then overcome with pity, 
he added, iu a broken voice, “ Alas, alas 1 and shall your gen¬ 
tleness be left to meet these sorrows alone? to bnifet with for¬ 
tune; alone ? Oh, my jaior, jtoor M'inifred ! pardon me for 
having indulged in .such sad anticipations ; pardon me for 
having pictured sorrows wdiicii can only he alleviated by being 
shared ! for sickness would jiot to me be suffering if tended 
by you ! grief would lose half its sting if you were near to 
vvhisuer consolation ; and who but tlic beloved of one's heart 
can administer comfort under the other deprivations to which 
I so cruelly alluded ? Alas fur you, my poor, poor ^Viuifred !” 

And the composure which he had so striven to preserve 
<;ompletely gave way when he tlius painted to liiinself the 
desolation of her Avhom he should leave behind. He pressed 
the hand he still held to his lips ; and the tears Avhich he 
could no longer restrain, fell fast upon it. 
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'' Hush, hush ! uot another word," she said ; ** I will speak 
neither words of hoj^e nor fear ! my own noble lord shall bear 
himself in the sight of his fellows as it is fitting he should. 
No weakness of mine shall enervate that manly mind ; though 
my heart-strings crack, I will be composed and firm. Ami 
now we will part for the night; we will each to our orisons : 
prayer and solitude will best strengthen us for the morrow. 
Should your anticipations prove only too correct, there is yet 
mut<:h to be done, and I will seeTc confidence and calmness 
from that Heaven who will, I trust, take thee this night, and 
ever, into its holy keeping ! ” 

Amen to thy good wishes, love ! ” 


END OF THE FIRST VOI.UME. 
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VOLUME THE SECOND. 


WINIFRED, COUNTESS OF NITHSDALE. 

(COKTINUHD.) 


CHAPTER XIX. 

The heroine assumed the woman's place, 

Confinn’d her tniud, and fortified her face. 

Dryden. 

When Lady Nithsdale arrived at her lodgings, she there 
found Mrs. Morgan, who from the moment she first, through 
Amy Evans’s means, became acquainted with her, had proved 
herself a kind friend, and a strenuous and efficient agent. 

As the countess entered the apartment, the haggard ex- 
j)ression of her countenance struck the little party of friends 
who had been awaiting her return. Amy hastened to support 
her hilly, whose steps appeared to totter as she advanced. 
“ Tlianks, dear Amy; but 1 need not your assistance,” she 
replied, with a forced composure : '' I am not ill, my good 
girl ; I do not need these attentions ; I am well and strong. 
You do not know how strong I am ! ” 

NV’ould not your ladyship be better near the fire.'*” in¬ 
quired Mrs. Mills, rising from her chair ; “ the evening is 
chilly.” 

“ Disturb not yourself, my good friend ; I am %\iell here 
rejdied Lady Nithsdale, sinking into a seat. 

“ How fares it with my lord, madam — Is he of good 
cheer ? ” 

“ Well, Amy, right well; he is well in health, and will 
liear himself gallantly to-morrow, as the grandson of the brave 
defender of Caerlaverock castle should bear himself,” an- 

K. 
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Bwered the countess, with a forced air of resolution; for she 
had employed Mrs. Morgan to procure for her a seat in some 
obscure part of Westminster Hall, from whence she might be 
a witness of the trial; and she feared, if she now betrayed 
any weakness or emotion, even the yielding Mrs. Morgan 
might not comply with her wishes. 

And now I must ask my dear Mrs. Morgan, whether her 
friend the Earl of Dorset has been as good as his word ;'— 
may we hope for seats in the Hall to-morrow ? " she inquired, 
in a tone which she meant should be steady. 

Y es, dearest Lady Nithsdale; he says that if you really 
are resolved upon being present, he can accommodate us ; for 
you must allow me to accompany you, and also our faithful 
Mrs. Evans; I could not allow you to stir without her,” 

“ My dear Amy ! no ; I am too well assured of her affec¬ 
tion not to be always the better if she is near.” Lady Niths- 
dale’s eyes were for a moment suffused, for it often happens 
that a slight emotion draws tears which arc frozen in their 
cells by stronger and deeper ones. “ The spot is a retired one, 
I trust; not within sight of the prisoners : I would not that 
my lord should guess or suspect that I was present!”—she 
clasped her hands,— it might unman him ; his voice might 
falter; his lips might quiver ; and the world might fancy it 
could be through fear! Oh ! he must not, must not see me ! ” 
she repeated with earnestness. 

“ I thought of that,” replied the considerate Mrs. Morgan, 
“and the seats Y)rovided are near the door—a back entrance 

— through which you may easily withdraw whenever you 
may see fit. But still I doubt whether I am a true friend in 
assisting you in this business. I fear it is rather yielding 
weakness, than true kindness, as my ])oor father used to say, 

— The scene will be too much for you.” 

“ Did not Lady Russell act as her lord’s secretary during 
his trial ? AVoman's affection in her overcame woman's weak¬ 
ness. She wavered not, she trembled not, at the time; — 
though afterwards she wept herself blind!—And w'as her 
husband more worthy of a wife’s devotion than is mine.^ Did 
she, could she, love him writh more passionate fervour than 
I do my own dear, dear, noble lord ? — Oh no ! for she had 
loved before ; he was not the first and only object of the con¬ 
centrated affection of a whole life ! She had been bound bv 
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previous ties ! She bad known joys and sorrows unconnected 
with him ; but I—my existence was a blank till it was wound 
up in his ! Depend upon it, dear Mrs. Morgan, what wo¬ 
man’s love has done, what woman’s love can do, the love that 
warms this bosom can accomplish ! You need not doubt me. 
I will not ex[)Ose myself, nor you, to observation or remark.” 

The colour had returned into her pale cheeks, her eye 
gleamed with a holy brilliancy, her brow assumed an air of 
lofty resolution, and all present felt assured that, however 
strong might be her feelings of tenderness, she possessed the 
couracre which could subdue them to her will. 

Tlie next day she found herself, as bad been previously 
arranged, in the seats prepared by the Earl of Dorset, who 
himself conducted them through the crowd. The Earl of 
Pembroke also, who was nearly related to the Powis family, 
was not wanting in every kindness and attention. 

The Countess of Nithsdale’s deportment was perfectly col¬ 
lected. The dress of the day, which allowed much of the 
form to be concealed by a black silk mantle, and the face to 
be buried in the hood, enabled her to escape all observation. 

A considerable time elapsed before those of whom the court* 
was composed were seated in their due order, and that the 
prisoners were summoned. She had time to look round with 
awe upon the innumerable heads with which the floor of the 
Hall seemed, as it were, to be paved. 

At one o!clock, the gates at the end of the vast and antique 
building were thrown open, and the lords entered walking two 
and two. Then followed the Garter King at arms, and other 
officers of the crown, in their robes of state. Then the 
masters in chancery. The Lord Chancellor Cowper, Lord 
High Steward on the occasion, walked alone, his train being 
borne by his attendants to the wool-pack, on which he seated 
himself. 

The peers then uncovered themselves ; and they, as well as 
all others present, stood uncovered during the time occupied 
by the reading of the commission. 

All listened in breathless silence. The moment was awful 
in itself ; but the accompaniments of solemnity and state 
rendered it, if possible, more so. 

When the commission was gone through, the serjeant-at- 
arms cried with a loud voice, “ God save the king !” 

K 2 
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These words excited an undehnable sensation in the bosom 
of Lady Nithsdale. She felt in good sooth that he, in whom 
resided the power to call together and to control the imposing 
assemblage before her, was monarch of the realm. She felt 
that he, for whose sake they were placed in their present des¬ 
perate situation, had proved himself little worthy of their 
devotion;—yet the words grated harshly on her ear,—her 
heart still refused to acknowledge them. 

■ The herald, and gentleman usher of the black rod, after 
making three reverences, kneeling, presented the white staff 
to his grace, who, attended by the herald, black rod, and the 
seal-bearer, made his proper reverences to the throne, and 
removed from the wool-pack to an arm-chair which was 
placed on the uppermost step but one of the throne, when, 
seating himself, he delivered the staff to the gentleman usher 
of the black rod, who stood on his right hand, while the seal- 
bearer held the purse, standing on the left. 

After a proclamation enjoining silence under pain of im¬ 
prisonment, the serjeant-at-arms proceeded : “ Oyez ! Oyez ! 
pyez ! Lieutenant of the Tower of London, bring forth your 
prisoners to the bar, according to the order of the House of 
Lords to you directed.’* 

Each of these words fell, as it were, actually, palpably, 
knocking upon Lady Nithsdale’s heart. For a moment sire 
wondered how she could have willingly placed herself in her 
present situation ; but she remembered the strong motives she 
had to try her powers of self-command, and she also remem¬ 
bered her promise to Mrs. Morgan, and she subdued the rising 
tumult of her soul. 

Her companions, also breathless with anxiety, stole a fearful 
glance towards her as the prisoners were brought to the bar 
by the deputy governor of the Tower. When the axe, which 
was brought before them by the gentleman jailer, first made 
its appearance, they saw Lady Nithsdale for a moment close 
her eyes, as if unable to emlure the sight; but she recovered 
herself, and when her lord himself made his appearance, her 
looks were so intently fixed upon him, that it may lie ques¬ 
tioned whether her powers of vision took in any other object. 

Ti«e prisoners, when they approached the bar (after kneel¬ 
ing), bowed to his grace the Lord High Steward, and to the 
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House of Peers, which compliment was returned to them both 
by his grace and by the House of Peers. 

The Lord High Steward then ordered the articles of im¬ 
peachment to be read ; after which, he asked them severally 
what they had to say for themselves why judgment should not 
pass upon them according to law ? 

Lord Uerwentwater spoke at some length ; and after him 
the ICarl of Nithsdale, and the Viscount Kenmure. They all 
pleaded guilty ; but expressed their hope that the assurances 
of clemency held out to them at Preston woidd not prove 
fallacious. 

Lord Nithsdale concluded with professing, what his wife 
well knew he spoke in sincerity and truth, that if mercy were 
extended towards him, “ he should, during the remainder of 
his life, pay the utmost duty and gratitude to his most gracious 
majesty, and the highest veneration and respect to their lord- 
ships and the honourable House of Commons.” 

The Lord High Steward, who did not hear distinctly, 
inquired whether the hlarl of Nithsdale had pleaded anything 
in arrest of judgment; to which the earl replied in a clear 
sonorous voice, whose mellow tones seemed to thrill through 
the whole qssembly, “ No, my lords, I have not !” 

The Lord High Steward then stood up. Every breathing 
was hushed ! Such stillness reigned throughout the dense 
mass of living creatures congregated within the spacious hall, 
tliat each rain-drop might be heard as it pattered against the 
windows. But there came a singing, rushing sound in Lady 
Nithsdale’s ears : at first she could scarcely distinguish the 
awful words which were slowly, clearly, solemnly pronounced. 

“ The sentence of the law must be the same as is usually 
given against the meanest offenders in the like kind. The 
most ignominious and painful parts are usually omitted by tlie 
grace of the crown to persons of your quality; but the law in 
this case, being deaf to all distinctions of persons, requires I 
should pronounce, and accordingly it is adjudged by this court, 
tliat you James Earl of Derwentwater,” — the Lord High 
Steward paused between each name, — “ William Lord Wid- 
drington,” — her husband’s had not yet been pronounced ; the 
countess leaned breathlessly forward,—“William Earl of 
Nithsdale,” — she covered her face with her hands, but she 
spoke not; she did not sob, she did not faint •, her companions 
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would have led her out, but she motioned them to be still. 

.The Lord High Steward meanwhile continued in the same 
clear and unmoved voice, — “ Richard Earl of Carnwarth, Wil¬ 
liam Viscount Kenmure, and William Lord Nairne, and every 
of you, return to the prison of the Tower, from whence you 
came ; from thence you must be drawn to the place of exe¬ 
cution : when you come there you must be hanged by the 
neck, but not till you be dead, for you must be cut tiown alive; 
then your bowels must be taken out, and burnt before your 
faces.” They looked again upon the unfortunate countess ; 
but she had fainted with her back supported against the wall, 
and she had not, it is hoped, heard the last few words. They 
feared to excite attention, and they sustained her in the po¬ 
sition in which she sat, till in the general movement of the 
court breaking up, they might be able to remove her quietly 
from the dreatiful scene. Still the same stern and brazen voice 
proceeded: — 

“ Then your heads must be severed from your bodies, 
divided each into four quarters, and these must be at the king’s 
disposal. And God Almighty be merciful to your souls !” 

The sergeant-at-arms then repeated : Oyez ! Our sove¬ 
reign lord the king strictly charges and cornmanda all manner 
of persons to keep silence upon pain of imprisonment.” After 
which the Lord High Steward stood up uncovered, and declar¬ 
ing there was nothing more to be done by virtue of the present 
commission, broke the staff, and pronounced it dissolved. 

For some moments after the whole was concluded, the silence 
which had been so strictly but so needlessly enjoined continued 
unbroken. The prisoners, the peers, and all the court, then 
retired in order as they entered, and an universal buzz of 
voices and general movement took place. 

There were sounds of sorrow ; feelings long repressed found 
vent ; and in the confusion, Mrs. Morgan and Amy Evans 
removed Lady Nithsdale into tiie freer air. She gradually 
revived, but at first she looked wildly around. 

“ Alas ! ” said Mrs. Morgan, “ I have been to blame in 
yielding to your wishes. How could I permit you to expose 
yourself to such a scene ? and all the while I felt assured 
that you miscalculated your own strength. Oh ! it was too 
dreadful ! ” 

“ Hush ! ” answered the countess ; 1 know all—you need 
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not tell me ; I heard enough ; I knew it, I expected it. And 
now I must remember all I had previously resolved upon.’’ 

At this moment the Lords Pembroke and Dorset approached, 
with countenances expressive of deep commiseration. She 
pressed both their hands in silence. They conducted her 
down the steps to the coach which awaited her. Before she 
entered it, she turned to them ; — 

You have each promised me your gootl offices in case of 
need. That hour of need is fast approaching; you will not 
forget your promises ! ” 

They bowed assent upon her hand ; and having respectfully, 
nay almost reverently, placed her in the carriage, they turned 
hastily away to conceal the emotion which overpowered them. 


CHAPTER XX. 

Certainly virtue is like precious odours, most fragrant when they are incensed, 
or crushed ; for prosperity dotli best discover vice, but adversity doth best discover 
virtue .—Lord Bacon's lissays. 

Mus. Mokoan and Amy Evans expected that the control 
which the unfortunate Countess of Nithsdale had as yet exer¬ 
cised over her feelings would have completely given way when 
no longer exposed to the gaze of indifferent persons ; they 
prepared themselves for tears anti fainting ; and were surprised 
when Lady Nithsdale, although silent, remained firm and col¬ 
lected. 

Reared in a foreign convent, from which she had only been 
removed to a retiretl Vl'elsh castle, and from thence to a life 
of domestic privacy in Scotland, or, if she occasionally mingled 
in the busy world, accustomed to look up to her lord for ad¬ 
vice, to hang upon him for support, to rely on his judgment 
for the guidance of her own, it seems wonderful that under 
such trying circumstances as those in which she was placed, 
she should have possessed the worhily wisdom, the courage, 
the discretion, and the decision, to act for herself and for her 
husband, and to proceed, without wavering or irresolution, to 
take every measure that prtnlence could dictate. 

When they reached Lady Nithsdale’s lodgings, the kind- 
hearted Mrs. Morgan took her leave, after having given Amy 
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and Mrs. Mills a thousand directions and injunctions as to the 
tenderness with which the countess should be treated, the 
possets which she hoped might compose her to sleep, and the 
julap which should be placed by her bed-side. 

Lady Nithsdale listened to all her good-natured jcounsels 
with a placidity which astonished and almost alarmed Amy 
Evans, although to Mrs. Morgan it appeared but the effect of 
exhaustion, and, as she trusted, only augured that she might 
be restored by some calm and refreshing sleep. 

Amy, who better knew her mistress, and knew that with 
increased danger and distress her strength and courage pro- 
portionably ro^, was not surprised when, upon Mrs. Morgan's 
departure, and Mrs, Mills’s leaving them to prepare the posset 
so earnestly recommended. Lady Nithsdale laid her hand upon 
her arm. 

'' Now, Aftiy, your true affection, in which I have the 
utmost confidence,—I rely on it almost as on my own to my 
lord, — now it is going to be put to the test. He must not 
die ! and we must save him ! you and I, Amy, must save 
him ! You start, and look as though you feared that all I 
have heard and seen this day” (she pressed her hand over her 
eyes) had turned my brain, but it is not so ; for many weeks 
I have considered the plan, which is now almost matured 
within my head. Prisoners have made their escape from 
places as strong and as well guarded, before now ! If others 
have succeeded in rescuing those most dear to them, why 
should not we succeed ? Promise me, my good and faithful 
Amy, that you will assist me to the utmost of your power ; 
and, above all, promise that you will offer no argument to dis¬ 
suade me from my purpose. I tell you beforehand it will be 
of no avail: should you refuse to serve me, it will only drive 
me to confide in others who v’^ill not deserve ray confidence so 
weU.” 

Oh,' madam ! do you doubt me ? and do you think Amy 
Evans would leave undone what others could be found to do ? 
I started, for I remembered those high walls, that broad deep 
moat, those guards who pace about each avenue to the Tower, 
and I thought what could we hope to effect ? But, madam, 
command me, and I will diligently execute your behests, and 
scrupulously keep your counsel.” 

Thanks, dear Amy ; I was fully assured you would prove 
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true, and I know not why I spoke for a moment as if I could 
doubt your devotion. Forgive me ! but the necessity is so 
absolute that all who meddle in this undertaking should be 
able to answer for themselves under all circumstances, that I 
would not have you enter into it thoughtlessly, or unadvisedly. 
Even myself, to-day, I thought I could have heard unmoved, 
or at least without betraying emotion, the horrible, horrible 
words that were uttered ; but I misjudged my own strength, 
my woman’s nerves failed ! And yet I bore a great deal, 
Amy, and wavered not. I saw the axe, the glittering axe ; 
and I saw iny lord, and 1 heard his voice ; and 1 heard part 
of that sentence ! I bore much without betraying myself; 
and, at last, 1 was only stunned, confused, for a time. Yes, 
I think I may rely on wy own fortitude ; and you, Amy, you 
never for a moment lost your self-command,—and you have 
always had a ready wit; oh, we shall succeed, I am sure we 
shall*!” 

“ Heaven grant we may, iny honoured lady ! If zeal 
and perseverance can effect my lord's preservation, we shall 
succeed.” 

Then listen : — You must purchase at various shops, 
and on various occasions, not to excite suspicion, all that is 
necessary for female dress, and we must make it up, complete, 
tlie size to fit my lord. I have one in my thoughts whom he 
may personate: she is very tall ; and though slender, her 
present condition makes her appear more stout than usual, 
when wrapt in a loose cloak. She suspects not my design,— 
nor must she ; — for she is timid, and might betray all by her 
fears. She must not know till too far engaged to retreat. — 
And now, Amy, send Walter Elliot to the Tower to inquire of 
the lieutenant at what hour to-morrow the Countess of Niths- 
dale may be admitted to visit her lord. I am informed that, 
after the sentence, we are to be allowed to see the prisoners 
freely ; and it will be best we should do this openly, Alas ! 
the hardest task of all will be to work on my lord to con¬ 
sent.” • 

And, madam, think you I also shall be admitted to see* 
my lord ? ” 

Assuredly, I hope so ; 1 trust we shall procure admission 
for many of his friends : it is upon that understanding I build 
my hopes. 1 have been informed that when sentence is once 
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passed, such has usually been the custom. And now away ; 
let us be stirring. I would there were something to be done 
every hour in the day. It is in solitude and inaction that my 
sorrows press upon me most heavily. But to-night there is no 
more I can effect; I must even wait for the morrow ! ” 

Soon after the £arl of Nithsdale had been reconducted to 
his lodgings in the Tower, he heard the striking of the chapel- 
clock; “ It is now more than an hour,” he thought, “ since 
the court broke up. By this time the news has reached her. 
By this time my dear wife knows my sentence, and those 
hopes which she was resolved to cherish, and which she never 
would allow me gradually to undermine, have been destroyed 
at one rude blow. Would I could know how it fares with 
her, how she supports the shock ! To-morrow I shall see 
her ; and strange is it, but I dread to see her — I dread the 
sight of her despair. Oh ! were it not better to pass unloved 
into the grave, than to feel that one’s fate inflicts such ex¬ 
quisite anguish on her, to spare whom a pang such as she now 
suffers, one would willingly endure any lengthened torture. 
Yet could I wish to lose one particle of that affection llfrhich 
alone suffices to make life so precious ? It may be cruel, — 
it may be selfish ; — but no ! 1 cannot wish her love to l>e 

less ! After all, we part but for a time ! I do not doubt that 
we shall meet where the weary are at rest. And now that all 
hope is over, my Winifred will assist me to prepare my soul 
for the great change ; and she will bear to speak placidly and 
composedly of those happy regions where the fear of parting 
will never embitter the enjoyment of each other’s presence ! 
and I shall be able calmly and cheerfully to fulfil my destiny, 
if I can see her resigned ! ” 

But when the morrow came, and Lady Nithsdale was ad¬ 
mitted, he found her far indeed from placidly acquiescing in 
the fate which he esteemed unavoidable; f)ut neither was she 
bewildered with despair, nor dissolved in tears : she was alto¬ 
gether different from anything he had anticipated. Her cheeks 
were flushed, her eye was brilliant, her manner resolved. He 
was surprised; but he rejoiccui that his owu fortitude was not 
put to the trial he had dreailed. ' 

My Winifred will assist her husband to bear himself as 
becomes a roan and a good Catholic : 1 see she will avoid un¬ 
nerving me by her grief; and among my many causes of 
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gratitude to her, I may still add this, that she will smooth 
my passage to a better world. Thanks, my own love, thanks !” 

“ And does my lord imagine I could speak, stand, look, 
move, as I now do, if I believed it would be carried into 
effect — that sentence, that horrible sentence ! For I was 
there — I was in Westminster Hall — I heard it; I saw the 
axe ! and 1 saw you, ray own dear husband, — I saw you, 
and I heard your voice, — that voice which thrilled through 
all the court, which must have penetrated to the inmost re¬ 
cesses of every heart! ” 

“ Oh, Winifred ! I could almost chide my best beloved for 
having wantonly, without any adequate motive, exposed lier 
feelings to so needless a trial ! ” 

It was not needlessly ; it was not without a motive that I 
did so; I had the strongest earthly motive. It was with a 
view of ascertaining my own strength, my fortitude, that I 
courted what I should otherwise have shrunk from. It was 
with a view to the accomplishment of that plan which I have 
long l^n forming, and which not all the arguments you can 
adtludPliall prevent me from pursuing. It was with a view 
to self-preservation, — for is not my life wound up in yours ? 
Think you, in honest truth, think you, 1 can exist without 
you ? Do you not believe that if you perish, I shall not 
survive ? ” 

“ Nay, nay, my love,” he replied, almost smiling at her 
vehemence, “ I do belieye your affection for me is as strong as 
ever warmed the pure soul of devoted woman ; still I cannot 
but think and hope that you will live many, many years, to 
be a guide and a protectress to our children. Remember, you 
but sliare the fate of many other fond and loving wives ! 
Have not the other condemned lords wives, fond and loving 
wives ; and must not they endure- ?” 

“ No, no, no ! Speak not of them ! they do not, cannot 
love their husbands as I love you ; for have they husbands so 
worthy of their love ? What is the wihl Lord Wintoun, 
tlie Lord Kenmure, or the good old Lord Nairne ? The Lord 
Derwent water, 1 grant you, is a worthy gentleman ;—but 
what are they, any of them, when compared with you ? ” 

“ But, wy sweet Winifred, to die is the doom of all created 
beings. Many have loved before ; and of all who have ever 
loved, one roust survive. It is a sad, it is a painful truth ; 
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but it is a most plain and undeniable one. Then why should 
not this be borne as patiently as the same bereavement by any 
otlier means ? A long illness would reconcile you to the 
event! and yet would you wish me to endure lengthened 
bodily ills ? Should you not rather rejoice that I shall thus 
be spared all the protracted sufferings of sickness, and that, 
comparatively speaking, I shall thus be exempted from the 
pains of death ; that I shall pass from earth with all my in¬ 
tellects unimpaired, in the full enjoyment of my faculties ! 
Could there be any satisfaction in marking the decaying mind, 
tlie enfeebled spirit, the soul waxing weak, as the body sinks 
under the effects of some wasting malady ? Yet how often 
has the most devoted affection watched all these humiliating 
and painful harbingers of death, till the mourner has been 
brought to look upon the dreaded bereavement almost in the 
light of a blessing ? But is there any consolation in this ? 
Would one not rather choose that the memory of the de¬ 
parted should be undimraed, unpolluted by the recollection of 
mortal decay ? ” 

** Your words are beautiful ! I love to hear your ! it 
thrills like music through my heart! The thoughts are noble, 
lofty, pure, and holy ; but they persuade me not! As I gaze 
on you, as I listen to you, 1 only feel the more, that life 
without you is not life: it is a blank ! — a dark and dreary 
chasm into which I dare not look : that I must, must save 
you ; and that if you love rne, you will give heed to me, and 
tliat you will agree to what I shall propose.” 

Oh, Winifred ! this is cruel kindness. It is cruel to 
wean me from the thoughts of death, w'hich I have almost 
taught myself to love, to lure me back to those of life, which, 
alas ! possesses only too many charms for me ! ” 

There was a tenderness in the tone and the manner which 
gave her hope that she had worked upon him. She felt that 
love for her, and pity for her sorrows, might at this moment 
induce him to listen ; and she opened to him the plan she had 
formed for his escape. 

But she had scarcely detailed her proposed measures, when 
he vehemently refused to engage in what he thought could 
not be carried into execution without compromising others. 
Desperate at the ill-success which attended her efforts, she 
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abandoned herself to grief: she strove not to control her 
feelings; she wrung her hands, she wept in hopeless agony. 

Meanwhile he paced the apartment in anguish not less 
acute. He accused himself of cruelty towards her when he 
witnessed her desperation ; and yet he could not bring himself 
to agree to measures which he deemed degrading, and in the 
success of which he placed little reliance. 

Such moments comprise a greater sum of suffering than is 
spread over many a common life. At length he stopped be¬ 
fore her. 

Winifred,. my wife, my honoured wife ! Urge me not 
to anything unworthy. Call up that noble spirit, which has 
ever deserve<l my respect, iny admiration, as much as your 
beauty and your tenderness have won iny love! Now listen 
to me in return ! ” 

In a moment her attention was riveted. She scarcelv 
breathed ; she listened as though she would devour each word 
that fell from his lips, in ardent hope that he might himself 
have struck out some plan which she might execute. 

I ever been unwilling to present petitions to the king, 

or to the government. All that 1 could in honour urge iu 
self-defence, all that I could in honesty profess for the future, 
has been already stated in my answer to the impeachment, 
and in my ad<lress to my peers yesterday. I have been, and 
still am, unwilling to crave mercy at the hands of one who 
owes me nothing ; from whom I have no right to expect it ; 
— hut that you should not reproach me with wilfully neg¬ 
lecting any means of safety, I will consent to a petition being 
presented to King (Jeorge by you yourself. If anything can 
move him, it must be the sight of distress such as yours, — 
and in such a form as that ! ” he added, looking upon her, as, 
like a marble statue, she sat with lips apart, her slender throat 
bent fnrw’ard, and her eyes fixed upon him. “ He cannot 
behold thee unmoved ! It may avail thee something in future, 
if it serve not me ! ” he murmured in a low voice. 

Oh ! do not trust to the pity of those who have already 
proved themselves so ruthless : trust rather to the zeal of your 
own wife, and our faithful Amy Evans i” 

I will trust to your zeal, my love, but let it be employed 
in such a manner as befits us both ; and doubly precious will 
life be to me if 'tis to you I owe it!” 
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And if, as I expect, the king is obdurate ? for he fears 
you ; he fears the unconquerable fidelity of your family to 
the Stuarts, and he fears the influence of your high character: 
he fears, — therefore, will not pardon you ! ” 

There is the general petition to parliament, to which I 
have agreed to put my name.” 

And if that should fail 

Then, my love, you must prove that you are a Christian, 
and a Catholic, and that you have not forgotten the exhorta¬ 
tions to faith, submission and patience, which good Father 
Albert gave you in your youth, and which you tell me he has 
so often repeated by letter.” 

“ Nay, nay. If all these fail, then promise me that you 
will not reject the means I will offer you ; that you will not 
be more merciless than the king himself; that you will not 
obstinately refuse to save from despair one who has ever loved 
you with most true faith ! ” 

“ Oh, Winifred!” 

Promise that you w’ill listen to my plans ; that you will 
maturely consider them ; that, if practicable, you wil^iot re¬ 
ject them ; and I will present the petition, I will cling to the 
knees of the king, I will wring mercy from him if it be pos¬ 
sible; and if he pardons you, I will honour him, I will love him, 
and I W’ill ever esteem him worthy to he the monarch of these 
fair realms by the qualities of the heart, as I already believe 
him to be so by those of the head ! Only promise me that, 
if all this should fail, you will not condemn me always to 
plead in vain, that you, at least, will not turn away from my 
prayer, that you will listen.” 

If all other means should fail, then — then, my love, I 
will listen attentively, calmly, to all you may urge.” 

“■ Thanks, I am satisfied,” replied Lady Nithsdale, resolved 
to interpret his measured e;rpre8sions into an implied assent to 
all her w’ishes: “ and now prepare the petition, iny dearest 
lord, and I will lose no time in taking measures that it shouhl 
reach tlie king himself. These hands shall give it l)im. 1 
know how I may gain access to his presence. I w’ill set 
him with my own eyes ; and he shall refuse me with his own 
lips, if he cannot be worked upon to mercy. When will it bo 
ready ? ” 

“ Patience, my love. I ^mnst consult with those who can 
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assist me in so wording it that I may not risk giving ofifence. 
In some days it shail be drawn up.” 

u Why such delay ? Time is precious. Talk not of days. 
To-morrow, or, at farthest, the day after, — the twelfth. 
Tell me when, that I may seek the kind Mrs. Morgan, and 
with her arrange all for my acimission to St. James's.” 

Gently, gently, dearest Winifred. We must do nothing 
rashly. Jty the thirteenth the petition shall be ready, and we 
will hope it may find such grace as shall spare you all further 
fears on my account. Meantime, compose yourself.” 

Nay, am I not composed ? Surely I think I must be a 
stock, a stone, thus to preserve rny senses, and move, act, speak, 
like other people. I sometimes fancy I must lack natural 
feeling ; for it is not grief that possesses my soul, but hope 
and fear so strangely blended that there is no space left for 
grief! ” 

“ My Winifred need not tax herself with coldness !” re¬ 
plied the earl tenderly, but sadly, smiling as he looked upon 
lier. Then, resuming a cairn anti business-like tone, he added, 

The Lord Nairne’s lady, as I understand, is also to present 
an address to the king, and there seems good hope that hers 
may be graciously received. If yoii could accompany her it 
might be well ; for she is a staid and discreet person, and has 
beeix much used to courts. Slie was for some years in great 
favour with Queen Anne. She may support and guide you ; 
anti, indeed, Winifred, you must not overtask yourself!” 

lie was half alarmetl at the reliance she seemed to place on 
her own strength, and fearetl it might proceed from a feverish 
state of excitement. 

“ I will wait upon the Lady Nairne to-day,” resumed 
Lady Nithstlale. I will do anything, everything, you sug¬ 
gest, now you have promised in return to listen to my argu¬ 
ments,” 

She instinctively 'worded his promise as vaguely as he had 
<lone himself, fearing to alarm him into a declaration that he 
had only ])romised to listen to, not to comply with, her wishes. 
Without being exactly conscious that she w'as endeavouring to 
cheat him into attending to his own safety, she hoped to 
accustom him to the idea, that if she adopted every plan he 
proposed, he was thereby pledged to follow hers upon the 
failure of his own 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Thy bosom hath been sear’d by pride of state. 

Hard, cold, and dead to nature's sympathies ; 

Nor know'st tliou virtue’s awe—nor Kentleness, 

How sovereign ’tis ! Nor hast thou felt 
The nameless fear and humbleness of mind 
’Gender’d by sight of others’ misery. 

MS. Play.' 

When the C.ountess of Nithsdale quitted the Tower, she lost 
no time in despatching to her lord the lawyer in whose discre¬ 
tion he had most confidence, and who had previously assisted 
him in drawing up his written answer to the impeachment. 

She then waited on the Lady Nairne, whom she found sur¬ 
rounded by her family ; a quiet and sober matron, upon 
whose composeil countenance, and in whose well-ordered de¬ 
portment, it would have been difficult to detect the passions 
that might, or might not, affect the soul within. 

The countess was introduced with all tlie form of those 
more ceremonious times, and the Latly Nairne received her 
with due attention. It was not till Lady Nithsdale hatl 
made many apologies for so sudden a visit to one with whose 
acquaintance she had not previously been honoured, and had 
begun to explain the cause of her intrusion, that the vehe¬ 
mence of her emotion made her break through the trammels 
imposed by custom ; and she adjured her, by her oivn hope 
of saving her husband's life, by her own lioj>e of preserving 
a father to her children, to give her the support of her com¬ 
pany and countenance to the king’s presence. 

The Lady Nairne at first hesitated, for she was not, like 
the Duche.ss of Montrose, the ardent, devoted friend, nor, like 
Mrs. Morgan, the creature of impulse; but a sober and 
prudent latly, past the age of enthusiasm, occupied with her 
own interests, and discreetly intent on availing herself of 
every means calculated to preserve a father to her numerous 
family. 

After some moments spent in consideration, she came to the 
conclusion that in all probability the king would be loth, in 
the very outset of his reign, to reject at once the prayers of 
two disconsolate wives; and that, of the two, there was every 
reason to believe that her lord was likely to be more favourably 
looked upon than the Earl of Nithsdale ; and that, conse- 
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<|uently, his countess's presence might rather advance, than 
mar, lier own chance of success. 

Having thus reflected, she politely acquiesced in the Lady 
Nithsdale's wishes ; nor need we imagine she felt no sym¬ 
pathy for a fellow-creature in distress so similar to her own. 
On the contrary, she was happy to afford her any assistance 
that did not tend to injure her own cause ; but bred in courts, 
and accustomed to repress all outward demonstrations of un¬ 
usual feeling, she replied in so measured, though not unkind a 
tone, that the glowing expressions of gratitude, which were 
ready to overflow from the countess’s heart, were frozen on her 
lips, and her thanks were couched in terms scarcely less mea¬ 
sured than the Lady Nairne’s consent. 

Having, however, arranged that when the petitions of their 
lords were ready they would again meet, and that meanwhile 
Lady Nitlisdalc shoukl procure the assistance of a friend who 
was well acquainted with the king’s person, (for his outward 
appearance was equally unknown to both the Jacobite ladies,) 
the Lady Nairne accompanied the countess to the head of the 
stairs, and, with all the courtly forms of good breeding, dis- 
misse<l her guest. 

■ Lady - Nithsdale then hastened to the v\arm-hearted Mrs. 
IMorgan, and, explaining to her the nature of the service sht; 
re(iuired, obtained her cordial assurance tliat she would be in 
reailiness to aecoinjiany Lady Nairne and herself to St. James's 
on the evening of the loth, when she had no doubt she 
should be able so to place them as that they might personally 
liresent their ]ietitions to his majesty. The expansion of 
lieart, the meliing sympathy of IVIrs. Morgan, were a balm to 
Lady Nithsdale’s fet lings, after the coldness and prudence of 
the Lady Nairne. But deep grief is in its nature selfish. 

It may be true, tliat unclouded prosperity sometimes hardens 
the heart, or, at least, renders the impressions made by sorrows 
which liave never been felt, and are consequently ill under¬ 
stood, but slight and transient; and it is also true, that the 
having once known grief opens the heart to the full compre- 
liension of the feelings of one’s fellows, — but then it must be 
a grief that is past. While writhing under present anxiety, 
while smarting under present agony, the warmest, -the most 
capacious heart is unable to take in the sufferings of others. 
Human nature, in all things limited, can feel but to a certain 

1 . 
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extent; and when every faculty of the soul is absorbed by 
present, actual evil, there is no power left to feel that which 
is not personal. Mrs. Morgan, happy and prosperous herself, 
hail leisure to give herself to the sufferings of Lady Nithsdale; 
she adopted them as her own — she entered into them heart 
and soul! While Lady Nairne, with all most dear to her¬ 
self at stake, could not but consider the concerns of another 
as of very secondary interest, and would not have felt herself 
justified in allowing compassion for a person, in no way con¬ 
nected with her, to interfere in the slightest degree with her 
duties as a wife and a mother. Lady Nithsdale would have 
been the first to admit such view's to be most just and fitting; 
but still the expressions of gratitude, which had before bc'en 
chilled, poured forth in eloquent profusion when addressing 
Mrs. Morgan. 

Upon her return to her own lodgings, she perceived that Amy 
Evans learned with satisfaction, that a petition was to be pre¬ 
sented to the king, before the attempt w'as made to effect her 
lord’s evasion. Although resolved to assist to the utmost in 
carrying her lady’s plan into execution, she felt that escape 
.from the Tower must be impracticable ; while, on the con¬ 
trary, it seemed to her impossible that any being with human 
affections could resist the voice, the words, the pleading looks 
of her dear mistress ! 

The 13th arrived. Lady Nithsdale attired herself in deep 
mourning, considerisig such a habit most suitable to a person 
under her circumstances; but Amy gave an involuntary 
shudder as she looked upon her lady in this ominous garb. 
The expression of her countenance did not escape Lady Niths- 
dale’s observation: “ Start not, dear Amy, at this sad-coloured 
dress. If it betokens anything, ’tis but the failure of my this 
day’s business. But it is not on the result of this day that I 
rest my hopes. 1 wait on the king, for my lord wishes me to 
do so, and 1 cannot choose but execute his behests ; but I have 
slender hope of moving him by my entreaties. It is to our¬ 
selves that we must look ; to our ow'n efforts, Amy, aided by 
that Uivine I’rovidence, who tleserts not the humble in their 
need. I feel liope, strong hoi)e, within my bosom ; but it is 
not of finding favour at the court. No ! it is to a higher 
power I look for salvation, — on Heaven that I place my 
reliance! ” 
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" Assuredly, most honoured madam. But it is right to try 
every means that Providence places within our reach.” 

“ Yes, Amy, and I will leave none untried.” 

Mrs. Morgan and the Lady Nairne were now announced, 
and the Countess of Nithsdale entered the coach to proceed 
with them to St. James’s. 

Mrs. Morgan found no difficulty in procuring their admission 
to the antechamber through which the king must necessarily pass 
in his way from his own apartments to the drawing-room. The 
ladies placed themselves in the recess of the middle window of 
the three, which occupied one side of the apartment; and, some¬ 
what concealed by the curtains, they there awaited the coming 
of the king. 

Upon the most trifling occasions expectation makes the heart 
beat: the watching the opening of a door, the entrance of 
any particular individual, excites a certain emotion. What 
must then have bt'eii the feelings of the countess as, with her 
eyes riveted upon the folding-doors through which his majesty 
was to enter, she fancied every moment she saw them move ! 
And when they unfolded, and some of the lords of the bed¬ 
chamber passed forth, she each time turned an anxious, inquir¬ 
ing glance on Mrs. Morgan, to know if this might be the king. 

While she was thus in breathless expectation, the Duke of 
Moijtrose approached to cheer her, by a few words of kindly 
encouragement; but she made him a sign not to claim her 
acquaintance; for the Karl of Pembroke having, at the time 
he promised to interest himself in her favour, desired her not 
to address him itt public, she <leemed that any exertion the 
duke might subsequently make for her, would come with the 
more effect from one who did not appear in the light of a per¬ 
sonal friend. 

Every moment seemed to Lady Nithsdale an age. Even 
the con)posed Lady Nairne changed colour: and Mrs. Morgan 
looked from one to the other, anti frequently pressed Lady 
Nitlisdale’s hand, and bade her be of good cheer and not lose 
courage. She assured her the king would not long tarry ; that 
he w'a.s usually most punctual in his habits; and, in an agitated 
tone, uttered all the consoling nothings, which are poured into 
the ear of those, whose highly-wrought nerves are expected 
to give way at the moment it is most needful they should be 
collected. 
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At length the door again opened: there was a general stillness. 
Every one who could command a view of the persons approacli- 
ing, arranged his countenance, composed his demeanour; the 
court gossip, which had been buzzed around, was suddemly 
hushed, the lounging attitude relinquished, the droll anecdote 
suspended, and the laugh silenced, 

A pale man, with a good, rather than a dignified aspect, 
entered the apartment. He -wore a tie-wjg. His dress was 
plain, and all of one sober colour, with stockings of the same 
hue. 

Lady Nithsdale read in Mrs. Morgan’s glance that it was 
the king, and she hastened from the recess of the window. 
She threw herself on her knees before him, as he reached the 
middle of the room, telling him she was the unfortunate 
Countess of Nithsdale, who implored mercy for her husbaml. 
She spoke in French, as the king’s knowledge of Engli.sh was 
very imperfect. She held up the petition with both her hands, 
entreating him to read it; but the king waved’ her off, and 
attemi)ted to proceed. 

The Lady Nairne also was not backward in pressing her 
petition, and the king impatiently thrust them both from liim, 
and j)assed on towards the opposite door; but the Lady Niths¬ 
dale clung to the skirts of his coat. 

As she pleaded, and pleaded in vain, she grew desj)erate,— 
almost maddened. Still in vain ! The king listened not to 
her prayers. She would not let go her hold, and was actually 
(Iraggetl in her agony from the mhldle of the anti‘ch:nnher to 
the door of the drawing-room, when one of the lords iji at¬ 
tendance forcibly wrested the king’s dress from her hands, 
while another took her round the waist and raised her from 
the ground. 

No sooner did she feel the touch of a stranger than all her 
dignity and self-possession returned. Quickly disengaging 
herself from liis grasp, she stood for a moment looking on the 
(ioor by which the monarch had retired. Her bosom swelled 
v/ith indignation — the blood of all her noble ancestors inantleti 
lu her face. 'J’hat she, the daughter of the Duke of Fovvis, 
should thus be treated ! rejected !—cast off like the scum ol‘ 
tile earth ! when it was well-known tlie king received the 
petitions of the meanest of his subjects! — that she shoulil 
he dragged on the very ground—that .she should be spurned 
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from his feet — that she should be forcibly seized by rude 
hands ! 

All around seemed to swim before her eyes; and had it not 
been for Mrs. Morgan’s kindly help, she must have fallen on 
the door. Her friend gently assisted her to a seat, and then a 
flood of tears came to her relief. 

Meanwhile, tlie petition wliich she had attempted to thrust 
into the king’s ])ocket had fallen to the ground, and one of the 
gentlemen in wailing brought it to her. The Lady Nairne 
liad already succeeded in delivering her’s to one who promised 
it should reach tlie king; and the Lady Nithsdale, when 
somewhat recovered from the agitation of this strange scene, 
hastily wrote a few lines in pencil, addressed to the Earl of 
Iforset, %vho was the lord of the bed-chamber then in waiting, 
and entrusted it, with the petition, to Mrs. Morgan. 

Her friend left the countess for a while, and entered the 
drawing-room ; but to one so zealous, so devoted, so warm¬ 
hearted, the brilliant circle seemed for a moment a confused 
and bewildering scene. She had just parted from a fellow’- 
creature, whose soul Avas harrowed by the most agonising 
emotions, her face pale and haggard, her dress disordered; she 
had just been witnessing grief, — desperation in its most 
touching form ; and in one moment she found herself among 
gay and thoughtless creatures, all intent on their own objects 
of vanity and amusement ! The studied attire, the conscious 
simper, the jiretty blush, the down-cast lid, the bewitching 
smile, the graceful turn of the swan-like throat, the brilliant 
Hash of the sparkling eye, the affected flutter of the fan, the 
thousand varied attractions, were all put in rerjuisition to charm, 
to dazzle, or to subdue. She heard around her the playful 
banter, the witty repartee, the implied compliment, the softened 
whisper, the politely turned attack, the sharp retort; and she 
wondered for the moment how such frivolities could possess so 
absorbing an interest! 

She was threading her way through the gay and dazzling 
throng, when her progress was arrested by the circle around 
tlie king himself. She was compelled to wait with outward 
composure, although she was secretly all impatience to execute 
the commission entrusted to her, and to return quickly to Lady 
Nithsdale. As she stood watching for an opportunity of 
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slipping past unperceived, she found herself within sight, 
though scarcely within hearing, of the Duchess of Montrose. 

Two young men were evidently paying her the sort of ho¬ 
mage permitted by the gallantry of the day. She was an¬ 
swering each with animation and spirit. There was the passing 
frown, the lightening smile, the assumed air of absence if 
anything was said which she wished not to hear. 

The attention of one of the gentlemen being presently with¬ 
drawn by some of his acquaintance, it appeared to Mrs. 
Morgan that the other continued the conversation in a more 
earnest tone than before. She fancied she saw a blush mantle 
on the cheek of the duchess, — for a morqent she appeared 
distressed. The duke, who w’as near, and was engaged in 
deep and serious discourse with the Earl of Pembroke, hail 
taken no part in the playful conversation which was passing 
behind him. But the duchess, making some light evasive 
answer, suddenly tapped her husband's arm with her fan, and 
caused him to turn round. She then seemed to be detailing 
to him the point in dispute, and applying to him as umpire. 
Mrs. Morgan watched all these little manoeuvres ; for she could 
not help wondering how one who professed friendship for tlie 
Countess of Nithsdale could thus give herself up to w'orldly 
vanities and interests. When first she caught a view of the 
Duke of Montrose’s countenance, it bore the traces of sad¬ 
ness ; but as he listened to his graceful and lively wife, it 
brightened into a bland expression of amusement. Upon the 
duke’s being thus called to join in the discourse, the young 
gallant seemed discomposed but for an instant, and apparently 
recovering himself, at once entered into the spirit of the 
duchess’s bantering; and Mrs. Morgan again thought of the 
countess’s despair, and mentally exclaimed, “ If she could see 
how gaily her friend, the lively duchess, can smile even now!” 
But she did not long feel thus. In a few moments the duke, 
in a low voice, made some communication to his wife, which 
had the effect of chasing the roses from her cheeks, and dim¬ 
ming the brilliancy of her smile. The dark and laughing eyes 
no longer sparkled with the gay consciousness of charming, 
but were fixed on her husband’s face with an expression of 
dismay and woe. 

She looked round as if wishing to make her escape: then, 
perceiving Mrs. Morgan, she rushed to her: — 
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“ f)h, Mrs. Morgan!” she exclaimed, “is this all true? 
You were with her, were you not ? ” 

“ Yes, your grace; I was with the Countess of Nithsdale, 
t!ven now, in the antechamber.” 

“ Is she still there? I must go to her; I must go instantly 
to my poor cousin Winifred ! ” 

*• Stay, dearest Christian ! ” interposed the duke ; “ Lady 
Nithsdale herself, this very evening, motioned me not to speak 
to her; and the Earl of Pembroke says, the less we put our¬ 
selves forward unnecessarily, the more effectually we may be 
able*to serve her. He not so rash and thoughtless. That 
warm heart of yours carries you beyond the bounds of pru- 
tlence, dear Christian ! ” — but the duke looked at her with 
pleasure and kindness while he checked her. 

“ Alas ! and is it true that the king dragged her all across 
the room, and would not give heed to her petition ?” 

“ Most true, your grace !” 

“ (.)h, my lord tluke ! but indeed this was not kind and 
right in his majesty,” said the duchess, turning once more 
towanls her husband an appealing glance. 

“ 'We must not speak treason, dearest Christian, here, in 
the royal presence ! ” 

“ Nav ! I cannot but think this was cruel; — and may 1 
not go to her ? Is she still in the antechamber, Mrs. Morgan ? ” 

“ Yes, but she will be gone in a few moments ; and youj- 
grace may rest assuretl that the countess shall meet with every 
kindness and attention.” 

“ You are a good, kind soul,” said the duchess ; and my 
poor cousin has many times told me how much she owes to 
your friendly sympathy.” 

The king had changed his position, and the passage was 
now free. Mrs. Morgan, after briefly explaining her errand 
to the duchess, passed on to where the Earl of Dorset was 
engaged at cards with the Prince. She contrived, however, 
to give him the packet ; and receive<l his assurance, that when 
the game was over, he would peruse and attend toils contents. 

As she wound her way back, she found that the king's re¬ 
jection of the Ladies Nithsdale's and Nairne’s petitions had 
been raj)idly communicated from mouth to mouth ; and that, 
except ill the immediate hearing of the king, no other subject 
%vas discussed. She could scarcely make her way through the 

I. •!> 
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crowd, so anxious was every one to learn from her each detail 
of what had really passed. All were eager, some indignant ; 
but some urged, that if his majesty once received a wife’s 
petition, it would be most difficult then to refuse, and that 
unless he had made up bis mind to pardon treason — proved 
and acknowledged treason — he had no other course to pursue 
than to avoid witnessing grief he could not alleviate ; that his 
sudden, though somewhat undignified flight, did not by any 
means bear the character of hardness, but, on the contrary, 
might lead a candid mind to believe he durst not trust himself 
to witness the desperation of two disconsolate wives. 

It was with difficulty that Mrs. Morgan regained the door, 
and hastened back to the friend who stood so much in need of 
her consoling sympathy. Slowly and drearily did they retrace 
their steps. 

The Lady Nairne, who had secret information that her ap¬ 
plication was likely to be successful, was comparatively com¬ 
posed, and bore what should have seemed an equal tlisappoint- 
ment with equanimity and resignation. 

The Countess of Nithsdale, exhausted, humbled, indig¬ 
nant, mortified, grieved, was for the time more thoroughly 
subdued than she had ever been before. 

And yet she had not been sanguine as to the result of this 
petition ; those means on which she most relied were still 
available ; but to her lofty spirit, the contempt w'ith which 
she had been treated, in sight of all the court, gave her a 
painful sensation of degradation. It was some slight conso¬ 
lation to her to learn from Mrs. Morgan, what the Duchess of 
Montrose the next day confirmed still more strongly, that when 
the circumstances which had occurred without became gene¬ 
rally whispered through the drawing-room, the harslmess of 
the king had been the topic of conversation the whole evening. 

With her gentleness there was blended a certain degree of 
pride, a consciousness of being the scion of an ancient stock, 
which would have rendered it impossible for a mean thought 
even to pass through her mind, and which ever enabled her to 
entrench herself in dignified reserve, shoultl others neglect to 
pay that respect due to birth, which, unless forgotten by 

tiiem, would never be remembered by herself. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 


Distress is virtue’s opportunity. Southern. 


The Earl of Nithsdale felt even more keenly than did the 
countess the indignity with which she had heen treated in her 
interview with the king. 

His dark eye flashed, he bit hi.s compressed lip till the 
l)lood almost started ; he paced the apartment with hasty 
strides, as he pictured to himself his graceful, his delicate, his 
shrinking Winifred, on whose fair form he would scarcely 
allow the winds to blow too roughly, dragged along the floor, 
the rude hands of strangers round that slender waist; and it 
was then he felt indeed that he was a prisoner, powerless to 
defend her whom he had sworn to cherish ! The bars, the 
holts, the high walls, the moat, the guards ! oh, how his soul 
rebelled against them all ! How agonising was the impotent 
indignation which possessed his every faculty. 

Lady Nithsdale grieved to see his agitation, and yet from 
his very agitation she gathered hope that she might eventually 
work him to her wishes. 

Meanw’hile, with the assistance of Amy, she had procured 
most of the articles necessary for the disguise of her husband ; 
ami although resolved that every other means of safety should 
Ik' tried, she still kept her mind lixed upon this last resource. 
I'he consciousness of having still a point to look to, something 
still to rest upon when all else failetl, sustained her courage ; 
but at the same time it prevented her attempting to submit to 
an event, which, in the judgment of others, was now ine¬ 
vitable. She could not even think of resignation ; on the 
contrary, with this secret hope in her heart, and this plan in 
her mind, she would have been alarmed at her own want of 
reliance in that plan, had she tried to school her feelings to 
acquiesce in the fatal doom. 

A few days after the countess’s unsuccessful application to 
the king, the resolution was taken in council that the sentence 
passed upon the rebel lords should l)e carried into execution 
without delay, and on the 18th the necessary warrants and 
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orders were despatched, both to the Lieutenant of the Tower, 
and to the Sheriffs of the city of London and Middlesex. 

There was a startling reality in these measures that for tlie 
moment shook her inmost soul ; yet she would not allow her¬ 
self to dwell upon the intelligence; she scarcely gave herself 
time to reflect, but all the more strenuously busied herself in 
seeing that her preparations were complete ; and she strove 
to interest herself in the attempt made the following day by 
the Countess of Dferwentwater to move the king to mercy. 
Accompanied by the Duchesses of Cleveland and of Bolton, 
and by many other ladies of rank, she was introduced by the 
Dukes of St. Albans and of Richmond, to the king’s presence, 
and humbly implored his clemency ; but her application met 
with no better success than the Lady Nithsdale’s more pas¬ 
sionate appeal. 

It was therefore arranged by the wives of all the condemned 
lords, that two days afterwards, on February the 21st, they 
should repair to the lobby of the House of I’eers, and there 
implore the intercession of their lordships with the king. 

More than twenty other ladies of the very first distinction 
accompanied them. It might have moved the most unfeeling 
to behold so many of the fairest and the noblest of the realm 
in such deep and unfeigned distress. But though among the 
mourning group there were many countenances which bore the 
traces of intense anxiety, many whose expression of grief 
amounted almost to despair, some perhaps who might boast 
of greater positive beauty of feature, on none tlid sorrow sit 
with so touching a grace as on the Countess of Nithsdale. 
The wan transparency of her naturally pale complexion, the 
refined cast of her features, which seemed moulded only to 
express the highest and purest affections of the soul, assorted 
well with the situation of deep interest in which she was 
placed. 

But on this occasion the hearts of all seemed steeled against 
them. Their application met with little attention : no mea¬ 
sures were taken, no motion made, in consequence of their 
petition. In blank disappointment each sought again her 
disconsolate, her widowed home. 

Dispirited, but not utterly hopeless, they on the following 
day, the 22d, repaired again to Westminster Hall, and with 
tliem a still greater attendance of the first, and the noblest, of 
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the ladies who adorned the British court; and with still 
more passionate earnestness they appealed to both houses of 
parliament. 

In the Commons their petitions met with no success. Not¬ 
withstanding an eloquent address on the part of Sir Richard 
Steele, the court party moved that the discussion should be 
adjourned to the 1st of March, and carried it by a majority of 
seven voices. 

With the Lords they found more favour. Although the 
Duke of Richmond, even when presenting the Earl of Der- 
wentwater’s petition, declared that he would himself vote 
against it, yet others spoke warmly and eloquently in behalf of 
men, who, though mistaken, had still acted from conscientious 
motives. 

The Earl of Danby, moved with pity, for the Lord Nairne's 
numerous family, urged strongly that the petitions of the 
several lords should be received and read. Tbe Lord Towns- 
hend and several others, who upon all occasions had given 
undoubted proofs of their attachment to the present govern¬ 
ment, supported the contrary opinion ; when, to the surprise 
of many, the Earl of Nottingham declared in favour of the 
petitions being read. As president of the council he drew 
with him many i>eers, and the motion was carried by nine or 
ten voices. 

Then came the question whether in the case of an impeach¬ 
ment the king possessed the power to reprieve. It was now 
that the Earl of Pembroke redeemed his pledge of exerting 
himself in Lady Nithsdale’s favour. His animated and elo¬ 
quent address carried with him the sense of the house ; and, 
with the assistance of the Duke of Montrose, the king’s power 
to pardon was carried in the affirmative. 

This was followed by a motion for an address to the king 
that, as he had the power to do so, he would be pleased to 
grant a reprieve to the lords who lay under sentence of death, 
which, although opposed by the firmest friends of govern¬ 
ment, was also carried. 

Lady Nithsdale’s heart bounded within her; hope for a 
moment danced in her bosom, and lighted up her cheek with 
a passing bloom. Her joy was however doomed to be 
evanescent, for another lord represented that though cle¬ 
mency was one of the brightest virtues which adorn and sup- 
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port a crown, yet in his opinion the same should be exercised 
only on proper objects ; ” and he therefore moved, “ that they 
should address the king to reprieve such of the condemned 
lords as deserved his mercy, and approved themselves worthy 
of this intercession, and not all indiscriminately.” 

The amendment was carried by two voices only, but it was 
carried ; — and her heart once more sank within her. 'This 
salvo blasted all her hopes. She was assured it was aimed at 
the exclusion of those who would not subscribe such a peti¬ 
tion as some of the peers had themselves prepared, — a thing 
she knew her husband would never submit to ; nor, as she 
herself declared, would she have wished to preserve his life 
on such terms. 

Still, however, the address to the king had passed generally, 
and she thought she might turn this circumstance to account 
in lulling the vigilance of the guards. She lost no time in 
quitting the House of Lords, and hastening to the Tower ; 
where, affecting an air of joy and security, she told the sol¬ 
diers as she passed, that she brought joyful tidings to the 
prisoners, for that the petition had passed in their favour. 
She then gave them some money to drink to the lords and his 
majesty ; but she prudently made it but a trifling sum, hoping 
thereby to secure their good-will, without awakening in them 
any suspicion of design on her part. 

And now there remained but the one last resource. She 
trembled as she thought that, though all was in her own mind 
prepared, the most difficult point remained yet to be accom¬ 
plished,—her husband had not yet consented to the disguise 
she proposed ; and although he had not retracted his promise 
of giving her proposal a fair and patient hearing, she had in 
fact extracted from him nothing more. If he should now 
pertinaciously refuse to accede to it! Oh, no, it was impos¬ 
sible. He could not doom her to such hopeless, unutterable 
misery ! 

Trembling, agitated, yet worked up to the utmost pitch 
of courage and resolution, she reached his apartment. She 
staggered into the room ; and flinging herself into his arms, 
she sobbed convulsively on his bosom. She could not speak : 
but after a few moments he said, with hopeless composure and 
tenderness, — 

So, my poor Winifred, both houses have then rejected 
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our prayers ! Alas for you, my love I would I were able to 
give you consolation ! would I could alleviate your sorrows ! ” 
“ You can ! you can ! You, and you alone, can now save 
me from despair ! ” she exclaimed with passion. Her eyes 
were dry, her cheek wras flushed, her whole countenance 
seemed suddenly inspired: “ My life, my existence, are in 
your hands ! You have but to will it, to make me the hap¬ 
piest of wives, of mothers ! If I am doomed to the early 
death of the heart-broken,” she continued almost in a threat¬ 
ening tone, or if I am doomed to drag on a weary, joyless 
existence, a lingering death-like life, iji which the welfare of 
my soul — yes, the salvation of a precious soul, is in peril, for 
I shall murmur, I shall repine — there is no resignation here 
— I feci I shall not submit as it w'ould be my duty to do : — 
if such is the fate before me, it will be you who doom me to 
it! T can save you — I am sure I can! If you refuse to 
lend yourself to the measures I propose, it will be you who de¬ 
stroy my haj>piness in this w'orld, you who peril my salvation 
in the next! ” 

There was a restless fire in her eye, an energy in her man¬ 
ner, a fearful inspiration about her, that awed, while it touched 
him. He could not but think what must be the strength of 
those feelings which could so transport her out of herself; 
which could change the mild, timid, shrinking wife, into the 
inspired threatening Sibyl ! 

“ Hush, hush, my love ! you know not what you say !” 

She looked wildly ami doubtingly around her; then burst¬ 
ing into tears,— “Alas! alas! what have I uttered ? ” — and 
falling on her knees, with clasped hands raised to heaven,— 

Pardon. C) most merciful Being ; pardon for my wild and 
w'icked words ! O Thou on whom my reliance is placed, Thou 
in whose providence I trust, — cast me not off for these hasty 
words, w’rnng from me by insufferable anguish ! And thou, 
my lord, my love, my husband, urge me not to despair ! This 
brain may become unsettled, reason may give way, I may 
again be hurried into impious ravings !—Oh, take pity upon 
me, dearest, dearest husband ! ” She clung to his knees ; she 
stretched her beseeching arms towards him. 

Do w'ith me what thou wilt, Winifred. If this is weak¬ 
ness, I am w’eak I If this is cowardice, I am no longer brave ! 
Command me ! guide me ! — I am but the instrument in thy 
bauds, my wife ! 1 would sacrifice my life to honour j but 
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if there is dishonour in my attempt to escape, I will sacrifice 
honour itself to you, my love ! ” 

It is not the sacrifice of your honour I demand ; your¬ 
self cannot value it more highly than does your wife. They 
carried the address to the king, but it was coupled with an 
amendment that it should only apply to those who would sign 
a petition of their own framing. I knew you would not—I 
do not ask you to do so. Your honour is precious to me as 
your life—'more precious than your life ! — but there is no dis¬ 
honour in escaping from a cruel and an ignominious death !” 

Not ignominious, Winifred ; an honourable death !” 

From a cruel and an unjust death !—a treacherous death ! 
Was it not upon the understanding that your lives were to be 
spared that you all surrendered at Preston ? Was it not to 
avoid useless effusion of blood that you yielded ? and that you 
advised others to yield ? Would it not have been easier and 
sweeter to have perished in battle, than to die on the scaffold, 
as your fellow prisoners must ? No! there is no dishonour 
in escaping from tyranny ! ” She spoke with energy, for the 
first time uttering the words of “ death " and “ scaffold,” 
which had never before found their way to her lips. 

Have I not said it, my love ? I am ready to follow your 
injunctions. l)o with me what you will.” 

You have promised it, you have sworn it!”—and her 
face was radiant wdth joy. “My own love ! you are mine 
once more I We shall not be parted ; — we shall live and die 
together, — we shall grow old together ! Oh, thanks! thanks ! ’’ 
and her imagination had overleaped all the bars and bolts, the 
dreary boundaries of the prison. She felt they were at large 
to roam over the wide world together. He gave her one sad 
and grateful kiss, and walked to the window to conceal his 
emotion ; but she saw the expression of his countenance as he 
slowdy surveyed the court-yard, and his eye rested on each 
sentry as he paced in his appointed spot. 

She perceived the almost mocking smile w'hich passed tran¬ 
siently over his lips ; and she plainly read how vain he thought 
her hopes, how unavailing would prove the consent she had 
extorted from him. 

“You think my schemes all visionary! — you think me 
scarcely in my right senses !-—you deem me already crazed 
with grief! ” 



COUNTESS OF N1THSDA1.E. 159 

“ Nay, my love, I think your wishes run beyond your judg¬ 
ment, and I fear you are only preparing for yourself a more 
bitter disappointment. The blow will fall the heavier for 
coining upon you in your present state of excitement. It 
would tend more to your future peace of mind if, discarding 
all worldly thoughts, you would fix your hopes, and would 
assist me in fixing mine, on heaven, and heaven alone.” 

“ And think you it could tend to my future peace of mind, 
the reflection that one hour of bold prudence, one hour of 
steady perseverance in the execution of the scheme already 
formed, might have led to a reunion for life? — perhaps a 
long and happy life ! You would not surely retract the vow 
so solemnly made, even now?” she added in a reproachful 
tone. 

‘‘ No ! I have promised ; and I will keep my promise !” 

She pressed his hand in token of gratitude. “ Then I must 
away. There are still some with whom 1 have need to com¬ 
municate. Do not look for me early to-morrow : I shall not 
be with you till towards dusk, — and then- ” 

“Not till evening? The last day must I be deprived of 
your presence till evening ? ” 

“ The first day of your deliverance, my love ! — the first of 
many days of liberty and happiness ! ” 

He dropped his eyes. He would not sadden her by his 
own forebodings. And yet he felt he should be permitted to 
look on her for so short a space, that it was with difficulty he 
could bring himself to lose sight of her for a moment. 

It was already night ; hut he watched her from his prison 
window, and fancied he could detect her beloved form as she 
glided down the steps leading to the archway. He stood 
gazing at the spot till tears suffused his eyes ; and he flung 
himself upon a seat, detcrminetl to wrestle with his emotions. 

When alone,—when not exposetl to the influence of her 
tenderness, — he looked on death with perfect composure, and 
almost wished his course was run, and that the inevitable 
moment was arrived. The hopes with which she strove to 
inspire him unsettled and distracted him ; arid then he re¬ 
proached himself for such weakness. Yet how collect his 
thoughts ? how temper them dowm to a tranquil, firm, un- 
mo ve<l acquiescence in his doom, when all his energies would 
be required for the enterprise which was to restore him to life. 
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to love, and to liberty ? He strove to forget the plan in agita¬ 
tion. He tried to abstract himself in prayer ; but when most 
he hoped to have spiritualised his meditations, visions of the 
future would flash across his mind, painful anticipations of 
what would be his Winifred’s desperation upon the failure of 
her attempt, agonising shame at the idea of being discovered 
and caught in the act of evasion, dread of appearing in the 
undignified position of a reclaimed fugitive, dragged unwil¬ 
lingly to the block, instead of the loyal martyr, boldly, firmly, 
with an unconstrained step, mounting the scaflbld, to con¬ 
summate the sacrifice he had of his own free will chosen to 
make. 

He almost repented the promise he had given ; he longed 
for the repose of hopelessness. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

Mpthinks my soul is rous’d to lier last work, 

Has much to do, mid little time to spare. 

Hryden 

The Countess of Nithsdale had quitted her liusband. She 
wound her solitary way through the dreary purlieus which had 
become only too familiar to her. She had gained the long- 
wished-for consent; she had extracted a vow, a solemn vow, 
from her lord, and she feared not that he would break it : hut 
never did the difficulties of her undertaking appear to her so 
appalling as at the present moment ; the sentries so innumer¬ 
able, the guards so alert, the way so long, the walls so lofty, 
the moat so broad ! 

W’hile his consent was to be gained, all else seemed easy , 
but now the dangers rose up in fearful array liefore her ! 

But this was not the time to waver. Where could she look 
for support but to lier own unshrinking soul ? Amy, she 
knew, considered her plan impracticable, 'ro no one else had 
she imparted it. 

During the short time which intervened before she reached 
her home, she had recovered her confident reliance on the 
protection of Providence, and on the strength which that I’ro- 
vidence would vouchsafe to her; and w’ith a firm countenance 
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she informed Amy that her lord’s consent was obtained, that 
every difficulty was smoothing itself before her, and that they 
had but to go on and prosper. 

Thank Heaven that my lord has consented,” answered 
Amy ; “but, dearest madam, is this, in truth, the only hope 
now left ? Here is a packet which arrived even now from the 
* Duchess of Montrose. Who knows but it may contain good 
news ? ” 

With trembling hands the countess tore it open ; but Amy 
saw with a glance that there was no hope administered by its 
contents. No worse news, I trust, madam ? ” 

“ No worse than I expected ; but read yourself, good Amy, 
I have nor voice nor eyesight,” as she brushed off a tear, ^'nor 
strength. All the strength I possess must be reserved for to¬ 
morrow.” 

The duchess’s letter told her that the petition from the 
Lords had received no more favourable answer from the king 
than “that on this, and all other occasions, he would do what 
he thought most consistent with the dignity of his crown and 
the safety of his people.” The duchess added, that this 
answ'er would next morning be formally announced to the 
public, but that meanwhile she had hastened to communicate 
it to her friend, thinking she might deem it advisable to adopt 
some farther measures, although she scarcely knew what mea¬ 
sures to recommend. 

In consequence of this information. Lady Nithsdale re¬ 
solved, as a last resource, in the event of her scheme proving 
unsuccessful, to prepare for still presenting one more private 
I)etition to the king. To this end she appointed Mr. M’Kenzie, 
an old friend of her lord’s, and, through her sister Lady Sea- 
forth, a connexion of her own, to await her on the following 
evening, at her lodgings. She felt secure of his friendly sup¬ 
port in any emergency. She also applied to the Duchess of 
Buccleugh ; who promised, if Lady Nithsdale called upon her 
to do so, she would be in readiness to accompany her to court. 

She passed what remained of that evening, and the early 
part of the following morning, in completing every arrange¬ 
ment in case of either contingency. Even had not these 
manifold cares occupied her time, she could scarcely have 
trusted herself with her husband. Constant, incessant busi¬ 
ness was absolutely necessary to her. If she had sat down to 

At 
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think, to calculate the chances, it would have been impossible 
to her to have preserved the self-command so indispensable to 
the success of her undertaking. 

It was not till towards the afternoon of this trying day, the 
2Srd, that she desired Amy to request Mrs. Mills would favour 
her with her company for a few moments. 

The compassionate Mrs. Mills instantly obeyed her sum¬ 
mons, though almost dreading to find herself in the presence 
of one whose grief she feared to witness. But Lady Niths- 
dale was perfectly calm and collected. After thanking her for 
her constant kindness and hospitality, she at once entered upon 
the subject ; and telling her that having had such experience 
of the goodness of her heart, she did not doubt but slie wouhl 
continue to prove herself the kind friend she had ever found 
her; and that she would not refuse to accompany her that 
day to the Tower, in order that, as she w’as not personally 
known to the guards and those in attendance, her lord might 
the more easily pass for her. She then detailed to her the 
whole plan for his escape, and urged that as this was the very 
evening preceding the execution, there was no time for doubt 
and hesitation. She told her all other hope was now at 
an end. Reprieves had l>een despatched for the Lords Win- 
toun, Widdrington, and Naime; but at the same time orders 
had been given for the execution, the next morning, of Lord 
Derwentwater, Lord Kenmure, and of her husband 1 She 
spoke with a firm voice ; and such was her excited state of 
hope and resolution, that the words which struck through 
Amy's heart, which made Mrs. Mills shrink and tremble, 
seemed as if they were to her but a matter of business. 

Mrs. Mills, all agitated and confused, promised to assist to 
the best of her ability, and Lady Nithsdale instantly over¬ 
whelmed her with thanks; and having despatched M'alter 
Elliot to Mrs. Morgan, to request she also would instantly 
visit her, she then occupied herself in ascertaining from Amy 
Evans the exact situation of the house where tlrey were to 
meet, when she should have succeeded in placing her husband 
beyond the precincts of the Tower. 

Mrs. Morgan delayed not to wait on the countess, who 
found little difficulty in gaining her consent to any plan which 
might serve one whom she had quickly learned to love with 
all the warmth of her enthusiastic heart. Indeed, both she 
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and Mrs. Mills were so taken by surprise, the case was so 
pressing, the plan to be so instantly carried into execution, 
that there was no time for indecision or reflection. They 
must either doom the Earl of Nithsdale to certain death on 
the morrow, and his wife to utter despair; or they must lend 
themselves to the scheme so warily, so judiciously, so dis¬ 
creetly contrived. 

Lady Nithsdale begged Mrs. Morgan, who was of a pecu¬ 
liarly slender make, to put under her own riding-hood that 
which she had prepared for Mrs. Mills, who was to leave hers 
in the prison for the earl. 

She then hurried them both into the coach ; and repeating 
her directions, enforcing her counsels, she allowed no pause in 
the conversation, during which they might have leisure to 
reflect and to repent. 

In their hurry and their astonishment, they thought not of 
the possible consequences, but submitted to obey Lady Niths¬ 
dale in all things, who guided them with the overawing 
mastery which, at the moment of trial, the stronger mind in¬ 
variably exercises over those of a more feeble and yielding tem¬ 
perament. 

The coach stopped at the Tower. Lady Nithsdale had 
permission to introduce but one person at a time ; and leaving 
Airs. Mills in the carriage, she took Mrs. Morgan with her. 

She had not seen her husband since the preceding night, 
and this was the eve of execution ! If she failed, the morrow 
would see her a widow ! But she drove such thoughts from 
her mind ; — she •hurried Mrs. Morgan along, — she almost 
pushed her into the apartment. 

Lord Nithsdale rushed to his wife, and pressed her to his 
bo^m. Oh, Winifred ! ” he exclaimed, half reproachfully ; 
“ this long, long, weary day, and 1 have not seen you ! " 

She disengaged herself from him. 

I must not look on you,” she said ; I must not listen to 
you — I must not think — we must now act, and not a word 
must be uttered that is not to the purpose ! Here is my good, 
kind, dear Mrs. Morgan ! She is, and has been from the first, 
a true and faithful friend ; and now, dear Mrs. Morgan, we 
must lose no time in speech or compliment.” 

Mrs. Morgan took off the hood, and soon disencumbered 
herself of the dress, which had been put on over her own. 
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Lord Nithsdale meanwhile stood by, passive, but "miserable. 
The long morning had appeared to him interrainabe. The 
early February twilight had seemed as if it never would arrive, 
He still looked upon this day as his last on earth ; and his 
feelings, though not his reason, were almost disposed to 
murmur at his wife for not being with him during the few 
remaining hours which they might have passed together. He 
had to remind himself that she was toiling in his service, not 
to feel abandoned by her. It was with a strange and mixed 
sensation that he had watched the waning light. He was im¬ 
patient for the shades of evening, which he trusted would 
bring to him the beloved of his soul ; and yet, as he dwelt 
upon the last rays of sunshine, he felt loth to part with them 
for ever, — to think that he should never again see that glorious 
luminary fulfil its course in splendour, and shed its brilliancy 
on all around ; hateful to him as was the dreary prospect 
from his prison windows, he now thought with regret that he 
should never again see its western beams gild the square 
turrets of the "White Tower. At moments he felt life was 
worth one desperate effort; but more frequently he hoped, 
w'hen his Winifred did come, it would he to tell him that her 
scheme was impracticable, to release him from his vow, and to 
allow him to meet his fate with dignity and resignation. 

She came, and all was turmoil and confusion within his 
bosom. He was pledged to obey her. Indeed there w'as no 
time for argument or remonstrance. She would have listened 
to none. 

Those who stand upon the threshold of the grave — those 
to whom in a few liours the mysteries of a future existence 
may all be unfolded — seem as it were a link between the 
living and the dead, and are ever regardeil with a certain 
awe, as Mrs. Morgan experienced when looking on him of 
whom she had lieard so much — on him for whom, though 
unknown, she had felt so keenly — on the stranger for w'hom 
she was now incurring, what might prove to herself, no in¬ 
considerable peril. 

That pensive countenance, that noble brow, those lofty 
features, all spoke a soul within, which might well justify 
his w'ife’s devotion, and she felt that such a creature must not 
perish. She repented not of her consent; but gladly, wil¬ 
lingly, incurred the present risk. 
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When the change in her dress was effected. Lady Nithsdale 
conducted her back to the staircase; begging her, in the hear¬ 
ing of the guards, to lose no time in sending her maid to dress 
her, and expressing the greatest fear lest, if she did not come 
immediately, she should be too late to present the last petition 
that night. 

She presently afterwards descended the stairs to meet Mrs. 
IVIills, who, according to their previous arrangement, concealed 
her face with her handkerchief, as if in tears. When the 
door was closed she made her take off her own hood, and put 
on that which Mrs. Morgan had left for her; and then 
bidding her assume a more cheerful countenance (in order 
that when her lord appeared in her dress, he might the more 
easily j)ersonate the lady who had entered weeping and 
afflicted), she took her by the hand, and led her out of the 
earl’s chamber. In passing through the next room, she said 
with all the concern imaginable. 

My dear Mrs. Catherine, go in all haste, and send me 
my waiting-maid. She certainly cannot reflect how late it is. 
I am to present my petition to-night; and if I let slip this 
opportunity, I am undone, for to-morrow will be too late; 
hasten her as much as possible, for I shall be on thorns till 
she comes.” 

The guards, to whom the countess’s liberality the preceding 
day had endeared her, disturbed her not, but allowed her to 
pass and repass with her company : the more freely also, as, 
having been told by her that the imprisoned lords were likely 
to obtain their liberty, they were not so strictly on the watch 
as they had hitherto been. All in the outer room, who were 
chiefly the guanls’ wdves and daughters, seemed to compas¬ 
sionate her exceedingly ; and the sentinel himself opened the 
door for them* There was nothing in the apjMjarance of the 
fair and florid Mrs. Mills which could excite the slightest 
suspicion. 

Having seen her safe out. Lady Nithsdale returned to 
finish dressing her lord. She had prepared false hair of a 
fair colour; the more to resemble Mrs. Mills, whose hair was 
inclined to be flaxen. She coloured his dark eye-brows with 
light paint; and she also painted his face wdth red and white, 
for there was no time to shave his dark beard. She dressed 
him in some of her own petticoats, and in the hood Mrs, 
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Mills had worn. As the evening had by tliis time closed in, 
and she feared that the light of candles might betray them, 
she hastened him from the apartment. She led liim by the 
hand, whilst he held his handkerchief to his eyes ; and being 
dressed in the same dress, and his hair and complexion being 
made somewhat to resemble those of Mrs. Mills, he easily 
passed for the weeping young lady whose affliction at having 
parted for the last time from a dear friend might very natu¬ 
rally be even more overwhelming than W'hen she entered a 
short time before. 

Lady Nithsdale spoke to him in the most piteous tone of 
voice, bitterly bewailing the negligence of her maid Evans, 
who had ruined her by her tielay. Yet, while she spoke, it 
almost went against her to accuse of negligence the devoted 
Amy ! Still, addressing the earl, she continued ; — 

“ My dear Mrs. Betty, for the love of God run quickly, and 
bring her with you. You know my lodging, and if ever you 
made despatch in your life, do it at present. I am almost 
distracted with this disappointment.” 

The guards opened the door. She was permitted to pass 
with one friend at a time: they had not kept exact account 
of the number ivho had entered, satisfied that all was right 
while she was accompanied by only one female, and one also 
whom they believed to have seen so lately enter the chamber 
within. She went down with him, still conjuring him to 
make all possible haste. 

As soon as he had cleared the door, she made him walk 
before, lest the sentinel should take notice of his walk ; and 
she still continued to press him to make despatch. At the 
bottom of the last outer step, she met the faithful Amy Evans, 
and into her hands she committed him. 

She had before engaged Mr. Mills to be in readiness before 
the Tower, to conduct him to a place of safety, which at that 
period might be the more easily efiected, as, instead of a clear 
and open space without the walls, the purlieus were choked 
with mean habitations, with close and narrow alleys. The 
gates were no sooner passed, than they found themselves in 
the throng of the most dense and busy part of the London 
population; but Mr. Mills had looked upon the affair as so 
very unlikely to succeed, and his astonishment threw him 
‘into such a consternation when he actually beheld them, that 
he was bewildered and quite out of himself. 
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Amy Evans perceived his confusion, and with that presence 
of mind which had so justly entitled her to her lady’s con¬ 
fidence, instantly decided on her own line of conduct. She 
took no notice of his agitation, lest she might attract the 
attention of the passers-by; and she feared that possibly the 
earl might mistrust them, if he should perceive wavering and 
uncertainty in those to whom he was confided. She there¬ 
fore at once took him to some friends of her own, on whom 
she felt certain she might rely ; and leaving him with them, 
immediately returned in search of Mr. Mills. 

Meanwhile the Lady Nithsdale had in safety regained her 
lord’s apartment. As she passed, all sympathised in her dis¬ 
tress, and pitied her for the disappointment she had met with. 

She closed the door, and then kept up a conversation as 
if her lord had been really present. She answered her owm 
questions in his voice, as nearly as she could imitate it. She 
walked up and down the room, as though they had been con¬ 
versing together, till at length she imagined the earl and Amy 
must have thoroughly cleared themselves of the guards. 

During all this time she had not allowed herself once to 
pause or to reflect. She had contemplated nothing but suc¬ 
cess— she had not permitted herself to anticipate failure — 
she had not suffered her mind to glance towards the fatal 
morrow. Still calm and collected, she now calculated that 
she might with safety depart herself. She neglected no pos¬ 
sible precaution : she opened the door, and standing half 
within it, so that those without might not have an opportunity 
of commanding a view of the interior, she bade her lord a 
formal farewell for the night, saying, “ That something more 
than usual must have occurred to make Evans negligent on 
this important occasion, who had always been so punctual in 
the smallest trifles;”—she added, “there w'as no remedy; 
but that she should go in person ; that if the Tower was still 
open when she had finished her business, she would return 
that night ; but bade him be assured she would be with him 
as early in the morning as she could gain admittance, and, as 
she flattered herself, should bring him favourable news.” 

Then, before she shut the door, she pulled through the 
string of the latch, so that it could only be opened from 
within; she closed it with some force, to make sure that it 
was well fastened ; and as she passed she told the servant he 
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need not carry candles to bis master till his lord sent for 
them, as he desired to finish some prayers. 

She descended the stairs. She found herself in the open 
air ; for a moment all seemed to reel around her; she scarcely 
dared trust her senses that he was really free. She trembled 
as she passed on. She thought each sight, each sound, might 
be that he had been discovered, overtaken, and that they were 
now leading him back to captivity and certain death. 

She fearecl to excite suspicion by looking too eagerly an<l 
curiously about her, and yet she fancied every moment she 
heard hurrying footsteps in pursuit of her. She reached the 
outer gates at last — she passed them ! There were several 
coaches on the stand: she called one, she threw herself into 
it, and drove to her own lotlgings. 

It was all true ! He was free ! She had saved him ! The 
joy seemed too great for endurance — her heart felt bursting ! 
But there was still much to be done, she must not yet relax. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

And all extremes how link’d I IJo we not weep 
For joy V — and laugh, ay, laugh, fur augulsh ? 

A liideouR laugh, that tells of sorrow, more 
Than tuiu-s and sighs ! 

MS. Play. 

When Lady Nithsdale arrived at her lodgings, she fouml poor 
Mr. McKenzie in waiting to accompany her to present her last 
hopeless petition, had the attempt, in the success of wdiich she 
had so confidently, and, as it proved, so justly relied, proved 
ineffectual. 

She told him, with exultation, there was no need now of 
any petition, as her husband was safe out of the Tower, and 
out of the hands of his enemies, as she supposed ; although, 
she added with truth, she knew not where he was. 

It was also necessary to inform the I>uchess of Buccleugh 
that she should not require her good offices that evening, but 
at the same time she w’as unwilling to spread the news of her 
lord’s escape. She had discharged the coach which had con • 
veyed her from the Tower; but, sending for a sedan-chair. 
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she resolved to go immediately to the Duchess of Buccleugh’s. 
She inquired if she was at home ; and being answered in the 
affirmative, and that she was in expectation of the countess’s 
arrival, but was at that moment engaged with another 
duchess. Lady Nithsdale declined going upstairs, but de¬ 
sired to be shown into a chamber below, begging at the same 
time that the duchess’s maid might be sent to her. 

She w'as glad to escape being (questioned by the duchess 
herself, and bade the maid acquaint her grace that her only 
reason for not waiting ujron her was her having been informed 
she was engage*! with company. She charged the maid with 
her most sincere thanks for her grace's kind offer of accom¬ 
panying her to court, but desired her to say, she might spare 
lierself any fjjrther trouble, as it was judged more advisable 
to present one general petition in the name of all: still, she 
should never be unmindful of her particular obligation to her 
grace, which she hoped soon to acknowledge in person. 

She ha(i dismissed the chair which brought her to the 
Duchess of Buccleugh’s, lest she should be qnirsued and 
watched ; and she therefore now desired one of the servants 
to call another, in which she proceeded to the Duchess of 
Montrose’s. 

Upon hearing of Lady Nithsdale’s arrival, the duchess was 
seized tvith sucli a panic, — she so dreaded the notion of wit¬ 
nessing her despair, — that she suddenly quitted the apart¬ 
ment, and hastened to deny herself. Her husband, seeing 
her abruptly break from her company, anxiously followed to 
inquire the cause of her evident agitation. 

“ I cannot see her,” she exclaimed : “ I could not bear to 
behold my poor cousin of Nithsdale’s anguish. I have no 
power to save her, and I have not courage to contemplate the 
agony I cannot alleviate. Oh ! make some excuse for me ! I am 
weak and lielpless ; I cannot preach resignation. Alas ! 
alas !” she continued, wringing her hands, “ I know too well 
what must be her feelings ; I am too well aware of what a 
nature is her devotion to her lord ; it would be mockery in 
me to bid her be patient, — to tell her time will temper her 
despair. I know it will not: I could but feed her grief! It 
must be some stronger, firmer mind than mine that dare face 
such agony as hers ! 

• These details are from Lady Nithsdalc’s letter. 
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Even while she spoke, the servants, who had not under¬ 
stood the order to deny their mistress, and who were accus¬ 
tomed at all hours to admit Lady Nithsdale, entered the 
apartment to inform her grace that the countess was below. 

What shall I do ? ” exclaimed tlie duchess, in dismay. 

** Go to her, dear Christian," answered the duke ; “ though 
you may not be able to inspire her with firmness to bear such 
affliction, your sympathy must soothe.” 

“Oh, that is true! Yes, 1 will go to her, poor soul! 
Assuredly I would rather die than be unkind ; and have 1 not 
promised she should always find a friend in Christian Mont¬ 
rose. Hut if you knew how fearful her grief is when she is 
so resolutely calm, you would not wonder that I shrink from 
seeing her under her present circumstances.” 

The duchess slowly, hesitatingly, descended, and fearfully 
entered the apartment wdiere Lady Nithsdale awaited her. 

Instead of the liarrowing image of despair, which the 
duchess had pictured to herself, she saw the countess with 
glowing cheeks and a countenance brilliant with joy, who 
rushed into her arms in her ecstacy of delight. The duchess 
stood appalled. She apprehended that her cousin’s troubles 
had, indeed, unsettled her reason, and that it was the light of 
madness which flashed from her eye. Site shrank in fear and 
amazement. 

“ He is safe !” exclaimed the countess. “ My husband is 
in freedom ! — he is restored to me! ’ 

“ My gentle cousin, my sweet Winifred ! —Alas ! you are 
not well ; be seated, and let me entreat you to compose 
yourself !" 

“ You do not rejoice with me !’’ she cried, seizing both the 
duchess's hands. “ Why do you not congratulate me ? I am 
the happiest creature in the whole world ! ” she exclaimed, 
bursting into a flootl of tears. The duchess’s alarm increasetl 
every moment. “ I tell you, Christiati, he is out of prison ! 
— he has escaped them all ! —he is, I trust, safe from all dis¬ 
covery. Oh ! Heaven has been very merciful to me !" she 
continued, bowing her head with a meek fervour, which some¬ 
what reassured her friend, and made her hope the countess's 
words were not all the hallucinations of a maniac. 

By degrees she became more composed, and gave some ac¬ 
count of how her lord’s escape had been effected: then, in-- 



COL'N'fESS OF NITHSOALE. 


171 


deed, did the duchess mingle tears of joy with hers, and smile 
to think how she had misconstrued her friend’s expression of 
ha})piness. 

W^hen they had sufficiently recovered themselves to con¬ 
verse with some composure, the duchess informed Lady 
Nithsdale that the king was so much incensed against her for 
attempting to force her petition upon him, that she advised 
her to keep herself as closely concealed as possible. She told 
her she would herself go to court that evening, that she might 
the better judge how the intelligence of the Karl of Nithsdale’s 
evasion was there received: and the friends once more 
parted. 

The countess, as before, had discharged her chair, and now 
procured another, in which she proceeded to the house at 
which she had appointed to meet Amy Evans. 

The duchess repaired to St. James’s, where she found the 
king much irritated, and declaring that such a thing could not 
have been effected without a conspiracy: he that night de¬ 
spatched two pereons to the Tower, to ascertain that the other 
prisoners were well secured: and on all sides the duchess 
heard different surmises as to the mode in which the earl’s 
evasion could have been accomplished. Some threw the blame 
in one, some in another quarter, — none glanced at the true 
mode. 

'rhe duchess alone was acquainted with the countess’s part 
in it ; and if she had not still felt too deep an anxiety for the 
ultimate fate of such dear friends, she could almost have 
smiled at the confident assertions, the contradictory reports, the 
consequential hints, which were either loudly spoken or myste¬ 
riously whispered in all directions. 

Indeed it has been a singular circumstance that an event of 
considerable importance, and one of such recent occurrence, 
should for many years have been enveIoj)etl in such mystery ! 

Meanwhile Latly Nithsdale had been the first to reach the 
appointed spot; but Amy Evans soon joined her. She told 
her how, after having placed the earl in temporary security, 
she had returned in search of Mr. Mills; how she had traced 
him to his owm home, which he had regained when he reco¬ 
vered from his astonishment; and how they had then removed 
her lord to the house of a poor woman, directly opposite the 
guard-house. They imagined that, having changed the dis-# 
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guise in which he had made his escape, all means of tracing 
him would become difficult; and that the last place which 
would be searched would be one so near the Tower itself. 

The poor woman had but a single small room to spare, up 
one pair of stairs, and which was almost destitute of furniture. 
Guided by Amy, the countess hastened to this humble abode, 
and there she had the inexpressible happiness of finding herself 
re-united to her husband. 

There are moments of agony too intense to bear description ; 
there are also moments of bliss which baffle the power of lan¬ 
guage to paint. And if it is sometimes a relief to think the 
woes that excite our sympathies too acutely are fictitious woes, 
there ought to be pleasure in reflecting that the happiness which 
these two devoted spirits then enjoyed was real ; — that this is 
no fiction, but a plain and simple narrative of what has actu¬ 
ally occurred. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

But I, that knew what harbour’d in that head. 

What virtues rare were temperM in tiiat breast, 

Honour the place that siicii a jewel bred. 

And kiss the ground whereas tlif eurpse doth rest ! 

Lord Surrey on the Death of Sir Thomas If’yatt. 

When Lady Nithsdale, after all the varied sufferings of many 
weeks, the painful excitement of the few preceding days, the 
agonising violence she had done to her feelings for the last 
twelve hours, at length found herself pressed to her husband’s 
bosom, when she knew that she Avas supjtorted by his arras, 
over-wrought nature gave way, and she fainted. 

With the assistance of Amy, however, she soon revived, 
and in a state of blissful exhaustion she wept freely on his 
shoulder. Few words were spoken. 

When her lady seemed more composed, Amy stole away, 
for she feared to excite the notice of the other lodgers. 

“ Let us pray, my love ! ” said Lady Nithsdale when the 
door was closed: “ let us together pour forth our souls to that 
Providence who has this day extended over us so special a 
mercy. It will relieve my bursting soul to give utterance to 
the gratitude which almost oppresses it;” and they both sunk 
on their knees in humble adoration. 
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For a time, nor doubt nor fear disturbed the full security 
of their gratitude and their joy ! It was not till the first grey 
light began to dawn, and that the twitter of the sparrows on 
the house-tops, and the discordant sounds of London streets, 
again broke the stillness which bad reigned, that the diflli- 
culties and dangers that still surrounded them recurred to their 
minds. 

The earl sighed when first he saw the rays of the sun 
shine on the taller chimneys of the adjacent buildings, and that 
the tiled roofs of the surrounding houses became visible from 
their narrow window, for he reraeml)ered his own feelings as 
he had mentally bidden adieu the preceding evening to the 
sunbeams ; and, mixed with gratulation and tliankfulness for 
the different circumstances under which he now hailed the 
cheering light, came the recollection of his fellow-prisoners. 
He thought on the good Earl of Der^ventwater, and on his 
old friend Lord Kenmure. 

His wife watched the expression of his countenance. She 
read wdiat passed within. Alas!" she said, “ 1 have been 
a very egotist in my joy. I have not been able to think of 
those wdio are now marking in agony and desperation the 
dawning of this fatal tiay, who turn from its glorious light in 
sickening, loathing despair. Alas for them ! The extremes 
of grief, and of happiness, both make us selfish creatures. And 
yet can I really think of aught but you ? How can I grieve, 
when I can gaze as now upon you, rescued from that dismal 
place, restored to me and to your children ? Oh ! we shall 
together hear their clear young voices; w’e shall together, 
with delighted eyes, follow them in their graceful sports ; we 
shall both feel their twining arms around our necks ; we shall 
together guide and «lirect their young minds ; we shall watch 
the opening intellect develoj>e itself, and ripen into all that is 
noble in man, all that is lovely in woman ! Oh, my love ! 
my husband ! what happiness is there in store for us !" 

Lord Nithsdale listened in deep-felt rapture : he hung upon 
her words; he let his soul go to the delightful picture she 
drew ; he flrank in the musical sounds of lier soft voice ; he 
looked with love and tenderness upon the sweet though wan 
covintenauce, which, in its delicate paleness, bore the traces of 
past suftering. 

“ What happiness indeed !" he echoed. “ What unutter-* 
able happiness ! ” 
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And how tall our noble boy will be ! We shall scarcely 
know him, except by those clustering fair curls which con¬ 
trast so prettily with the dark brows, which are all your own, 
my love! Oh, those blue eyes! how they used to dance from 
beneath the shady brow ! And Anne, my darling Annie! she 
will not have forgotten us, I trust; she will not have for¬ 
gotten to climb your knee, and nestle into your bosom, as 
she was used to do, while you still remained absorbed in 
meditation.” 

A smile, a pleased, a tranquil, tender smile, played over his 
lips as he said, “My own sweet children, I dare think of 
you now! Yesterday it was with such painful regret that 
the image of your innocent endearments rose before my mind, 
that I strove to banish you from my thoughts. Afy gallant, 
stout boy! my pretty Annie I” and a silent but sweet tear 
stole down his manly cheek. “ And yet, my love, are vre not 
almost presumptuous in looking forward thus confidently ? 
Though no longer within a prison’s walls, we must not deem 
ourselves too secure-*’ 

As he spoke, one loud, deep, sonorous toll of a bell was 
heard. Lady Nithsdale started. The colour, which the 
joyous picture she had drawn had summoned to her cheeks, 
gave way to a ghastly paleness. Lord Nithsdale did not finish 
the broken sentence: both sat in mute horror. Several mo¬ 
ments elapsed ; they heard no more. They began to fancy 
some accidental sound had startled them, when again the 
clear, deep sound struck on their ears — their hearts! She 
looked upon him with a fearful inquiring glaiice. 

“ It must be so,” he said ; “ this is the very hour !” lie 
clasped his hands firmly together ; and, dropping his head, he 
pressed them against his bosom. “ My friends, iny noble, my 
true-hearted friends!” he ejaculated in a low and smothered 
voice. 

O God ! and is it over ? ” she exclaimed, and she wound 
her arms around him; she clung to him with desperate energy; 
she pressed him closely to her, while she gazed wildly at tlie 
closed door, as if she every moment expected to see it burst 
open, and the ministers of the law rush in to bereave her of 
the loved being she had rescued. 

“ They shall not tear thee from me ! No, no ! I feci this 
woman’s arm could hold thee with so firm a grasp, that no 
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earthly power could sever us. They shall not, they cannot 
wrest thee from tliese arms !” 

Again the awful toll of the minute-bell rung upon their 
ears! “ Does it mean all is over?" she again slowly whis¬ 
pered in trembling horror. 

No, no ! not so! they are even now on their way to the 
scaffold,” he said. “ He breathes yet ! my friend, my noble 
Derwentwater yet breathes this vital air! The healthful blood 
still flows through his veins ! That gallant heart still throbs 
in its mortal clothing! He is yet alive; and on this vast 
globe there does not beat a heart more gallant,—a spirit more 
undaunted dwells not on this earth ! ” 

Again that toll struck on their hearts, — that toll for which 
they listened, till they almost fancied each must have been the 
last; w hen, no ! the next awful sound struck their very frame, 
jarred on their every nerve, even more painfully than that 
which preceded it. They were half tempted to stop their 
ears to exclude the torturing clang, but a power which they 
could not resist compelled them to listen with redoubled 
intensity. 

‘‘ By this time they must have reached Tower Hill!” he 
murmured. If he had seen the fearful expression of her 
countenance while he thus pictured what would have been, 
what still might be, his fate, he w’ould in pity have been silent; 
but his thoughts were at that moment all upon his friends, his 
companions, his fellow-prisoners. Though he pressed her to 
his heart, he looked not upon her, and was still absorbed by 
the scene w'hich he knew was enacting. 

“ Hush ! all is silent! the bell has ceased !” No : it came 
again ! its brazen clang again sounded. They still listened in 
breathless silence ! At length it really ceased. 

“What means this stillness?” she faintly asked. 

It is even now," he replied, in a smothered tone, they 
must have reached the spot!” He pressed his hand upon his 
eyes: “ My friends ! my friends! — my dear, my noble friends! 
— I should not have abandoned ye ; 1 should be there to share 
your fate ; I ought to be with ye now! ” he exclaimed in 
passion. 

“ My husband ! my life ! my love ? ” she softly whispered, 
in an ajjpealing, a deprecating tone. 

“ Oh ! no, no ! I did not mean to say so! This is my 
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home ! here is my resting-place I ” and his head dropped upon 
her shoulder. 

Minutes elapsed : neither could keep count of time; it might 
be moments, it might be hours! 

Again the awful, the horrible bell resounded ; it seemed to 
crack his heart-strings. He started up ; he shook her from 
him : he paced tlie room with hasty strides. 

It is all over! "he exclaimed, — “it is consummated! 
They are now bloody corpses ! headless trunks ! ” 

She seized him by the arm: “ Hush, hush ; in mercy 
hush ! speak not with such ungoverned earnestness. Did not 
Amy forbid us to stir for our lives ? —did she not bid us con¬ 
verse in subdued tones?—did she not bid us avoid every 
movement that might betray that this aj)artnient was occupied? 
Are there not other lodgers in the house? If you do not 
value life yourself, take pity on me. Spare me ! oh, spare 
me the horrors you have just brought so vividly before me ! 
Be still, I implore, I command,—by all I have clone, all I 
have ventured, all I have endured!” and she dragged him to 
the wretched bed on which they bad been seated, and w'hich 
was the only article of furniture the cljamV>er contained. He 
unresistingly yielded to her gentle force, and reseated himself. 

The dreadful certainty that the fate of his companions in 
misfortune was sealed completely dispelled the gleam of 
secure happiness which had slione through the hearts of both. 

Lady Nithsdale thought on the Countess of Derwentwater; 
on the Lady Kenmure ; and while she closely clung to her 
husband’s arm, to assure lierself in very truth that he was 
safe, and to prevent his making any movement which might 
Tjetray him, she pictured to herself the utiavailing agonies of 
the other ladies, till her very brain went round ! 

It now seemed to her she had as yet accomplished but little. 
She felt there was no security in their freedom ; the fact that 
they were still within so short a distance of the fatal spot, which 
had this moment been brought only too forcibly home to the 
feelings of both, made her impatiently await further intelli¬ 
gence from her faithful friends — made her feel that nought 
was done till the seas rolled between him and his enemies ! 

She listened breathlessly, hoping eaclv step might be Amy’s, 
or Mrs. Mills’s; and yet she dreaded each sound that reached 
her, lest it might prove the approach of guards, who, having 



COUNTESS OP NXTHSUAUB. 177 

traced his steps, might have succeeded in discCvering his 
retreat. 

Lord Nithsdale, on the other hand, thought not of himself; 
his feelings were all for the <lepartetl. His imagination rapidly 
ran over his former intercourse with his friend. 

“ 1 never saw him from that day,” he murmured thought¬ 
fully ; “ W’e parted at the second gateway when we returned 
from Westminster Hall, on the 9th. As we were in the coach, 
on our way home, he regretted having pleaded guilty ; ‘ for,’ 
he said, ‘ it is not treason that we have committed ! it w’ould 
have l>een treason in us to have acted otherwise than w'e have 
■ done. Yes,’ he continued ; ‘ all, save the prisoners, all the mul¬ 
titudes who crow'ded the vast Hall — all, all were traitors, 
except ourselves ! ’ And when I urged that the expression 
thus used was but the form in which we conveyed that 
we denied not our share in the business, ‘ But 1 am not a 
traitor to my lawful king, and I should not have aliow’erl the 
word,’ he replied with earnestness. AYe were then led from 
the coach to our separate lodgings,” continued the earl, follow¬ 
ing the current of his own uulancholy thoughts, “ and as we 
parted, — fur the last time parted, — he pressed my hand, 
and said, ‘ Nithsdale, we have been friends through life, 
should we be parted in death ? (which 1 do not think we 
shall be, we shall prol)al)ly share the same doom !) but should 
one survive, let me live in your remembrance, as, I promise, 
you shall in mine I ’ And so he shall ! never, never will 1 
forget you, my noh^fL* Ratclifte; here shall your memory dwell,” 
he added, striking his bosom, — “ here, \%hilc the life-blood 
throbs through this heart! *’ 

He paused, and Lady Nithsdale for a while feared to 
disturb the sail recollections in which he so naturally indulged ; 
but at length she gently ventured to whisper : — 

“And if you thus feel for him who was your friend, think 
what would have been my condition had the husband of my 
love shared his fate ! Control your voice! Speak but in 
whispers. Think should you now be dragged from me ! ” she 
continued in a meek and supplicating tone. 

“ 'J’rue, true, my gentle love ! ” he softly answered. “ T 
w'ill he prudent, — calm and prudent ; 1 owe it in gratitude 
to rny deliverer.” 

She had scarcely thus tempered down his emotions, when 
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they were both startled by the sound of footsteps ; but they 
■were soft and stealthy. There was no heavy tramp, no sound 
of arms, no rough voices. 

There came three gentle taps uy>on the door ; Lady Niths- 
dale hastened to it ; Amy gave the preconcerted sign, and she 
admitted her. 

Her face -tvas pale, almost livid ; her eyes seemed starting 
from her head ; she staggered into the room, but she failed 
not carefully to close and double-lock the door l>ehind her. 

I came to tell you all that we have arranged,” she said, in 
a broken voice ; “ and- I will speak in a moment. . 

“ Oh, merciful 11 eaven ! Do tliey suspect } Have they 
traced him ” cried Lady Nithsdale, in tremulous agony. 

“ Oh, no ! it is not that: my dear lord is safe, — I trust, 
— I hope ; safe from that dreadful doom! ” and Amy closed 
her eyes for a moment. 

For pity’s sake explain yourself, — dear, dear Amy ! ” 

“ ’Tis nothing, — it will pass. ’Tis nothing more than we 
all know. We knew this was the fatal morning ; and I 
waited till all was over, for I dared not willingly risk seeing 
anything dreadful. 1 thought I might now venture here, for 
Mr. Mills, W'ho was there, told me all was accomplished. 1 
came to tell you we have hopes for iriy lord’s speedy de- 
]>arture. But oh ! I did not wait long enough ! The scaffold 
is still up,” she continued, shuddering at the recollection, “ all 
hung with black cloth ; and the block, the huge — blooily — 
wooden block, — and the saw'-dust ! Oh ! igy soul sickens ! 

Deep as was her anxiety for her lord's escape, the countess 
herself could not command words to inquire what were the 
hopes of accomplishing it, to which Amy alluded. All re¬ 
mained for some moments sjieechlcss, with eyes fixed on the 
ground, fearful to meet those of the other. 

At length Lady Nithsdale stole a glance towards her hus¬ 
band to see how he bore w'hat Amy had just uttered. His 
face was concealed by both his hands. 

Amy w'as the first to recover herself: “ The \’^enetian am¬ 
bassador sends his coach next week to meet his brother at 
Dover ; and we hope to persuade his excellency’s servant, iM. 
Michel, to take charge of my lord. He is one on whom wo 
may depend. He is under great obligations to Mr. and Mrs. 
Mills, and would do anything to repay them ; and when once 
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he is safe away, he is not responsible to those in power here- 
Yes, dearest madam, 1 have good hope that all will turn out 
right,” continued Amy, striving to shake off the horror which 
had overpowered her when first she entered. 

Thanks, my faithful, true friend ! ” and Lady Nithsdale 
tenderly embraced her. 

Lord Nithsdale appeared not to heed what they had said ; 
but, in a low, hollow voice, inquired, with his face averted, — 
for he shrunk from showing to any eye but his own Winifred’s, 
the traces of deep emotion which he could not master, — 
Did Mr. Mills mention any particulars ? ” 

“ Nothing very particular,” answered Amy, shuddering at 
the question. 

“ Did the lords address the people ? ” he again asked, his 
face still averted, and with a forced calmness in his tone- 
I believe they did, rny lord.” 

Was Mr. Mills within hearing.? ” 

'‘Yes, my dear master ; but why harrow your feelings by 
listening to these details.? Surely it were letter to think of 
the future, and bend your mind to all that there remains to do.?” 

“ Nay, I must hear; 1 must learn all I can of my lost, lo.';t 
friends ! ” he exclaimed, turning upon them a face so awful in 
its noble grief that none dared for a moment to resist his 
wishes. Tell me all ; let me hear everything ! ” 

Unable to oppose, or to resist, bis firm and solemn commaml, 
Amy began her tale: “They were taken, my lord, in a 
hackney-coach frcjni the Tower to the Transport Office. I: 
was a little l)efore ten o’clock.” 

“ I know it,” he answered. “ Wc heard the bell! ” lie 
added in a sepulchral inward voice. 

“ I'he Earl of Derwentwater was the first; and though he 
f eemetl somewhat pale, his bearing w^as resolute and sedate, 
Mr. INI ills said.” 

“Assuredly it was!” said the earl, almost angry that 
it should be deemed possible his friend could have borne him¬ 
self otherwise. 

“After some time spent in prayer he obtained the sheriff’s 
leave to read a paper. He came forward to the rails, and he 
asked pardon of those whom he might have scandalized by 
plearling guilty at his trial.” 

“ I knew that weighed upon his mind,” murmured the earl. 
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He said he was sensible he l>ad by this made bold with 
his loyalty to King James ; but that he had been told it was 
merely a form, and that there was nothing of moment in so 
doing.” 

They told us all so ; — that, having been undeniably in 
arms, pleading guilty was but the consequence of submitting 
to mercy.” 

“ He said he died a Roman Catholic, and was in perfect 
charity with all the world ; and he added, that if the prince, 
who now governs, had spared his life, he should have thought 
himself obliged never more to take up arms against him.” 
Amy was silent. Lord Nithsdale, after a pause of some 
moments, sairi. in a voice scarcely audible. 

Did he suffer Was it quickly over ? ” 

At one blorv, my lord,” answered Amy, shuddering as she 
spoke. 

Pardon me, good Amy,— I pain you ; but I must know. 
And Lord Kenmure.^ ” 

He did not s[»eak to the people ; but in his devotions he 
prayed for King James. He apologised for his dress; saying, 
he had so little thought of dying so soon, he had not provided 
a black suit. Mr. Mills says he showed great resolution and 
firmness in his carriage, though, to his mind, he was not so 
calm within as the Earl of Derweiitwater.” 

“ I can endure no more! ” at length exclaimed Lady Niths¬ 
dale, as all these details so horribly pictured the scene ; 1 

cannot, cannot bear it ! Amy, in mercy eggse ! ” 

I crave your pardon, dearest wife ; but they were iny 
friends — my best friends, — and they are gone! lJut we 
will hear no more ! ” And he again buried his face in his 
hands. 

Amy told her lady that Mrs. Mills tvould soon be tvith 
them, and bring the answer of M. Alichel. She was even now 
at the Venetian ambassador’s, artd hoped to have arranged 
everything according to (heir wi.shes. 

The countess pressed Amy’s hand, and they silently 
awaited Mrs. Mills’s coming. 

It was late before she arrived ; but she told them that on 
the following day, the Saturday, Lord Nithsdale might remove 
to the ambassador’s, w here M. Michel undertook to conceal him 
in his own chamber ; that on the Wednesday in the following 
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week, his excellency’s coach-and-six was to go to Dover to 
meet his brother, when M. Michel could easily take I^ord 
Nithsdale in his master's livery as one of his retinue. 

All seemed to promise well, and the countess breathed more 
freely. 

Mrs. ]Mills had considerately brought with her some bread, 
which, with a loaf and a bottle of wine which had been pro¬ 
vided the evening Ijefore, was all they had to subsist upon for 
the two days and nights they spent in their present lurking- 
place. 

On the Saturday they parted, according to this arrange¬ 
ment. To both, such a parting was a severe trial ! 

The countess feared every possilile and every impossible 
danger must beset his path when she could no longer stx? him 
with her own eyes. He found the task a hard one to tear 
himself again from her, when so lately reunited ; but he also 
felt how iucumbent it was on him to accept with gratitude so 
favourable an opportunity of escaping. They were both 
aware that to linger in England was risking all their hardly- 
earned happiness. In trembling hope, they parted. 

“It would be sinful in us to mistrust Providence," he said ; 
“ we have been so mercifully dealt with, we ought to feel 
confidence that we shall bt^ preserved to a safe and joyful 
meeting! " 

“ True, true, my love. I would not detain you one moment 
in this fatal land ! I wish you gone ! And yet — and yet — 
it is so painful, so very ]>ainful, to part! But you shall go — 
even now, —this moment ! It is not for me to doubt the 
mercy of Heaven." 

She gently disengaged herself from him : he pressed her 
once more to his bo.soin, and then followed Mrs. Mills to the 
iloor. He there paused to take one more look at her as she 
stood half supported by Amy. She watched him through the 
door-way, — she listened to his step as he descended the stairs, 
— she heard the street-door shut : — “ He is gone ! ” she 
said ; “but I must not repine. Oh, what a parting it might 
have been ! "When I think of Lady Derwentwater and of 
Lady Kenmure, I feel how blessed I am ! I will not weep — 
1 will not grieve : 1 must allow no feeling but that of grati¬ 
tude to find a place within this bosom ! *’ 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Lh nef oul dgjoint mos amours 

N ’a cy tie mol que la moitil*. 

Une parte te rest®, elle est tienne. 

fifary Queen qf Scott. 

The Countess of Nithsdale lost no time in quitting her pre¬ 
sent retreat, and she took up her abode at the house of a quiet 
honest man in Drury Lane, where, in the utmost privacy, she 
awaited the news of her husband's safe arrival on the Con¬ 
tinent. 

After the intense agitation of the foregoing week, she expe¬ 
rienced a kind of listless stupefaction ; she was totally incapable 
of employing herself. Although her mind was comparatively 
at ease, yet a thousand vague horrors shot across it. The in¬ 
action was oppressive and irksome to her. She wished every 
hour, every moment, to know how it fared with her lord ; and 
yet she was fully aware that the only prudent course to pursue, 
both for his sake and her owni, was to keep herself quite re¬ 
tired, and to avoid being seen by any. 

On the Wednesday the Earl of Nithsdale, as had been pre¬ 
viously concerted, accompanied the Venetian ambassador’s 
coach to Dover, where he arrived without detection or danger- 

When there, M. Michel hired a small vessel, and immediately 
set sail for Calais. 

Was it a moment of unmixed joy to Lord Nithsdale when 
he set foot upon the vessel which was to bear him from the 
land in which his life was forfeited to the laws, — from the 
land in which he was proscrilred, to seek one which held out 
to him all the charms of life and liberty ? 

It was not so : — for that land -was the land of his birth, — 
that land contained her to vrhom he was bound by stronger 
ties than ever attached roan to w'oman !” 

As the swift bark bounded over the deep, he gazed upon 
the receding shores with tenderness and regret. The breeze 
was favourable, the ship skimmed the waters, the passage was 
performed in so short a time that the captain remarked, the 
wind could not have served better if his passengers had been 
flying for their lives.” 

Until the countess received assured intelligence of his safe 
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arrival at Calais, she had been able to turn her thoughts to no 
other subject. She felt he might at any moment be discovered ; 
it was still possible that all the horrors and the sufferings with 
wliich she was only too well acquainted might still be in store 
for her. At moments she accused herself of wanting that 
reliance she ought to feel in Heaven ; at others, she thought 
she was presumptuous in fancying herself too secure. 

But when once she knew he was safe from all pursuit, other 
cares beset her mind. 

The feelings of the mother rose strong within her. Every 
paper, every document, which might secure to themselves, or 
to their children after them, any means of existence, had been 
left at Terreagles. While fearing for his life, all other con¬ 
siderations had been forgotten ; but now that all-absorbing in¬ 
terest was at rest, anxiety for the fate of her children took 
jmssession of her soul. 

She resolved, if possible, to revisit Terreagles. If she had 
exposed her life for the father, she thought she could do no 
less than hazard it once more to save her son from beggary. 

After the great events of the last month, her mind seemed 
to stand in need of some strong excitement ; she was almost 
glad to feel called upon by duty for a fresh exertion. 

She hoj)ed, through the means of the Duchess of Buccleugh, 
she might obtain leave openly to visit Terreagles ; and she 
wrote to her, telling her that she understood some suspected 
her of having contrived her lord’s escape, but that she imagined 
a bare sus]>icion, destitute of proof, would never be held suffi¬ 
cient ground for her being punished for a supposed offence, 
although it had been motive enough for her to remain In con¬ 
cealment. She entreated her grace to procure permission for 
hej- to <iepart freely upon her business. 

But her application, far from being granted, rather roused 
in the government the desire to secure her ; and she owed to 
the Solicitor-dencral (who, though an utter stranger to her, 
had the hurrianity to plead her cause,) the decision, that as 
long as she evinced such respect to government as not to appear 
in public, no search should be made for her ; but that, if she 
showed herself in England or in Scotland, she should be forth¬ 
with secured. 

This was but poor satisfaction. Having been so suddenly 
summoned from Scotland, she had not been able to arrange 
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any thing at Terreagles ; bul before she repaired to Scone to 
wait upon the Chevalier, not knowing in such uncertain times 
what might occur during her absence, she had taken the pre¬ 
caution of burying in the ground the family papers, which her 
husband had committed to her charge, and other articles of 
most value. 

It was fortunate she had done so, for the house had been 
searched after her departure ; and, as the countess herself ex¬ 
presses it, “ God only knows what might have transpired from 
those papers ! ” 

If these documents ivere to be preserved, it seemed abso¬ 
lutely necessary she should repair to Terreagles, and that she 
should do so without delay, and as privately as possible. 

For this purpose she again provided herself, Amy and 
Walter Elliot, with saddle-horses, and retraced her way to 
Scotland. 

It was no longer the inclemency of the season which con¬ 
stituted the danger of the journey, but the fear of being dis¬ 
covered. On this occasion, however, it was but for herself she 
feared : after her long seclusion in the most confined parts of 
London, as she rode forward, inhaling the clear country air, 
with the delightful certainty that her husband was in safety 
and in freedom, instead of being a prisoner, in danger, distress, 
and loneliness, within the 'Lower walls, she contrasted the 
buoyant spirit with which she looked upon this merely personal 
risk, with the horrible oppressive weight which lay at her bosom 
as, two months before, she had traversed the same road. 

Her spirits almost rose with the danger ; and she gla<lly 
yielded herself up to the enjoyment of tlie early spring. 

The hedges w^ere already beginning to be partially clothed 
in their green livery ; the meadows in the neighbourhood of 
London vrere fresh and bright ; the birds twittered, and sprang 
from twdg to twig; the primroses and wild violets already 
peeped forth on the more sunny hanks. I'lie unusually hard 
w'inter had been followed by the rapid bursting forth, the 
flush, of an early spring. As she advanced, the new'-cut 
copses were spangled wdth wood anemones and the blue hare¬ 
bell ; cowslips and daffodils painted the fiehls. All nature 
seemed to smile before her. Her journey was one of positive 
enjoyment, notwithstanding the degree of fear which induced 
her prudently to avoid the large towns, and the conshlerable 
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inns, at which she was likely to be known, and to put up only 
at the smallest and humblest resting-places. 

To Amy, the naturally light>-bearted Amy, the joyous laugh 
was no longer a stranger. Her eye danced once more with 
gaiety, and she even occasionally trilled a snatch of one of her 
oltl Welsh ditties. 

Her la<ly smiled kindly upon her; “ I scarcely thought ever 
to have heard that sound again, Amy. It does me good to 
hear it ; and yet,” she said, “ there is much pain mingle«l 
with the pleasure it affords. It brings back with overwhelming 
tenderness past days of happiness; — past, never to return !” 
and her eyes tilled with tears. 

“ IVly dearest madam, 1 could chide myself for my silly 
song if it makes you weep.” 

“No, dear Amy, sing on. I love to hear the melody, al¬ 
though it draws tears : they are not bitter ones.” 

“Nay, madam, I can sing no more; my voice is gone:” 
ami they rode on in silence. 

After several more days of continued journeying. Lady 
Nithsdale ventured to repose herself for two nights at Traqu- 
hair ; where, with her sister-in-law, and Lord Traquhair, she 
enjoyed the ha])piness of a free outpouring of the soul, and 
where, to willing ears and open hearts, she gave every detail 
of their brother’s escape. 

The lieutenant of the county l>eing an old and tried friend of 
her lord’s, she felt assure<l that he would allow no search to be 
made for her without forwarding to her due warning to abscond. 

She did not send any notice of her return to Terreagles, 
that the magistrates of Dumfries might not lx; prepared to 
make inquiries about her ; but she suddenly made her appear¬ 
ance there, feigning that she had the leave of government to 
do so. ’I'he better to persuade them that it was with permis¬ 
sion she w*as there, she sent to her neighbours and invited them 
to visit her; while in the interim slic busietl herself in se¬ 
curing the papers. 

The gardener alone knew where they had been buried, and 
with the assistance of tlie faithful old Hugh she recovered 
them. 'I'hey were as yet unhurt; but, although in the 
highest state of preservation after one very severe winter, they 
could not have remained much longer in the ground without 
prejudice. 
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It was, as Lady Nithsdale herself says, a particular stroke 
of Providence that she made the despatch she did, for tlie 
magistrates of Dumfries soon suspected her. 

The indefatigable Amy, whose ears were always open, 
whose discretion was never slumbering, learned by a fortu¬ 
nate accident that one of them was heard to say, he should, 
the next day, insist upon seeing the Countess of Nithsdale's 
leave from government. 

There was not a moment to be lost: Lady Nithsdale re¬ 
solved to depart before daybreak. She forwarded the rescued 
documents by a safe hand to Traquhair, and on the following 
morning set forth again for London. 

It was now that she bade a fond, lingering, last adieu to 
her home: she knew that it was for ever she quitted it ! 
When all W’ere at rest, she gently visited each well-known 
apartment. She repaired to that which her children had 
usually inhabited: she looked with sadness upon the vacant 
room. She thought how often she had there heard their 
prattling voices — there bent over their quiet slumbers. She 
paused at the door, and the tears gushed from her eyes. A 
thousand trifling incidents crowded on her mind : there was 
not a spot that was not alive with recollections. 

“ Truly,” she thought, “ did my dear lord say, as he parted 
hence, ‘Our castles will be desolate, our name extinct!'” She 
looked upon the motto, ‘ lleviresco : ’ “ Truly ditl he say, 
* Not here will any Earl of Nithsdale flourish again ! ’ — but 
he is safe; our children are safe; and we shall be hapj)y, in 
all the charities of domestic life. 'Twere sinful to allow such 
regrets to stifle for a moment the gratitude which ought to 
overpower all other emotions.” 

But when, ere the early dawn appeared, they prepared to 
mount their horses, and she saw the faithful old gardener, 
w’ith his blue bonnet in his iiand, respectfully hold the bridle 
rein, enacting the part of 'squire, the tears would flow un¬ 
bidden : “ Thanks, my good Hugh I I am glad to see you 
once more ; for, alas! Hugh, I shall never, never, return to 
this dear home again ! Heaven bless you, and all, all, who 
dwell around ! ” she continued, looking around her at the 
scattered cottages on the hill-sides ; “ may you and yours be 
well and happy ! ” 

“ I feared how it was, ray leddy ; I fancied, if I was not 
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here betimes, I should never look on your leddyship’s fair face 
again. Eh ! madam^ ’tis an awful thing when the head of 
an ancient house flits for ever from the home of his ancestors. 
'Tis an awsome thing for a’ the puir folks about! and as for 
me and my gude wife, why, I think it will go nigh to break 
our hearts ! But that’s neither here nor there : what maun be, 
maun be; and I dinna’ mean to make your leddyship down¬ 
hearted! I only thought 1 would see the last o’ ye; ” and 
the old man brushed away a tear. “ 1 just made bold, my 
leddy, to bring wi’ me a little o’ the seed of our famous kale, 
which my lord used always to praise. 1 thought, in the out¬ 
landish countries my lord is like to abide in now, he might 
not meet with any such ; and I guessed ’twas next to impos¬ 
sible that, with so much upon your mind, your leddyship 
should give it a thought.” 

'‘^Give it me, good Hugh; and depend upon it your kind 
recollection of my lord shall not be forgotten. I will tell him 
that his old friends here have not put him from their minds 
yet! ” 

Nor ever will, my leddy ; that’s not the way with a true 
Scot. We shall keep the Maxwells in mind as long as you 
and yours remember Scotland, and, may be, longer too. But 
yonder’s the grey light in tlie east ; 1 must not be keeping 
your leddyship.” 

Lady Nithsdale could not speak ; but she pressed the old 
man's hard weather-beaten hand in her own soft delicate 
fingers, and she hurried from the castle. It was in vain to 
struggle longer with her tears ; she yielded to the natural im¬ 
pulse, and suffered them to flow. 

As on their former journey, they only stopped at the poor¬ 
est inns ; and at one of these they were compelled to take 
their evening meal in the room where the other travellers 
ivere also accommodated. They remarked a sturdy farmer 
who looked hard at them, and by the blaze of the fire they 
recognised the yeoman with whom they had conversed- on their 
way to York. He sooti renewed acquaintance. 

Why, is it you, my demure puritan ? What brings you 
this road again so soon ? Did you not find a hearty welcome, 
that you are so soon for the north country again ? How fared 
it with your friends in London ? ” 

It fares well with some of our dearest friends, I thank 
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you; far better than when last we met,” answered the 
countess. 

There have been great doings going on in London since 
you went this road; and what my companion said, though it 
was roughly said, has come out pretty true : they have made 
away wdth a good many of the rebel lords.” 

Lady Nithsdale shuddered. 

But the king did spare some of them, and they say would 
have spared more if his ministers would have let him ; but a 
good many took French leave. There was half a dozen broke 
out of Newgate at once, they say ; and though some were 
taken again, there tvas one Hepburn found out where his wife 
and children w’ere abiding, by spying his own family tankard, 
the Keith tankard, as they call it, which they had stuck in the 
w'indow just for that very purpose : he was a lucky fellow ! 
And Forster, he is safe in France, they say. And pray, 
young -woman, you can't tell me how ’twas the Earl of Niths¬ 
dale got away ? " 

Lady Nithsdale started. “Nay, sir! ho-w should I know?” 

“ Why, you have been in London, and 1 thought folks 
must have talked entmgh about it there ; for, to my mind, 
’twas a strange thing, and that’s the truth. Do you think the 
guards were in the secret ? 

“ Oh, no, no ! they knew nothing! ” exclaimed the 
countess, anxious to exculpate them from such a charge. 

“ Why, I thought you knew nothing! ” answered the 
yeoman, with a cunning glance ; “ but if you do, you need 
not stand in fear of me ; I should never wish to say anything 
of anybody to their prejudice.” 

“ I never heard any suspicion of infidelity thrown out 
against the guards,” answered Lady Nithsdale, in a more com¬ 
posed manner ; “ but I have left Lontlon some time, and other 
circumstances may have transpired.” 

“ Then you don’t know that 'twas the earl's mother that 
brought him the clothes in which he disguised himself ? ” 

“ No ! indeed I did not,” answered lh<; countess, -with a 
glance at Amy, which she could not control. 

“ They say that’s a positive fact ! ” proceeded the farmer; 
“ and perhaps, then, you have not heard, what they tell me is 
equally true, that on the ‘24'th, — yes, it was the 24tb, was it 
not, that the rebels had their beads off? ” 
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Lady Nithsdale bowed assent. 

On the 24th of last month, the very day the Earl of Der- 
wentwater was beheaded, the water in the moat round Dill- 
stone Castle turned as red as blood ! That was very singular, 
was it not ? ” 

“ Strange indeed ! ” ejaculated Arny, with a countenance in 
which awe and wonder were honestly visible ; on the very 
day he suffered ! ” — and the thought of the scaffold, and the 
blood, of which she hatl caught, or fancied she caught, a sight, 
flashed across her mind. She turned so pale, that the countess, 
now the most self-possessed of the two, hastened to withdraw 
attention from Amy, lest her emotion should become too ap¬ 
parent. 

The feminine horror of blood, and the superstitious terror 
with which she listened to so unnatural a portent, had thrown 
her more off her guard than circumstances of real peril would 
have done. 

Lady Nithsdale inquired whether the Earl of Wintoun’s 
trial had yet come on, and the yeoman, proud of his superior 
information, told her that it had, and that he had received sen¬ 
tence of death ; hut he added, “ he seemed so wild and strange 
that half the wmrld thought he was not in his right senses.” 

Meanwdiile Amy Evans had recovered herself, and the 
countess was glad to seize the first o]>portunity of retiring, and 
of avoiding any further observation. 

l^pon her arrival in London, she found from her friends, 
the Duchess of Montrose and Mrs. Morgan, that the king was 
even more than ever incensed against her, for having, against 
his prohil)ition, made her appearance in Scotland ; and that if 
he should succeed in .securing her, there w'as every reason to 
fear that she would he proceetied against according to the ut- 
)nost rigr>ur of the law. And this, she heard from some of 
the best la%v authorities, would be no other than, in a case of 
f»igh treason, to make the head of the wdfe answerable for that 
of the husband. 

It therefore became necessary that she should take measures 
for her own speedy departure. But, before she left her native 
laiifl for ever, she ventured to have one more interview with 
her good cousin, Christian of Montrose, It was, however, by 
stealth that the duchess visited her, and in sorrow that she 
bade her farewell. 
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I fear to injure you by my visit, dear cousin,” she said ; 
“ and yet I longed to bid Heaven prosper you on your journey. 
You will let me know when you are really restored to your 
husband and your children. Though we may never meet again, 
it will be sweet to me to fancy you enjoying perfect happiness 
with those who are so dear to you.” 

1 shall indeed be happy ; but, alas ! dear Christian, this 
heart will ever yearn towards its island home. 1 love the very 
soil of England ; and, as I pass along, 1 look with fond re¬ 
gret at every house, at every tree, and think with sorrow that 
I am henceforth to be an exile; that I can never, never, look 
on them again. As for my friends—such friends as you, 
ilear Christian! ——But think you in very truth there is no hope 
of our being ever allowed to revisit our dear England ? 

“ Alas! the king is still so angry with you individually. 
He has granted the Viscountess Kenrnure 150/. per annum 
for the education of her children ; the Lady Nairne too has 
met with favour ; but, dear cousin,” she added, smiling, he 
says you have given him more trouble than any other woman 
in Europe; and although 1 verily believe many of the other 
prisoners who have made their escape have not been ovcr- 
strictly guarded, yet both the warders who had charge of the 
earl your husband, and only they, are likely to be punislied 
for neglect of their duty.” 

“ They deserve no punishment on that score,” replic<l the 
countess. Neither do I owe them gratitude, nor need the 
government visit upon them the good deed in which they did 
not participate.” 

“ But from all I tell you, dearest Winifred, it is plain you 
should not linger here! ” 

“ I shall be gone to-morrow. Heaven favouring me,” replied 
the countess. “ 'I'his evening I bid farewell to tw'O dear 
friends, and to-morrow I am gone ! ” And wdth many tears, 
and last farewells, and promises cf communicating by letter, 
the cousins parted. 

The friends to whom Lady Nithsdale alluded were Mrs. 
Morgan and Mrs. Mills, whose names she did not care to 
mention even to the duchess, lest it might ever transpire that 
they had assisted in her lord’s escape. 

To them she scarcely knew in what terms sufficiently to 
express her gratitude ; and it cast a gloom over the prospect 
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of speedy reunion to the objects of her dearest affections^ to 
think that she should never more see the persons to whom, 
under Proviilence, she was indebted for that happy prospect. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 


But 1 wad rather see him roam 
An outcast <*n a foreign strand. 

And wi’ Ids master beg his bread, 

Nae mair to see his native lantl. 

Than bow a hair o' his brave head 
To Ivise usurper’s tyrnnnye. 

Than cringe lor mercy to a knave 

That ne’er was owned by him or me. 

Jacobite Song. 

Laiiv NiTiisnAUK's voyage was performed in safety ; and at 
Paris she joined her husbapd and her children, whom he had 
conveyed thither from Bruges to await her coining. 

The happiness which they had almost feared to picture was 
at length realised. I'hey together gazed upon their noble boy ; 
—slie saw the little Lady Anne nestled in her father’s bosom, 
— she gave herself up to the joy of gazing on them, with no 
fear that this joy should be snatched from her by any power 
cxce])t the immediate will of Heaven. 

On the 4th of May they reached Avignon, where all his 
adherents flocked around the Pretender,—the Earl, or, as he 
was there styled, the Duke of Mar, the Duke of Ormond, and 
many others, to the number of thirty lords. 

P>ut the petty broils, the dissensions, and the jealousies of 
this mock court assorted but ill with the feelings and habits of 
l.ord and Lady Nilhsdale. They soon left Avignon, and pro- 
ceetleil to Italy, where they lived in privacy, with no wish 
beyond each other's society and the company of their children. 

After all which they had endured, it was enough to be to¬ 
gether ; and for weeks, nay, months, the delightful certainty 
of iHfing restored to each other, stood in lieu of all things else. 

But human nature is so constituted that the continued pos¬ 
session of that which we have long enjoyed, and that which 
we no longer fear to lose, will not alone be productive of lively, 
positive happiness ; other thoughts, other desires, find room 
within the heart. 



WINI»’BEI>, 


192 

As their children advanced in years, they could not b<it feel 
that they were doomed to vegetate in a foreign soil, — they 
could not but feel that their position in life was very different 
from that to which they had been born. 

The remembrance of home, the images of absent friends, 
the memory of departed ones, were treasured up in their minds : 
and Lady Nithsdale would, unperceived, dwell on the pale sad 
brow of her lord as, hanging on his arm, she paced with him 
the shores of the Mediterranean ; and she could easily read 
that his thoughts had leaped over intervening time and space, 
over years gone by, and over the mountains, plains, and seas 
that interposed between them and their home, and were sadly 
fixed upon the past, and the distant. He caught her eye, as 
tearfully, fondly, it was turned on him. 

Yes,” he said, *‘my thoughts were far from hence. The 
clear pure heaven above us is unbroken by a cloud, but dearer 
to my eyes the misty sky of Scothmd ; the deep blue of the 
unruffled sea is beautiful, but to my feelings the dusky w^avi's 
that dash against the ruined walls of our own C'aerlaverock art' 
more sublime in their wild grandeur. The distinct, defined 
outline of yon purple mountains may be more brilliant, but 
my heart yearns for the softened hazy outline of our owm Scotch 
hills, melting into the pearly hues of our watery sky ! ” 

As he spoke, a light bark glided rapidly by, and the boat¬ 
men kept time with their oars as they chanted, in their musical 
tongue, Italian poetry to Italian melody. 

“ And dearer to my ears,” said Lady Nithsdale, “ the simple 
ballad of a Scottish maiden, than even these sweet sounds as 
they are wafted to us over the waters ! ” 

They stopped to listen to the song as it died away ; and, 
they listened, another and more awful sound struck upon their 
ears. 

The bell of one of the small chapels, often constnicted on 
the shores of Catholic countries, was tolled for the soul of a- 
departed mariner. As it hapjwned, the tone was not unlike 
one of which they both retained oidy too vivid and painful a 
recollection. 

The countess felt her husband’s frame quiver beneath the 
stroke. There was no need of words. With a mutual pressui e 
of the arm, they returned upon their steps and sought their 
home. 
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Unconsciously tlieir pace quickened. They seemed to fly 
before the stroke of that bell! Such sufl^ing as they ha^ 
both experienced leaves traces in the soul which time its^ can 
never wholly efface. 


To those who may have been interested in the fate of the 
two persons who form the subject of the foregoing memoir, it 
may be satisfactory to know, that the Lady Nithsdale was 
not parted by death from her beloved husband till many years 
afterwards, when, in the year 1744, he died, in his exile, at 
Rome. She survived him five years: but she had the com¬ 
fort of knowing that, by her exertions in her last visit to 
Terreagles, she had succeeded in securing a competency to her 
son*, who married his cousin the Lady Catherine Stewart, 
daughter to the Earl and Countess of Traquhair. Her daughter, 
the Lady Anne Max well,#ecame the wife of Lord Belle w'. 


o 



THE HAMPSHIRE COTTAGE. 


CFIAPTER I. 


And RtiU it was lior nijjhtly prayer 
To livti to close his siglrtless eyes ; 

For this lier torturing pains to hear. 

Then sink in dcatli ere morning rise. 

Who, were she gone, the staff would guide 
With which he feels, arniss, his way V 
Who, careful, lay the stone aside. 

That might his tottering footstep stay V 
Who lead him to tlie shelter’d stile 
Tliat fronts the sun at noontide hour. 

And watcli the western chmds tin- while 
To warn him of the gatliering shower ? 

OfUffiu/jit'shed lUilLatlfrom 'Saturc. 

Ik one of the last cottages of the village of Ovcrhurst, dwelt 
Nicholas and Sarah Foster. There, in their accustomed seats, 
did the neighbours for many years find old Nicholas, still 
bending over the embers of his humble hearth, and Sarah still 
gazing .through tlie casement window, in jiatient endurance of 
Ae evils with which each was visited. 

They rest now in their qniet graves ; but those who have 
known that ancient coui)]e will not easily forget their ap]>ear- 
ance, or that of all around them : they will remember the weli- 
polished wooden chair in wliich the old woman sat, both her 
hands pressed tightly against her right .side, as if to quell the 
tortures of an agonizing and mortal complaint which had long 
preyed upon her : they wfll remember the very dress she wore, 
— such as is rarely seen of late year.s. Jlut Sarah was an 
English peasant of the olden time, and slie changed not with 
the fashion of the day. Her cap liad a narrow, close, stiff 
border; the crown was high and well-starchcd ; and round it 
was tightly pinned a broad piece of dark-purple ribbon. Her 
grey hair was turned back over a roll, — one of the last re¬ 
maining specimens of tliat mode of dressing the hair. Her 
waist reached to her hips ; her sleeves were tight, and ended at 
the elbow. The gown was open in front; and the apron, 
whicli was of spotless white, always seemed to be just out of 
the folds. 
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Her usual seat, by the long casement of theit clean and 
«lccent kitchen, commanded a view down the village street; 
before her was a clean deal table, which ran the whole length 
of the window, and U])on it lay her spectacles and a book of 
prayer. 

Her countenance bore the traces of extreme suffering, and 
tier brows were always contracted ; but on her lips dwelt a 
patient smile. She swayed her body incessantly backwards 
and forwards, as if to allay her pain ; but her voice was in¬ 
variably cheerful, and even lively, — for Nicholas w^as blind ; 
— and to cheer his days of darkness was her constant- task of 
love. 

Nicholas in his youth had been a hedger, and he still wore 
the brown leather coat peculiar to his calling. His place was 
in the chimney-corner ; his back towards the light, his two 
hands resting on his staff, his chin upon his hands, and his 
sightless eyes fixed on vatancy. 

Tempted by the beauty of the sunset, the ’squire’s family 
one evening extended tiieir walk to the village, and, as they 
frequently tlid, paid a visit to Master Foster and his dame. 
Sarah’s face lighted up with a momentary expression of joy as 
they troppetl in, tilling the humble dwelling ; and the old man 
smiled upon them the patient placid smile of blindness. 

There was the ’squire’s lady, the gentle and kind Mrs. 
Mowbray ; and her blooming daughter, the young Alice, in 
the full flush of maiden loveliness ; and the tall, slender, merry 
Fanny, just verging on womanhood ; and two stout school¬ 
boys ; and the rosy little Fmma, who had quickly gained pos¬ 
session of the tortoiseshell cat, and w’as trying high its powers 
of endurance by her childish mode of fondling it. Besides 
this, the usual party, there was also a dark and handsome 
youth, who appeared to be all attention to Mrs. Mowbray; 
while the young Alice’s cheeks were more brilliant even than 
usual, her smile more animated, and her eyes inoi'e downcast. 

Old Sarah Foster soon perceived that the village report, 
which said the ’squire’s eldest daughter w'as likely to be early 
settled, was better founded than is usually the case with such 
rej)orts. 

'Where is Susan this evening ? ” inquired Mrs. Mowbray. 

** ’Tis Freshfield fair to-day, madam,” answered the dame, 

and all the young people hereabouts are gone to see the 
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humours of it: and so her father and I thought poor Susan 
should take a little amusement for once. She has but a dull 
life with us, so poorly as 1 am, and so helpless as my good 
man is ! ” 

I think you look rather better this evening, Dame Foster,” 
said Alice, who was in that happy frame of mind when it is 
painful to be obliged to believe others less fortunate than one’s- 
self, and when one had far rather be called upon to sympathise 
in their joys than in their sorrows. 

Thank you. Miss Alice,” replied the old woman, while a 
sudden pain caused the smile, with which she tried to receive 
Alice’s kind words, to die away on her lips, and her broM S in¬ 
voluntarily to become more contracted. — “ Thank you, my 
dear young lady, I am much as usual; but 1 do not mind my 
pains as long as I am able to do for my poor Nicholas. I 
know his ways so well. Susan, herself, could not guess all his 
thoughts as I can. Blindness is a heavy affliction, ladies. 
He wants some one who can speak comfort to him at times, 
when he gets thinking his sad thoughts ; some one who can 
talk of by-gone days, wlien w^e had every thing to make us 
happy ; and one who can remiml him of that better place 
where we shall be happier than even the happiest are in this 
world. Morning and night I pray to be spared as long as my 
poor Nicholas lives, however hard my pains may l)e to bear ; 
and morning and night I pray that, when he is gone, I may 
never see another sun rise.” 

A silence of some moments ensued. All w'ere touched by 
the pure and devoted affection so unconsciously expressed by 
the old woman. Alice’s eyes had filled with tears ; for one 
instant they were raised to those of the youth to w'hoin she 
w'as betrothed, but they as quickly foil again. 

I am sure, dame, you are a pattern for all wives,” at 
length added Mrs. Mowbray. 

At this moment, the sound of distant merriment was heard; 
and parties of young folks, the slant western sun shining on 
their holiday apparel, w-ere seen trooping down the headland 
of the opposite hill, under the shelter of the hazel copse. 

“ My Susan will soon be at home,” said the dame, “ for I 
told her to be sure and not stay late at these merry-makings. 
I always hold that no good comes of too much pleasure, 
madam ; and, in my young days, girls had not half the liberty 
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they take now. I can’t say, however, but that Susan is a 
good girl, and minds what we old folks say to her: but she is 
liglit-hearted, poor thing, and has not known trouble yet — 
<iod grant it may be long before she does ! There she comes, 
poor girl ! Ah ! time was when I could move as nimbly as 
she docs, and laugh as heartily. You must excuse her, ladies : 
she little thinks what visitors we have in our cottage, or she 
would know better than to be so free of her jokes,” added the 
dame, as Susan and her lover reached the garden gate, and 
she laughingly shut it against him, and ran into die cottage. 

Upon finding herself in the presence of the 'squire’s family, 
fihe stopped suddenly, while the blood rushed over her face ; 
and she dropped a court’sy, graceful in its awkwardness, and 
took refuge close to her mother’s chair. George Wells mean¬ 
while had fallowed ; and, threatening that he would steal a 
kiss in revenge for the trick she had played him, burst into 
the cottage after her. His shame-faced look of dismay when 
he perceived the company assembled was irresistibly comic : 
Mrs. Mowbray smiled, Fanny tried to be serious, the two boys 
laughed outright, while Alice and Captain Harcourt each main¬ 
tained a countenance of imperturbable unconsciousness. 

The visit was now speedily l^ought to a conclusion ; and 
Susan and her lover were left to settle their little quarrel, re¬ 
lieved from the awe inspired by the gentlefolks.” 

They had already kei>t company, as it is termed, two years. 
George had saved enough to furnish a cottage decently; and 
Susan hail already provided tlie linen, blankets, and counter¬ 
pane, w'hich, among the better sort of poor people, ami those 
who think it necessary to make any provision before they enter 
into the marriage state, is reckoned the proper dowry of the 
bride. They only waited to hear of a cottage which they 
might rent, before they were asked in church. 

George AYells was invite<l to stay supper, ami the quick and 
lively Susan had soon arranged the humble meal. The rashers 
of bacon were fried, the smoking potatoes were on the table : 
ahe had placed her father’s chair, and she gently led him from 
his chimney-nook, and settled him comfortably to his supper ; 
then, gaily kissing him on the forehead, she began to tell him 
of the wonders they had seen at the fair. The old man turned 
Ilk sightless eyes towards her, and, leaning forward as he 
listened, smiled placidly to hear of all the brilliant things which 
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he might never gaze on again ; and the dame forgot her pains 
for a while, rejoicing in the happiness of her child. But, 
mother, you do not know why 1 am so overjoyed to-day ! I 
have such a piece of news for you ! I think you will be as 
pleased as I am ; and father too ! Won’t they, George ? ” 

“ Maybe they will, if it comes true.” 
tt W^ell, mother, guess.” 

** I never was a good guesser, Susan, not in my best days ; 
and I shall never begin now.” 

“ Well, father, do you guess, then.” 

Lord save you, child ! how should I know ? Maybe 'tis 
that the ’squire will give away coals gratis to the i)oor this 
Christmas ? ” 

No, 't an’t that ; ’tis something that will make us happy 
at Christmas and at Lady-day, at Midsummer and at Michael¬ 
mas, and all the year round, as long as we all live.” 

If so be that it comes true ; but we are not sure yet, 
Susan,” interposed the more steady George, who did not ruii 
away with a notion .so quickly as the light-hearted Susan. 

Oh, George ! I know they will give up the cottage; you 
will see if they don’t. They say, father, that Master Mum- 
ford is going to set up carpenter, and that he is to move to 
Mr. Peters’s shop, and Mr. i^etcrs is to be a great cabinet¬ 
maker at Turnholme ; and then what should hinder us taking; 
ISIaster Mumford’s cottage, and living next door to you ? I 
should not mind marrying if 1 was to go no farther than that 
from you and mother ; for then 1 could do for you as well av. 
I can now, and mother need only just trouble herself with 
little odd jobs that will be rather a pleasure than a trouble to 
her.” 

But, Susan, we don’t know, even if Master Mumford 
should set up at Mr. Peters’s, whether the ’stjuire will let the 
cottage to us. If you run off so at score, maybe you’ll only 
meet with a disappointment. How'ever, I am willing to go 
to the ’squire’s to-morrow morning, and see what I can do.” 

That’s right, George ! ” exclaimed the eager Susan ; 
‘‘ that’s what I have been wanting all along I ” 

Well, I never said I was against trying ; only I a’nt for 
making too sure of a thing before we have got it. You have- 
heard, maybe, Susan, of counting your chickens before they 
are hatched 1 ” 
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Don’t yon make game of me, George I I’ll answer for it, 
the ’squire is not the man to say no to us; he has always 
been a kind friend to father: ” while the suspicion that he 
seldom missed an opportunity of asking her how she did, and 
taking a look at her sparkling black eyes, may have increased 
her reliance on his kindness to her blind father. 

I shall be glad enough if we are so lucky as to get the 
refusal of it,” replied George ; “’for 1 see little chance of our 
fintling any other place hereabouts; and I would never be the 
man to take you into another parish, with your parents such 
poor afflicted creatures as they are ! I’m not one of your 
iiigh-flown, flighty folks; and I’ve never read any of suOh 
line books as you and your school-fellows sometimes get hold 
of, Susan ; but I can read rny Bible pretty middling, and I 
know what is the duty we owe to our parents, who took care 
of us when we could do nothing for ourselves, and I would 
never wish my wife not to be a dutiful child.” 

Old Sarah Foster looked aj)provingly at her future son-in- 
law ; and Nicholas said, You are a young man with good 
principles, and it will be a pleasure to give our Susan to such 
a one as you. When I die, I shall rest quiet in my grave if 
I know she is married to you.” 

‘‘ They did not always speak so of you, George! ” answered 
the merry girl. “ 'V'’ou used to say I was a wilful girl, did 
not you, father, when 1 said I would have George, or nobody ? 
So, after all, I have got an old head on young shouktfers, 
though nobody has given me credit for it yet ! ” 

It was not many weeks after Freshtield fair, when the 
village of Overhurst was all alive with anotlier aftd a greater 
Jubilee. The church bells rang a merry peal from the very 
sunrise ; the village maidens, in their most trim apparel, were 
in waiting to strew flowers on the path of Alice Mowbray and 
I.'aptain Harcourt; an ox was roasted whole in Overhurst 
Park, and the beer flowed as beer should flow on such oc¬ 
casions. 

The 'squire had promised Master Muinford's house to 
George Wells, and he had obtained Susan’s consent that they 
ehould soon be asked in church. Susan was all blushes and 
smiles, as among the other maidens she scattered flowers on 
the path ; and she court’sied with a pretty confusion when the 
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bride gave her a nod of recognition, as she hurried past into 
the travelling carriage at the gate. 

Hitherto, all had seemed to smile on Susan ; for, having 
been accustomed to them from her youth, her father's blind¬ 
ness and her mother’s ill-health did not dwell upon her mind 
as misfortunes; while the wish to enliven her parents, and 
the pleasure they took in her sprightliness, had rather tended 
to increase the natural gaiety of her disposition. But on this, 
the happiest day of her life, a change came over the destiny 
of Susan Foster. 

The festivities of Overhurst Park concluded with a dance 
on the green ; and Susan, gay, blooming, and thoughtless, 
seemed to be the reigning village belle. 

The scene was one which could not be looked upon without 
interest. There the good-natured Mrs. Mowbray might be 
seen, moving about among her humble guests, with a kind 
word for each. She was flusheti and agitated, breathless and 
tearful ; but she had given her daughter to a son-in-law 
whom she thought perfection, and she was as happy as a 
mother can be who has for the first time x^ai’ted from her 
child. The simple congratulations of the poor people over¬ 
came, while they pleased, her. The tears started into her 
eyes when she heard the hearty God bless Miss Alice ! ”— 
May the captain make her a good husband ! ” — May Miss 
Alice be as happy as she deserves to be! ” which greetetl her 
on all sides. 

Half ashamed of her own emotion, she turned away to a 
demure and staid matron, who sat somewhat apart, watching 
the young ones as they footed it merrily on the grass to the 
music of the village band ; Well, Dame Dixon, I hope you 
have enjoyed yourself, and that you have had everything you 
wished for ? ” 

Everything was beautiful, I am sure, madam," replied 
Mrs. Dixon, rising respectfully from her seat: “ his honour 
has treated us with the best of everything.” 

Is your daughter among the dancers ? ” inquired Mrs. 
Mowbray, as she saw Mrs. Dixon’s eye glance frequently 
towards the country-dance. 

Yes, madam ; Jane is very partial to dancing—almost 
too partial,” she continued, as a bouncing couple came flying 
by beyond the double hedge of dancers. '‘^Jane,” said tliu 
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mother, as she clutched the maiden’s red elbow, don’t you 
see that madam is here ? Where’s your manners, girl ? ” 

Jane stopped short, dropped a sort of court’sy, and com¬ 
posed her laughing countenance, while the partner disappeared 
among the crowd, with the sheepish basbfulness which cha¬ 
racterises an English clown, especially in his youth. 

“ I am afraid we have stopped their dancing,” said Mrs. 
Mowbray. “ Pray do not mind me, Jane. 1 hope I have 
not frightened away your partner; ” and the kind hostess 
glided on. 

“ What is become of Will Smith ? ” asked Dame Dixon. 

“ I don’t know,” replied Jane; ‘‘ and what’s more, I don’t 
care. I’m very tired,” she continued, as she let herself drop 
on the bench by her mother’s side ; while her countenance 
relaxed into as decided an expression of sadness, as it had 
previously vrorn that of uncontrolled merriment. 

“ Then I am sure, Jane, I wish you would not make so 
free with him, nor with half-a-dozen other young men. You 
have too much to say to them by half.” 

“ It won’t do to sit and mope,” cried Jane, starting up, as 
George Wells and Susan Foster were sloAvly advancing to 
join the dancers, with a lingering stej), as though they Avere 
loth to have their conversation broken in upon. Jane was off 
like a startled deer ; and in a few moments Dame Dixon saw 
her dancing away with more spirit than ever, having already 
provided herself with another partner. 

Mr. Mowbray meantime had stopped Susan Foster to speak 
to her, and she was blushing and court’sying under the com¬ 
pliments he was paying her on her bright skin and her black 
eyes, and George was shifting from leg to leg under the com¬ 
pliments he was paying him upon his good taste and his good 
fortune. 

Mr. Mowbray had an eye for beauty, and certainly felt the 
glow of charity more strongly in his bosom towards the 
young and the good-looking of his parishioners, than towards 
the old and the ill-favoured: at least he was apt to think 
Mrs. Mowbray understood the w’^ants and the sorrows of Ihe 
latter better than he di<l. 

** And who is that buxom lass } ” said he to his W’ife, 
who was looking on upon the scene ; “ she is a light-hearted 
one. How indefatigable she is ! ” 
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"That is old Dixon’s daughter, Jane, to whom you always 
used to give a shilling for opening the gate, because her eyes 
were so blue.” 

** So she is ! Faith, she has turned out a fine creature ! 
But, bless me, who is this pretty woman ? Quite an Hcgante, 
I declare ! Where can she come from ? ” 

** Why, from our own farm of Holmy-bank, to be sure. 
Do you not see Farmer Otley close behind her ? and do you 
not know he has been married this year, though they are only 
lately come to the farm ? ” 

“ Why you know, my dear, I have a taste for tlie beautiful, 
and not for the sublime ; and I quite overlook everything else 
when there is such a pretty woman as this to be seen.” 

" I am sure, if you are thinking of beauty, Mr. Otley is 
almost the handsomest man I ever saw in ray life ; and if she 
lobks like a lady with her smart dress, he looks ten times 
more really distinguished, with those fine features, and his 
head like an antique gem, though he is dressed as befits his 
station in life." 

" Well, my dear, you may admire Mr. Otley if you like it: 
it is only fair to allow me to admire his wife. 1 have just 
recollected, I have a great deal to say to Farmer Otley,” con¬ 
tinued Mr. Mowbray, laughing; and he was soon in deep 
conversation with his tenant about his course of cropping ami 
his stock : while Mrs. Mowbray secretly reflected, “ Mr. Mow¬ 
bray is growing too old to talk so much about beauty. I feel 
quite uncomfortable when he goes on so before the children.” 

“ Well, mamma! ” interposed Fanny ; " don’t you think 
Susan Foster is much prettier than Mrs. Otley t Her eyes are 
much larger, in the first place ; and then she is so quiet, and 

does not look up and down so; and then, as for her nose-” 

“ My dear, Susan Foster is a very respectable, worthy 
young woman, and very good-looking ; and now do not let us 
hear any more about beauty. I am really sick of the subject.” 

It was not that Mrs. Mowbray was jealous, for Mr. Mow¬ 
bray was a kind husband, and she knew it was only “his 
way.” She knew that his foible was not to “affect a virtue 
though he had it not; ” but rather to talk, as if he were far 
less scrupulous than he really was. It was only before the 
children, or in the hearing of strangers, who did not know 
his way,” that Mrs. Mowbray felt seriously annoyed. 
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Mr. Otley was of course gratified when his landlord wished 
to be introduced to his wife ; and Mr. Mowbray, with twink¬ 
ling eyes and gay smile, was soon inquiring into the condition 
of lier pigs, her poultry, and her dairy. 

“ Oh, sir ! she reidied, with a tender look at her husband ; 
“ you must not ask me about the pigs: Mr. O. says I am a 
sad fine lady ;(and she looked up for applause ;) “but I 
never could bear the smell of those creatures,” (and she 
looked down with a refined cast of countenance:) “but I am 
very fond of my dairy ; am 1 not, Mr. O. ? and I slip on my 
clogs every morning, anti step into my dairy ; don't I, Mr. O.? ” 

“Why, yes, Lizzy, you do that, to be sure; but my 
mother used to see to the scouring of the milk-pans herself, 
and would never let father have any peace if there W'as not 
ahvays i>lenty of wood-ashes to clean them with, every morn- 
ing. 

“ ()h dear, Mr. Otley ! don’t you go off now about that 
tiear good old soul, your poor dear mother. 1 am sure 
Mr. Mow'hray will not care to hear what she did twenty years 

ago. 

“ I ha<l always rather hear about a pretty young w'oman 
of the present day, than about an old one, be she ever so good, 
of the past day,” replied Mr. IMowbray, with a bow ; and 
Mrs. Otley simpered, and blushed, and looked dowm, and re¬ 
moved a curl which fell a little too much over her eyes, and 
then added, turning to her husband, — 

“ You know, Mr. Otl(*y, I have promised to be very good 
about the poultry, and to look after the eggs every morning, 
as soon as you have made a raised path across the farm-yard 
to the hen-house. But really, sir, the farm-yard is in such a 
|)ickle, that nobody but the labouring men could think of 
crossing it.” 

“ Impossible that Mr. Otley can have so little gallantry as 
to wish those pretty little feet should step into the farm-yard ! 
He w'ould not be such a Goth 1 ” 

“That’s just what I am always telling Mr. ().,” added 
Mrs. Otley, turning round exultingly ; I am always telling 
him he is a Goth and a Vandal ; and then he says he does not 
know who the troths and the Vandals are ; and then 1 laugh, 
and tell him he is more of a Goth and a Vandal than ever.” 

“ Ah, Lizzy 1 you must not mind everything his honour 
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says; he is pleased to joke sometimes. But he knows well 
enough that a farmer has need of his head, and both his 
hands too, and that a farmer’s wife should be a stirring body: 
he knows well enough they are the sort who pay their rent to 
the day, and keep their land in good condition.” 

“ You, and your father before you, have been very good 
tenants. Master Otley ; no landlord need wish for better : 
but here comes Mrs. Alowbray. My dear, you must allow 
me to have the pleasure of presenting you to our new neigh¬ 
bour, our friend Mr. Otley’s pretty wife.” 

Mrs. Otley simpered, “ Mrs. Mowbray had already done 
her the honour-” 

'^You need not introduce us, Mr. Mowbray,” answered 
Mrs. Mowbray, with a shade of asperity in her tone, which 
amused her husband; “ I have already had the pleasure of 
filing Mrs. Otley’s pretty farm, and her sweet little boy : 
Emma and I walked to Ilolrny-bank a few days ago, and 
Mr, Otley sho%ved us all about the place.” 

How are the dear little calves, Mr. Otley,” exclaimed 
Emma, that Fanny and I were feeding ? ” 

They are growing nicely, thank you, young ladies,” re¬ 
plied the farmer ; “• and I shall be proud to show them to you 
again, if you would favour us with a call.” 

Oh ! Mrs. Otley, -what a pleasure the calves must be to 
you ! I dare say you pass half the day feeding them : I am 
sure I should ! ” 

They are pretty innocent creatures, indeed, miss ; and if 
our old Daniel would keep the pens a little cleaner, 1 should 
have no objection to looking at them oftener than I do. But, 
if Mrs. Mowbray should honour us with another visit, I think 
I could show you something that w'ould please young ladies 
more than such common, every-day creatures as calves. I 
have got two beautiful green parrots, that can chatter, and will 
repeat anything. And I am sure it would please you to see 
the curious Gothic castle, all made of shells, and the lady at 
the window playing on the guitar ! ” 

Oh ! I should like another walk to Holmy-bank of all 
things; but it would be to see the dear calves: I like them 
much better than parrots.” 

*^My girls are very homely in their tastes, Mrs. Otley ; 
they are quite country lasses ; ” and Mrs. Mowbray glided on. 
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a little provoked that her husband should find so much to say 
to such a would-be fine lady as the farmer’s pretty wife: 
‘‘ and he has never remembered to speak once to good old 
Mrs. Williams, our own steward's mother,” she thought, as 
she proceeded towards Mrs. Williams, in order to make up for 
his omission. 

The evening was now beginning to close: the cockchafers 
were humming under the beech-trees, and were flying into 
the faces and among the hair of those who had taken refuge 
under their shade. Much was the merriment they gave rise 
to, and many a rustic coquette affected a little more fear than 
slie really felt of their harmless, though sticky, claws ; while 
Jane Dixon laughed rather longer and louder than the occa¬ 
sion seemed to require. 

The sun had quite sunk below the horizon ; and the 
vapours, which had been rising during the heat of the sultry 
tlay, were suddenly condensed, and hung on the lower grounds, 
looking silvery-white under the light of the summer moon. 

Susan and some other village girls, tired with dancing and 
the excitement of the day, mounted an empty waggon which 
was returning hojiiewards, and the merry group of thoughtless 
young creatures thus made their entry into the quiet village 
street. Susan had, in the exuberance of her spirits, danced 
the longest and the latest ; the day had been oppressively hot, 
but with the evening came a heavy dew, and the air was 
chilly. D'hen Susan arrived at home, her mother thought 
she looked pale ; and scolded George for having allowed her 
to return in the waggon, after having heated herself with 
dancing. 

‘‘ Time enough for me to mind him, mother, when once 
we are married,” answered the joyous girl ; “ 1 have but a 
little while longer to be my own mistress, and 1 must use 
my liberty now, or never ! ” and the gay creature laughed, 
conscious of her power over father, mother, and lover. 

'^Oh, mother, we have been so happy! I never %vas so 
happy before, and, maybe, never shall again ! never, at least, 
if you teach Cieorge that I am not to have my own way ! ” 
and she turned her beaming eyes from her mother to her lover, 
while old Sarah hoped she had many days in store for her of 
more true happiness, if not of such flighty gaiety. Alas ! it 
was well for them they could not look into futurity. 
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The next morning Susan woke with a heavy cold, and an 
unusual pain in her eyes; they were bloodshot and inflamed. 
The dame reproached her with her imprudence: and doctored 
her with that degree of discretion which is usual among the 
poor people. Her eyes became hourly more painful. 

As he returned from work, George paid her his accustomed 
visit. He wished she would see the doctor ; but she laugh¬ 
ingly replied she should be well to-morrow, for old Dame 
Jones had given her an infallible remedy for all complaints of 
the eyes. 


CHAPTER II. 

i) dolce Amor cho di riso t’ aininatiti 
Quanto parovi ardonto in quo' t'avilli 
Ch’ aveano spirto sol di pensi<‘r siiuti. 

Dvntk, Paradiso, cat 2 i. UMuo. 

Dame Joxes’s infallible remedy rather increased than dimi¬ 
nished the evil; and Susan’s spirits began to fail her at the 
continued suffering, the enforced idleness, and also in some 
degree at the disfigurement occasioned by the tliinming of her 
brilliant eyes ; for she was not without a share of female 
vanity, — vanity which is indulged as almost a laudable feel¬ 
ing when it is for the sake of another that personal attractions 
are valued. 

The Sunday on which Susan and her lover were to be asked 
in church was fast approaching, when she half sadly, half 
sportively, thus addressed him : You had better go to Mr. 

Sandford, George, and tell him not to say any thing iil^out us 
in church. It would never do to be a bride with such eyes as 
theseand she tried to smile, though .she was more inclined 
to weep. 

“ There will be plenty of time for your eyes to get cjuite 
well, Susan, before we are out-asked.” 

They must begin to mend, ffeorge, before we need talk 
of their getting well,” replied Susan with a sigh ; and then 
she playfully added, “ Do you remember your telling me 
when Miss Alice, that w'as, walked down the church-yard, 
looking so blushing and Ix-autiful, that you would show them 
a pre.tticr bride before long; and that, though she would not 
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have such a smart lace-veil to hang over her face, she vroulcl 
have a pair of brighter eyes to shine out of her bonnet. You 
must wait a bit, George, before your words can come true." 

Not long, Susan, not long ; 1 am sure you will be well 
before three weeks are over ; that’s a long time.” ^ 

“ So it is, George, — a long, long time to be as I am ! But 
the folks shan’t laugh at you for having such a homely half¬ 
blind bride. I should not like you to be ashamed of your 
wife, upon the wedding-day at all events ;" and she tried to 
carry off' her sadness and her mortification by an assumed air 
of sjirightliness. 

Still poor Susan’s eyes did not mend ; her mother’s appli¬ 
cations, and Dame Jones’s w'onderful remedy, proved equally 
unavailing. Susan's spirits quite gave way ; she often sat and 
we]>t when her mother’s back was towards her, and her sight¬ 
less fatlier could not perceive how sad his once light-hearted 
girl was now become. After Alice’s marriage, the family of 
tile Mowbrays had left home for some time, and Mr, Sandford 
was old and had been ill, or Susan’s sufferings would never 
have been allowed to continue so long, without her having 
been jirovided with better medical attendance. The old 
couple themselves had derived so little benefit from the advice 
of doctors, that they, as is frequently the case among the 
poor, reposed more confidence in the doctoring of Mr. Sand- 
ford, or of any other gentleman or lady, than in that of the 
first physician in the land. ’J'hey all felt anxious that the 
good minister should recover his health, and visit them ; and 
tliey flattered themselves he would soon afford Susan some 
relief.^ When he did call, he was shocked at the alteration in 
the p"r girl’s appearance, and he instantly sent for the best 
medical practitioner in the neighbourhood, deeming the case 
much too important a one for his own unassisted advice. 

Mr. Sandford’s countenance first excited alarm, serious 
alarm, in Susan’s mind : for the first time she trembled for 
her eye-sight; and an icy chill ran through her when she 
thouglit of her future fate. 

George called as he returned home from work; and, on 
hearing that Mr. Sandford had visited the cottage, his coun¬ 
tenance brightened: “ 'fhen now we shall see you begin to 
mend ! What has our good minister told you to do, Susan ? 
Am I to go to*his house to-night to fetch any stuff for you ? ” 
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** No, George, no. He says I must see the real doctor. He 
says he can’t do any thing for me himself.” George looked 
amazed and confounded. He says he does not understand 
such things himself; ” and she added, in a tone which she 
tried ^ make perfectly calm and composed, he says‘he is 
afraicTi shill not be well for a long time.” 

George was in despair. He thought, if Mr. Sandford could 
not cure a complaint, it must indeed be a bad one ! He turned 
his eyes towards the old dame : she sat, as usual, rocking her¬ 
self backwards and forwards, with her hands pressed to her 
side, in mental as well as bodily suffering, for she too had 
been struck by the manner of their pastor. “ We shall hear 
what the doctor says to-morrow, George ! T am sorry now 
that we kept waiting and w’aiting for Mr. Sandford to get 
well; but I have had enough of doctors in my time, anti I 
was loth to begin again with them. '\V^e must hope for the 
best, and not be dow’n-hearted.” 

She is young, poor thing !” added old Nicholas ; and 
’tis to be hoped she w’^on’t be afflicted at her age as I am. I 
was near three-score when I lost my eye-sight, and 1 thought 
it a heavy affliction. It would be a deal worse for a young 
thing just turned her one-and-twenty,” continued the father, 
at once uttering in plain English the utmost extent of their 
fears, in the simple straightforward manner common among 
the poor people, hut w'hich would sound harsh and unfeeling 
to the sensibilities of the more refined. 

I only hope I may be able to bear my trials as rvell as 
you do, father, if I am to be so afflicted,” exclaimed Susan, as 
she burst into an agony of tears, rendered the more viyjfut by 
her having previously attempted to control herself. 

Susan, Susan, you must not take on so,” said George, 
anxious to soothe her. 

You’ll do your poor eyes more barm if you-cry, Susan,” 
said her mother, than the doctor can cure in a week. You 
must try not to give way, Susan dear !” 

Cheer up, my child,” added Nicholas. M'e do not 
know yet what the doctor will say ; perhaps it may not be so 
bad after all.” 

Susan dried her tears, and tried to be composed ; but the 
inmates of Nicholas Foster’s humble cottage redred to rest that 
night with sadness in their hearts, which wadiftot destined to 
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be much alleviated by the doctor’s visit the next day. He 
talked of time and patience, of a cooling diet and soothing ap¬ 
plications, a tranquil mind and the necessity of not fretting,— 
of all injunctions the most difficult to obey ! He gave them 
hope certainly, which, though not enough to reliev^jusan’s 
mind, was eagerly caught at by George, and he was b^'nning 
to urge that it could do no harm if they were asked in church. 

Not yet, George, not yet. Wait till I begin to mend. I 
should be but a useless wife to you at present. I have given 
up the thought of making a pretty bride,” she continued in a 
tone almost of bitterness ; but I must be able to do for you, 
and to keep your house tidy : so there’s no use in talking 
about being asked in church, George.” 

George desisted, for her manner was so resolved he felt it 
impossible to oppose l»er. 


ClIAPTEll 111. 

K del iiinlo «> iniil pcj'aiore' 

i-'orse, cho non parrtfbbu it inal probcnte. , Tasso. 

Susan was a good-hearted girl, but she had a high spirit. 
She had a generous temper, but it was not always under con¬ 
trol. Of all qualities a sweet temper is perhaps the one least 
cultivated in the lower ranks of life. The })eculiar disposition 
is not watched ; care is not taken to distinguish between the 
passionate child, the sulky, the obstinate, and the timid. The 
children of the poor are allowed a latitude of speech unknown 
among the higher orders, and they are free from the salutary 
restraint imposed by what is termed company.” 

"Wheu in the enjoyment of full health and strength, the 
uugoverned temper of the poor is one of their most striking 
faults, while their resignation under affliction, whether mental 
or bodily, is the point of all others in which the rich might 
with advantage study to imitate them. 

Susan’s spirit rvas not yet tamed by affliction. There were 
moments w’hen she could not bear, without impatience, the 
pain her eyes occasioned her, and the weight of care which 
oppressed he^j^lind. 

p 
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It was towards George that she most frequently evinced any 
signs of captiousness ; and yet it was on his account that she 
most poignantly felt her present affliction, and her future 
prospects. She was more unhappy than she quite ventured to 
own tHj^erself, or to him ; more apprehensive of what might 
be thiWesulu She feared he would not always continue to be 
as kind'as he now was. She could not expect it; and she 
sometimes received his simple attentions as if she was more 
surprised, than touched by them. 

One evening he brought her some flowers from his father’s 
garden. 

Well! I shall be able to smell/’ she said, ‘' even wdien I 
shall not be able to see; but perliaps, George, you will not 
go on bringing me flowers then I What beautiful double¬ 
stocks these are ! we can’t get any to grow like these in our 
little bit of garden.” 

“ I raised them for father myself, Susan ; so I don't see 
why we should not have some, just as fine, and finer, wdien 
we have a garden of our own ! ” And poor George looked 
pleased at her praise of his pet flower. 

“ I dare say you wdll never get any to come so thick and so 
double another time, — even if you should try,” answered 
Susan despondingly ; for she thought, “ when could she hope 
to have a home of her own ? ” 

“ And do you think I shall not try, Susan, to make my 
W'ife’s home as nice as father’s ? ” 

“ Maybe you will, — and I may not be there to see it.” 

“ AVhy, Susan, 1 do not know wdiat is come over you; 
there is no pleasing you. I thought you would like my 
flowers !” 

“ And so I do, George ; and I am very much obliged to 
you for them,” she continued in a tone of gratitude almost 
beyond what the occasion called for. Presently she added, in 
a sad, low voice, “ You are very good to me, very good 
indeed.” 

Just at this moment Nicholas and his dame were seen ap¬ 
proaching the garden-gate. She was leading him from the 
stile over which he loved to lean, and to feel the warm sun on 
his eyes, and turn his face in the <lirection of the setting orb. 
Sarah was hobbling back, guiding the blind oM man, whose 
firmer step assisted in supporting her sufFeringJpime. George 
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opened the cottage-door to admit them, and the slant beams 
of the sun glanced through the opening upon poor Susan’s 
eyes. 

The sudden light pained her ; and although she had one 
moment befote reproached herself with not being su&:ient]y 
grateful for the kindness shown her, she exclaimed somewhat 
pettishly, Don’t you know, George, how it hurts my eyes 
to have the light glare upon them all at once ? ” at the same 
time pushing back her chair with an impatient movement, 
which was accounted for, but not justified, by the pain which 
she suffered. 

The sight of her poor blind father, and of his meek ex¬ 
pression of countenance, recalled lier to herself. She hastened 
to him and helped him to his chimney-nook, and then assisted 
her mother to her usual chair. They each thanked her in a 
kind atid gentle voice, and she felt inwardly rebuked by their 
patience atid their submission. 

(Jeorge had stood aloof, awkward and mortified. She drew 
near him. I beg your pardon, George,” she murmured ; 
“ George, 1 do not know what is come to me and she burst 
into tears. 

“ Never fret, Susan ; I don’t mind. ’Tis very natural, I 
dare say, that you should be a little testy or so : don’t cry, 
your mother says 'tis so bad for you. 1 don’t mind, though, 
to Ije sure, you do sometimes hurt my feelings a little.” Dame 
Forster thought she saw him brush off g tear with the back of 
his hand. 

^V’'hy, what’s the matter, Susan ? Sure you and George 
have not been falling out, have your'” 

Oh, no ! not a bit of it, dame !” 

“ George is very good to me, mother ; but I don’t know 
how it is, I believe sometimes I am hard to please and she 
strove to smile. 

‘‘ Ah, my poor girl,” said Nicholas, “ trouble is hard to 
bear when first it comes ; but the back gets used to the burden. 
If you are a good girl, and say your prayers as sliould be, 
God will give you strength to bear what it is liis pleasure to 
lay upon you. Won’t He, dame? I am sure we have found 
it so. He is very merciful ; and if He gives us trouble. He 
sends us comfort to make up for it. If it has pleased Him to 
aflBiict me witljjblindness, He has given me a good wife — ay, 

p 2 
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the best of wives; and if she is afflicted with her side, poor 
soul J why He has given her, and me too, dutiful cliildren, 
and children who, some of them, are likely to do very well. 
There are our two boys, though they are settled in distant 
counties, they are very good to us, and have never let us want 
for anything, but have kept us off the parish as yet; an<l that’s 
what fe\v people can say for their sons. If we do but look 
the right way for them, we shall all find we have our comforts ; 
though we may not be so sharp to find them out, as we are to 
find our troubles.” 

Among Susan’s causes of uneasiness there was one which 
she did not like to dwell upon to her parents. She had been 
used to assist towards the maintenance of the family, by taking 
in needle-work. She had now for many weeks been obliged to 
give up her occupation ; and she felt that, though her brothers 
provided for the comfort of their parents, it was hard upon 
them to have a helpless sister also to su{>port- 

She was allowed to be much in the air if she wore a shade 
over her eyes ; and she frequently made use of this liberty to 
visit an old neighbour, who liad long been bedridden, and who 
earned herself a decent liveliliood by knitting stockings for the 
poor, and mufiettees and handkerchiefs for the gentry, who 
admired the intricate and curious stitches with whicli she 
adorned her work. 

Susan, who already contemjdated the probability of being 
eventually condemnec^ to blindness, thought it would ])rove 
useful if, while she still retained some eyesight, she was to 
make herself acquainted with old Nelly’s art; and accordingly 
she applied herself diligently to acquire the requisite profi¬ 
ciency. She would souretirnes close her eyes and try whether 
she could thus accomplish the difficult stitch ; and then, when 
she opened them for the purpose of ascertaining where lay her 
mistake, she would sigh to think the time might soon arrive 
when the darkness would he eternal. 

Susan’s visits to Nelly M’^arner had a considerable and not 
unfavourable influence upon her future character. 

The old woman was naturally of a querulous disposition, 
and was more inclined to dwell on the many privations to 
which her complaint condemned her, than on the superior 
comforts which fell to her lot beyond otliers ^\dio were equally- 
afflicted. She had an attentive grand-daughteiP who was de- 
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Totecl to her ; and she was not in want of what might in her 
line of life be deemed coinforts, for the neighbouring gentry 
showed her much kindness. 

Susan could not but compare the patient endurance of her 
mother, the placid submission of her father, with the fret¬ 
fulness of Nelly Warner ; and when she answered her com- 
jdaints with such arguments for resignation as naturally oc¬ 
curred to her mind, she could not but apply the wonls she 
uttere<l to her ow'ii case. 

“ So you are come at last, Susan,” said old Nelly, in a 
reproachful tone ; “ 1 have been expecting you this half-hour. 
The church clock has gone three, 1 do not know how long. 
Yonng people should not keep old folks waiting, more esjie- 
cially when they want them to do them a kindness.” 

“ It is only ten minutes past three, Nelly ; I looked as I 
came by ; hut 1 am sorry I was not quite to my time. 'I'he 
bright sun dazzled iny eyes, and I went back to get mother to 
alter rny green shade.” 

Ah ! young folks always have some excuse or another 
which they think mighty good themselves. It fidgets a poor 
body like rue to lie wondering, and exjiecting, and listening to 
bear the door open ! Al'hen one is helpless and ailing, as 1 am, 
folks should take care not to worry one. It is bad enough to 
hear one’s own miseries. Here I lie, and what pleasure have 
I from one week’s end to another ? ” 

‘‘ Ijittle enough of pleasure, indeed, dear Nelly, except the 
pleasure of tloing a kindness by me,” said Susan, as she took out 
her knittitig needles. “ Then you have little I’atty to help you, 
and to bring you all you want, and she is a good child. Some 
people, Nelly, have not the comfort of such a good little girl 
to attend to thc-m : sure yt)U have much to he grateful for.” 

“ 1 can’t tell what I have to he grateful for. ’I'here’s Master 
Thompson, lie is two years older than I am, and he is hearty 
and well, and goes to his work regularly, and earns as much 
as a young man. And there’s my own sister Pratt, why she's 
ten } 1 ‘ars older than J am, and she can walk to market.” 

“ Oh, but, Nelly, the w'ay to be contented is to compare 
our condition w'hh those who are worse off than ourselves. 
You W'ant for nothing ; you are able to earn a gootl deal your¬ 
self. Now, 1 can’t earn anything yet she added in a very 
low voice ; ‘^nd peoiile are very good to you.” 
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** They like my warm mulFettees well enough; but I need 
not thank them, but myself, for that.” 

Susan felt shocked at Nelly’s ill-temper and ingratitude, and 
she thought what a bard task it must be for Patty to study the 
humours of such a discontented old woman. 

She remembered how kind her mother had always been to 
her, she remembered how patiently George had borne with her, 
and she resolved she would not put him to such trials any 
more. 

The uncertainty in which she remained concerning her 
future fate, sometimes appeared to her harder to bear than the 
knowledge of the truth would be, and she made up her mind 
she would some day ask the doctor what was his real opinion 
of her case. But many a visit passed over without her sum¬ 
moning the requisite courage. If he should destroy all the 
hopes she still indulged, what should she do ? How ought 
she to conduct herself towards George ? Could she wish him 
to be ’cumbered with a blind wife ? 

While all these contending feelings were working in her 
mind, she found it difficult to be always gentle and plachl, and 
yet she was ashamed before her good resigned parents to give 
way to impatience. They never tutored her, they never gave 
her advice ; but 

“ Example more than precept weighs,” 

and their whole lives were one continued moral lesson. 

Susan was one day sitting at home, with her back towards 
the light, diligently plying her long needles, when she suddenly 
addressed her mother; ‘‘Mother, do you think 1 shall ever 
get well ? ” 

“ There's no saying, my dear Susan ; such things are in 
the hands of Providence !” 

“ Mother, has the doctor ever told you anything ? ” she 
asked, with a great effort. 

“ No, my child, he has never said anything for certain : but 
how do you feel your eyes yourself?” 

“ No better, mother, no better ; I don't think they will last 
long, and that’s the truth of it,” she said, relieved by giving 
utterance to what had been so long preying on her mind. 

“ My poor Susan ! The Lord have mercy upon you, and 
hear you up under this affliction ! — and He will, my child,-— 
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depend upon it. He will. But it goes harder with me, Susan, 
to see you so, than it has to bear all the other troubles 1 have 
ever been visited with.” 

Well, mother, don’t fret; we will hope,” said Susan, 
alarmed herself at the alarm she had excited in her mother’s 
bosom, and half disappointed at not meeting with more re- 
assurement; but Sarah had long perceived ivith grief that her 
daughter made no progress towards amendment, and the 
melancholy truth had gradually forced itself upon her mind. 

The doctor called one day, when the dame was leading her 
good man to his usual stile, and Susan was therefore alone. 
She determined to put the question to him, and to be assured 
whether she ought, or ought not, to relinquish all hope. Hav¬ 
ing thus armed herself w'ith resolution to hear the M'orst, she 
framed lier question with such apparent composure, and as if she 
entertained so little expectation of recovery, that the doctor 
thought there was no occasion to deceive her, and did not 
attempt to deny that her fears were only too well grounded. 
She dropped him a respectful court’sy, and only said, “ Thank 
you, sir.” He praised her for her strength of mind, advised 
her to seek fortitude whence alone it was to be found, and re¬ 
commended her being as much as possible in the open air, that 
her general health might not suffer. 

W’hen he had taken his leave,—when poor Susan found her¬ 
self quite alone, — then all her strength of mind forsook her. 
She relievetl her bursting heart by floods of tears; and had 
scarcely recovered any composure, when her father and mother 
returned from their evening stroll to the neighbouring stile. 
That night Susan could not sleep, but she pondered deeply on 
the future. 


CHAPTER IV. 


But not to understand a treasure’s worth 
Till time; has stolen away the sliglited good. 

Is cause of half the poverty we tWd, 

And makes the world the wilderaess it is. Cowper. 


After her conversation with the doctor, Susan applied herself 
more diligently than ever to her knitting, and succeeded in 

p 4 
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acquiring such dexterity, that she nearly equalled her mistress. 
She took every opportunity of walking in the fields, for she 
thought she should like to see the beautiful face of nature as 
long as it was permitted her to tlo so. George found tliat all 
peevishness had disappeared; his kindnesses were received 
with gratitude, and any little omission on his part did not 
seem to be perceived. The days hail become so much shorter 
that she could no longer take a walk with him each evening 
when he returned from work, but on Sundays they still %van- 
dered through the fields together. He one day remarked how 
long the oaks had kept their leaves this year. 

“ I can see that the woods look thick,” she replied ; but 
I cannot well distinguish their colour. However, I am glad 
the leaves last late this autumn, for I shall never see them 
again ; before spring 1 sliall be quite dark, George. I shall 
be very sorry not to see the young lambs : I used to like to 
watch them skip about upon the headlands, when the sun shone 
out on a spring morning ; and I shall be sorry not to see the 
primroses in the dell by Fairmead Shaw. O dear ! I shall 
tie up no more hunches of violets in Oldash Lane, where the 
banks are always so blue with them ! I did not know at the 
time how much I enjoyed all those sights. And the pretty 
young shoots of the sallow, that we used to gather for I’alm 
Sunday ! Oh ! we are all giddy thoughtless crfiatures, George, 
and do not half value the common blessiiigs of life while we 
have them. 1 think sometimes of such things till rny heart 
seems ready to burst ; and then I remember poor father, how 
patient and contented he is ; and I know how mother hears all 
her pains, and I remember that 1 have not much pain to bear; 
for I do not suffer now, except, to he sure, in my poor mind. 
I feel a great deal sometimes, ih’orge, — more tlian 1 like to 
talk about; and I think a great deal; and the time must come 
when you must think too. I know this is not the way for a 
young man to wear away his life; I know it all, and 1 do not 
mean to hold you to your word ; only, as long as I can walk 
about and see the old places at all, I should like to walk with 
you, and see them with you.” 

Oh, Susan ! you go near to break my lieart when you talk 
so beautifully. But you know I w'anted long ago that vve should 
be married, and you know I am ready to work night and day 
to keep you; and there Avill be Master Murnfonl’s house at 



THE HAMPSHIRE COTTAOE. 217 

liberty by the spring. I am ready and willing to do my best 
for you.” 

“ No, George, it won’t do ; such a poor helpless creature as 
I shall be by the spring must not think of taking care of a 
family. Hark how that robin is singing ! There is one com¬ 
fort : I shall be able to hear the birds sing, and I shall know 
when the spring comes by bearing them ; and listening to their 
songs tvill put me in mind of all the pretty sights there are in 
spring tinie. 1 will tell you what is worst of all, George, — 
that I shall never be able to see the faces of those I love again. 
J cannot justly discern the favour of any one now; that is 
what I miss most. I cannot be sure now when you look at 
me, except by a kind of guess. Oh, George ! sometimes I 
think how vain and foolish I used to be, and how much I 
prided myself uj>on looking pretty of a Sunday, wdicn I thought 
I should meet you, and it all seems to me now to have been 
such vanity ; and I am sorry now I did not read my Bible 
more when I couhl read. It would be a comfort to me to 
have more texts by heart, to repeat to myself when I feel as 
sad as I often do.” 

'I'liey walked on in silence till they passed under a large 
holly which grew on the steep bank of the road. Is not 
that the old holly from which we used to gatlicr the branches 
to stick in our windows at t'hristmas ? I think it looks black, 
against the sky.” 

“ Yes, dear Susan, that is the very holly.” 

“ Are there many red berries upon it this autumn ? ” 

‘‘ V'es, there’s (juite a sight of berries.” 

I wish 1 could see them !—but that can’t be. As I was 
saying (Jeorge, about the Bible, — be sure you read a chapter 
every Suiniay: it will do you good : as poor Hr. Sandford used 
to say, tlie Bible is the poor man’s best friend. Poor Mr. 
Sandford ! I am sorry he is so bad. It would have been a 
good thing for me if he bad been able to go about as usual, and 
to talk to me, and give me good advice. Perhaps I should 
never have been so pettish as 1 was for a little w'hile ; but I 
have got over that now. He will be very much missed in the 
j>arisli when lie is gone ; but be is a great age, and we all must 
go when our time comes. The place uron’t seem like itself 
when be is in his grave, and ’Squire Mowbray in foreign parts; 
for they say he is not coming back, but is going somewhere for 
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Miss Fanny's healthy and to finish the young ladies’ education, 
now Miss Alice is married. Poor Miss Alice! To be sure, 
how well I remember her wedding! and truly enough did I 
say I should never spend so happy a day again ; but I did not 
think so when I saitl it. I thought I should spend many and 
many much happier days when I w’as married to you, George, 
for all I was so flighty that evening.” And Susan smiled, and 
then sighed to think how light-hearted she had been. 

“ Ah, that w'as a happy day ! ” said George; and he shook 
his head sorrowfully, as he led poor Susan home to her father’s 
cottage. 

Each succeeding week saw Susan’s blindness gradually in¬ 
crease ; and as her sight became more and more dim, she 
became more than ever gentle and uncomplaining. Of all the 
visitations with which human nature is afflicted, none assuredly 
has such a tendency to calm, to purify, and to refine the heart, 
as blindness. The absence of all external objects to distract 
the attention, forces the soul to look back into itself, to 
subdue its passions, to control its emotions, to chasten all its 
feelings. It is seldom that the countenance of a blind 
person does not bear the stamp of a meek and resigned spirit 
within. 

Old Mr. Sandford died, and was replaced by a worthy 
common-place clergyman, who did the duty in a respectable 
common-place manner ; who attended the schools, and visited 
the poor people, and was sorry for the blind young woman ; 
but, not having known her previously, took no particular 
interest in her case. Susan and her father lamented the 
death of Mr. Sandford. To them the loss of the voice to 
which they had been accustomed was a deprivation far greater 
than to others, for to them a voice was everything. 

Susan was one day seated at her usual hour with licr knit¬ 
ting by Nelly's side, when Mr. and Mrs. Otley paid the old 
woman a visit. 

“ Ah ! ” said Nelly, “ I warrant me, they are coming for 
some job of their own. It’s seldom any one opens my door 
to keep me company, or to cheer my lonesome days: that’s 
the way of the world, — every one for himself.” Then ad¬ 
dressing Mrs. Otley ^ts she entered : “ Well, ma’am, and what 
queer new-fangled piece of work do you want to set me about 
now ? ” 
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** I have brought you a new pattern, Nelly,” replied the 
good-humoured Mrs. OUey ; these knit boas are quite the 
fashion at Turnholme; and I thought if you got some done 
before they grow common, it would be such a good thing for 
you ! ” 

And can you tell me how I am to set about making such 
an out-of-the-way thing as this?” said Nelly, as she held up 
the boa with a disdainful air. 

No, I cannot tell you how to do it ; but you are so 
clever at such matters, I thought you would know directly.” 

Perhaps I may find out, as there are few stitches I do 
not know,” replied Nelly, her temper a little soothed through 
the medium of her vanity ; but when I have made them, 
I do not see who there is to buy them, now Mrs. IMowbray 
and her family are gone.” 

“ Oh ! in the first place, I will take one ; and then Miss 
Mincing will be glad to take any number, if you let her have 
them a trifle under the usual price.” 

Nelly nodded, with a half-pleased, half-cunning air, as if 
she had proved right, and Mrs. Otley had her own ends to 
answer in her apparent good-nature. “ And, perhaps,” con¬ 
tinued Mrs. Otley, “ the Mowhrays may be at home before 
next winter.’’ 

“ No,” said Nelly, “ not a bit of it. That’s all a pre¬ 
tence about the young ladies’ education. They have had some 
losses out, there away, in them sugar-mines, and they won’t 
he at home these two years,” replied Nelly, with tlie dog¬ 
matical air of one whose superior information could not be 
doubted. 

That *s sad new's, Mrs. Nelly,” interposed IVIr. Otley ; 
“ 'tis a wonder Mr. "Williams did not say a word about it 
ye.sterday, when I called, about stocking up that hedge.” 

” The news only came this morning ; but I believe you 
will find it's true enough ; though people think an old woman 
can know nothing.” 

“ 1 ’m loth to credit such bad new's about such good people,” 
answered Mr. Otley. 

“ They may be good, for aught 1 know to the contrary ; 
but I am sure it is little enough I have profited by their 
goorlness.” 

“Oh, Nelly!” exclaimed Susan, “did not they keep you 
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always in employment; and if you had nothing else to do, 
did they not bid you always be knitting stockings for them, 
which they afterwards gave to the poor ? ’* 

“ And much good that did me ! I was none the warmer. 
They paid me for ray work, sure enough; and what thanks 
do I owe them for that ? It would be a pretty thing indeed, 
if gentlefolks ordered goods of poor people, and then cheated 
them out of their money." 

Oh, Nelly !” cried Susan, and she longed to add, “ how 
ungrateful !’’ but she remembered she was old and sick, and 
she restrained herself. 

I always thought it would come to this. 1 always thought 
the ’squire w’ould run himself into debt with the warm house 
he kept, and his dances on the green to giddy hoys and girls 
— (Susan sighed)—'‘and then the grand company that 
visited at the Park ! I am sure it has kept me awake many 
a night to hear the carriages rolling by after a dinner-party. 
It won’t do to burn the candle at both ends. 1 have always 
said so ; but nobody minds me.” 

, “ I am sure, Nelly,” interposed Mrs. Otley, “ Mr. Mow¬ 

bray satv no more company than was projter and becoming for 
a gentleman of his birth and connexions : and it would have 
been a sin and a shame if he had let his daughters mope at 
home without allowing them to see a little of the world ; and 
as for his losses in his AVest India property, ho could not 
foresee that-hia crop of sugar-canes w’oukl fail, or that a hur¬ 
ricane would ruin his plantations.” 

“ I know nothing about sugar-canes, nor hurricanes, not I ; 
but I know that if they are things that pay one year, and 
don’t pay the next, you should reckon accordingly, and not 
live as if sugar-mines paid every year as regular as sheep or 
corn.” 

“ Not sugar-mines, Nelly. Sugar grows in plantations.” 

“ Sugar-mines, or salt-mines, it is all one to me ; th.at’s 
no business of mine,” replied Nelly doggedly, “ and it makes 
little difference to me. If them losses out, there away, hiiuh'r 
the ’squire’s family from coming home, and I have no regular 
sale for my stockings, it matters little what keeps them in 
foreign parts.” 

“ Well, Mrs. Nelly,” said Mr. Otley, “ you are not the 
only person who Avill miss Mr. and Mrs. Mowbray. All who 
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are willing to work will wish for the ’squire back again, and 
all who are sick or sorry, will miss Mrs. Mowbray’s kind 
words, and kind deeds ; and 1 am sure I shall miss those 
sweet young ladies, with their smiling faces, and their affable 
manners, running about my yard, and playing with the dogs, 
and the cats, and the calves, and all the dumb animals.” 

“ And 1 am sure I shall miss Mr. Mowbray’s elegant 
manners and agreeable conversation, though I own it struck 
me there W'as something rather high about Mrs. Mowbray’s 
ways, though she was such a dowdy in her dress. ^Vell, 
Nelly, you do not seem to like the idea of knitting boas, so 
1 ■will take away the pattern.” 

“ And if I don’t get employment from Miss Mincing, who 
am T to look to now ? — but if you are against leaving it with 
me for a day or two, why I don’t wish to be beholden to 
anybody.” 

1 borrowed it on ])urpose from Mrs. Knotatvay, and if 
you succeed in making them, I shall be very glad to buy one,” 
addetl Mrs. Otley, as she took her leave. 

Almost before the door was closed, “ There,” said Nelly, 

1 told you how it was. She thinks she can get her flaunt¬ 
ing boa a trifle cheaper than if she bought it at Miss Mincing's. 
1 knoAv her well enough. People think I can’t see through 
them, because 1 am old and helpless ; but I have not lost my 
senses.” 

Indeed, Nelly,” said Susan, “ Mrs. Otley ordered one, 
out of gooil-nuture.” 

And do you think, if my work was dearer than the shop- 
price, she would think so much of being good-natured ?’’ 

“ Oh, Nelly ! wc should not be looking out for bad motives 
to kind actions. It will be a great advantage to you to find a 
market for your goods at Miss Mincing’s, and I am sure 
Mrs. Otley meant to do you a service; and if it had not 
been for your good, Mr. Otley would never have let her pro- 
j)ose it.” 

“ Mr. Otley, indeed ! ” — lie just lets his flighty wife take 
her own way.” 

lie is very kind ; hut my cousin, Sophy Foster, W'ho lived 
with them half-a-year, says lie can be firm enough when there 
is need for it, and that be rules in all great things, though he 
does not like to be jarring about trifles.” 
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“ I don’t know how it is, Susan, you are always contra¬ 
dicting one. You always have something to say in defence 
of everybody. It is a very disagreeable trick in a young 
woman to be contradicting her elders.” 

The spring had now stolen on ; Master Mumford’s house 
was free ; and Susan thought it her duty to tell George that 
she Released him from his engagement. She was quite blind. 
No hope was held out to her of recovery. Her becoming the 
wife of a poor man, the mother of a poor man’s children, was 
absolutely out of the question. She took the opportunity one 
day, when her father and mother were both present, to say to 
him, “ The time is come, George, when 1 must give you 
up^ You have been very good to me, and I shall feel your 
goodness as long as I live ; but I cannot make you such a wife 
as a poor man ought to liave : and now, George, here, before 
my father and mother, 1 give you back your word. The 
house next door is free, and you must give the ’squire's 
steward your answ^ ; and so you had better go to Mr. M^il- 
Hams and give It up at once. I can never live there with you; 
and if — if you should — if you should marry another girl, 
George,”' she continued resolutely, though with a choking 
voice, “ I could not bear to have her live there — no more 
could you, I am sure you could not ; so you had better go to 
the ’squire’s steward and tell him how it is ! ” She stoj)ped, 
exhausted with the effort she had made. 

G eorge stood by, grieved, distressed, uncertain how to act, 
or what to say. He loved Susan dearly, as dearly as ever ; 
but it was true, she could not take care of a poor man’s house. 
He was but a labourer; it was impossible he should earn 
enough to support her, and a person to do for her and the 
family they might have. It would be bringing her into a 
state of hopeless poverty and distress. He had no arguments 
to adduce, and yet he could not bear to break off his engage¬ 
ment. "What is to be done, dame at length he said, with 
the tears in his eyes. " 1 love your Susan, there, as dearly 
as ever I did, an<l I can’t Irear the thoughts of giving her up ; 
and yet I have nothing to say against the reasons she has 
been bringing up against me. I am fairly puzzled what to 
do,” he continued, rubbing his forehead. I would not 
mind, if I thought I could keep her creditably ; but if she 
and her children were to be brought to want, and I not able 
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to earn a decent maintenance for them, why, I do think that 
•would be worst of all.” 

There is nothing to be done, dear George, but what I 
tell you. We must break off with one another, and you must 
try to forget by-gone days: that will soon be easy enough for 
you. As for me, I do not see there is any need for me to try 
to forget, for I may as well thit)k over everything that is 
pleasant ; and it will alwrays be a ])leasure to me to think how 
kind you have been to me, and how trne you have been to 
me!” and she held out her hand in the direction where he 
stood, moving it slowly towards him as blind people do. He 
took her hand, he grasped it firmly ; he pressed, it l)etw'£en 
his own hard palms, occasionally patting it, in silence for 
some minutes, till at length he let it fall, and dropping his 
head upon the deal dresser, he burst into an agony of uncon¬ 
trol lable sobs. 


CHAPTER V. 

% 

These orbs, that Heaven’s pay lij-'ht no long-er know. 

Nor TrxH’t w itli kimirerl heatn aftectioii’s eve, 

( F.oiig, loiiR ilenieil e.'icli jrratel'til luintstry !) 

Still own the tear that (lows for otliers' woe ! 

I 'npvblishid Poems. 

SrsAN sat dissolved in silent tears. The dame had clasped her 
hands in ]>rayer. Old Nicholas's head rested on his staff, W'hile 
tears also rolled from his sightless eyes. It is not a new remark, 
but it is ab\ ay.s a ttmehing reflection, that eyes which have long 
forgotten to minister to pleasurable objects should still retain 
the faculty of weeping. 

Few more -words were spoken that evening hy the party 
assembled in Master Foster's house. It was necessary that 
George M’ells should deci«le whether he meant to take the 
neighbouring cottage. There W’as no alternative, and he was 
obligedj,o give it up. But he still continued to visit Susan. 

The summer came on, and he ol’ten led her carefully forth 
to walk in their accustomed paths, lie thought in his heart 
that he slioiild never marry, and he was sure he could never like 
any girl as well as Susan. He sometimes told her so, and she 
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gladly believed him; and she found herself, when thus con¬ 
vinced of his continued affection, less unhappy than she had 
imagined it possible to be under her melancholy deprivation. 
Her skill in knitting almost exceeded that of her old mistress ; 
and although she couhl not earn as much as she formerly had 
by needle-work, still the farmers’ wives patronized her; some 
of the gentry in the nearest country town bought her muffet- 
tees as fast as she could make them ; and she was able to assist 
her parents in some degree. The household cares fell heavier 
on old Sarah, but she had a willing spirit, and grudged no la¬ 
bour for those she loved. 

One of Susan’s most constant customers for her worsted 
manufactures was Mrs. Otley, who thought, in the absence of 
the Mowbrays, it was incumbent upon her to patroinse their 
favourites. Though her liusband rented but a small farm not 
exceeding a hundred acres, she was not, in her own estimation, 
a personage of small importance. She was possessed with that 
desire of aping her betters, which is the misfortune of many in 
her condition. 

Because a man with a capital of ten or twelve thousand 
pounds chooses to invest that caj)ital in a large farm, ami con¬ 
sequently lives himself, and brings up his family, as he would 
he entitled to do if the same fortune was invested in any other 
speculation or profession ; why should the small farmer, who 
can barely stock his forty or fifty acres, and by tlie uttuost in¬ 
dustry ought not to expect a ])rofit much beyond the earnings 
of a good labourer, think himself called upon to emulate his 
richer neighbour? Like him he keeps his greyhounds to go 
coursing, or his nag to ride hutuing; while his wife ami 
daughters appear at church attired in the extreme of the fashion, 
and at home display in their best i>arlour the elegancies of a 
drawing-room ; such as diminutive cupids hearing gigantic 
candlesticks, petits ohjets on a small table, a flower-glass con¬ 
taining an artificial bouquet, and not unfrequently a piano-forte. 
Farmer Otley himself was not one to whom these remarks 
were applicable, but he had married a M oman ivho was the very 
type of a fashionable farmeress. She had received a boarding- 
school education, could play on the j»iano-forte, s]>oke I’rench, 
wrote a delicate hand with a steel ])t'n, embroidered muslin, was 
r6ally a pretty and not a vulgar-looking woman, and having 
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brought him a decent fortune, felt herself entitled to be as re- 
finetl as books and backboards could make her. 

She had been struck by Mr. Otley’s personal beauty, and had 
fallen in love with him as being more fitted by his appearance 
to enact the hero than any one else with whom she associated. 
He was certainly a singularly handsome naan ; and although 
(after marriage) she sometimes reproved him for allowing his 
voice to go beyond what she thought the true pitch of romance, 
and his laugh to become too hearty, she consoled herself by 
finding many ex^ples in novels and poems, where strength, 
manliness, and courage are the requisite attributes of the lover, 
and the delicacy and refinement are only indispensable in the 
lady-love. 

When she married him she imagined all farmers must move 
in the same sphere of gentility ; and as Mr. Glover, who rented 
and cultivated highly a thousand acres in her native parish, 
drove his wife and daughters to church in a phaeton with too 
j)retty ponies ; as the Miss Glovers were dressed as well, or 
nearly as well, as the Lady Larkingtons; as Mrs. Glover fre¬ 
quently dined with the clergyman’s wife, and Mr. Glover oc¬ 
casionally at Larkington Hall, she concluded that when she 
also was united to a farmer, Mrs. f>tley would be as great and 
as genteel a personage as Mrs. (dover. 

Much has lx>en said, ami much has l)een written, both against 
the farmers of the present day, and in their defence. Surely 
the condemnation and the ajjprobation have both been too 
general. It is often urged that all the distress among that class 
of people isowing to their altered notions, their finery, and their 
ambition. It has also Ijeen urged wdth truth, that there is no 
reason why a large capitalist who invests his money in agricul¬ 
tural speculations should be comlemne<l to eat bread and cheese, 
and to wear a smock-frock; and his wife to churn, bake, and 
feed her chickens. 

The fault appears to be that sufficient regard is not paid to 
the difference of capital requisite for a large and a small farm. 
'I’he small shop-keeper in a narrow alley does not feel himself 
called upon to make the same appearance, or to indulge in the 
same luxuries, as the proprietor of one of the brilliant ma¬ 
gazines in Regent Street, or Rond Street; but the small farmer 
.strives to vie with the large one, and would be ashamed to see 
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his family appear at church less well dressed, than that of a 
man whom he considers in the same rank of life as himself. 

Dame Foster was, as usual, one afternoon sitting at her cot¬ 
tage window, whence she commanded a view down the village 
street, which enabled her to beguile the tedious hours by re¬ 
porting to her blind companions each little village incident. 
She saw Mrs. Otley draw near, accompanied by her children, 
and a girl who attended upon them. Old Sarah could not help 
remarking that Mrs. Otley w-as more dressed out than ever 
IMrs. Mowbray used to be. It is a pity %lks do not know 
their own places. I remember the time when Mr. Otley’s 
mother — old Mrs. Otley that’s dead and gone — used to wear 
her black satin bonnet and her red cloak just as I did; only 
her cloak was handsomer, and the satin w'as a richer satin, and 
she was never forced to wear them till they were shabby. She 
looked respectable at all times; and she kept as warm a house 
as anybody in the parish — plenty for her own family and for 
anybody who was in want. When yon were courting me, 
Nicholas, you used to w'ork with old Farmer Otley, and 1 dare 
say, if you had gone on with him, you would not have married 
for some years longer. I don’t justly mind how it w'as, hut 
you and he came to words, and you went off’ to Farmer Light- 
foot, anti he ditl not board nor lodge Ins men ; and I remember 
well you said ’tunas all so different from old Mrs. Otley's com¬ 
fortable hot suppers, and her good clean bed, and her warm 
fire-side to sit by of an evening, that you resolved you would 
have a home of your own, and you said it would not cost you 
much more to have a cottage to yourself than to hire a single 
room. Ah ! it w'a.s all very well, and we got on ]»retty miti- 
diing ; but it was a good while before wv gathered things com- 
fonabie about us. We often used to say that if we had waited 
another two or three years we should have begun quite before¬ 
hand with the world. Do you remember, Nicholas, how 
];leased we were when we got our nice clock at last? ft was a 
hard matter to save up enough for the clock, w'ith a growing 
family coming on ! ’’ 

\Vhen old Sarah had advanced thus far in her reminiscences, 
she perceived that Mrs. Otley crossed the road and directed her 
steps to their cottage. She entered the humble apartment w ith a 
graceful slide, and her silk gown rustled, as Nicholas said, till he 
almost thought she must be the minister’s lady. Her little boy 
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was dressed in a Polish coat, with a cap from which dangled a 
smart tassel. The little girl, who was just able to toddle, had a 
boa round her neck ; and the brawny country-girl who enacted 
nursery-maid, seemed to have been tutored into taking as minc¬ 
ing steps as her mistress. Mrs. Otley came to bespeak some 
handkerchiefs and inufFettees like those which Mrs. Parkins, the 
oracle of fashion in the town of Turnholme, had ordered; and 
she begged Mrs. Foster's permission to wait at her house till 
Mr. Otley passed by from market, and would drive her home in 
** his chaise,”— a term which serves some people to designate 
every gradation of one-horsed vehicle, from a stanhope to a 
tax-cart. 

It was not long before Mr. Otley was seen approaching in 
the market-cart, which Mrs. Otley denominated his chaise; 
and she sent the girl to the gar<len-gate to stop him on his way. 
I'he gootlnatured husband quickly dismounted from his cart, 
and entered the cottage, fearing something might be the matter. 
“ VThy, what's this, Lizzy ? You're not ill, to be sure ? ” 

“ No, iny love,” answered the lady ; only fatigued with 
my walk : but do not speak so loud, if you please, my love ; 
you forget my nerves.” 

“ Lord bless you, Lizzy, I can’t remember those things 
1 know nothing about : but I am sorry you are so troubled with 
them. I am sure if they are a trouble to you, they are a trouble 
to me too; for they won't let you do any of the jobs that 
w'ant doing about a farmhouse. M"hy, what’s this queer bit of 
a rat’s tail you've twisted round little Lizzy's neck he con¬ 
tinued, laughing, as he held up the child’s Lilliputian boa. 

“ 'I’ake care, dear IVlr. Otley ; the poor child wdll take cold 
if she is without her boa. Mrs. Foster will think you quite 
a savage,” she continued, in a mincing half-tender tone, to 
carry off his rough manners. 

“ No, no, slie won’t,” he replied ! ‘‘ JXame Foster knows me 
of old ; and Nicholas, he w’as the first that taught me how’^ to 
take a W'asp’s nest. l>%you remember, Nicholas ? You had 
left working for father then ; but you were ahvays partial to 
me, and I remember w^ell you used sometimes to come at after- 
hours, and help me W’asp-nesting, or bat-fowling, or such like.” 

Ah, Master (.>tley! you were a smart sprig of a lad, and I 
always had a liking for you. You always were sharp and active ; 
and wdien you w^ere quite a child, you would be helping your 
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poor mother when she was busy at her dairy, or her poultry- 
yard, or when she was particular busy on baking-days.” 

** There, Lizzy; you see I always told you how mother used 
to set her hand to everything, and never thought any useful 
work was beneath her. That's the way to make farming 
answer. ’Tis the small profits and the small savings we must 
look to, if we mean to get on in these hard times.” 

“ Dear Mr. Otley, I do not like to hear you talk so. Any¬ 
body would think you quite mean and niggardly to hear you. 
I am often telling you you do not do yourself justice." 

Ah, wife ] that's all very well; but it is just because I 
want to do myself justice that 1 talk so. But come along. Up 
with you into the cart, and we ’ll be jogging home. The more 
the merrier,” he added, as he took the little girl in his arms. 

“ Oh, Mr. Otley ! when will you get me a little pony- 
chaise, or something decent, to go about in ? I have never 
been used to such a shabby conveyance." 

I am sorry for it, my dear 1 When X have the money, 
you shall have just such a chay as you may fancy ; but mean 
time you must put up with this. Good night to you. Master 
Foster ! ” he continued, as he left the cottage. “ Good night, 
dame! good night, Susan ! 1 saw some rare fine worsted in 
a shop-window at Turnholme to-day. You shall have some, 
next time I go to market. 1 did think about bringing some 
to-day. It would be just the thing for your work.” 

“ 'I'hank you kindly, sir. You are very good," answered 
Susan. 

Well to be sure, she looks too much of a lady to l)e get¬ 
ting up into that common cart,” remarked Sarah, as she watched 
Farmer Otley carefully assisting his wife into the “ chaise,” and 
dutifully saving the silk gown from coming into contact with 
the wheel. “ There’s no particular harm in the woman if she 
was married to some one who only wanted a w’ife to look at ; 
but how she is to keep everything going about a farm, is 
more than I can tell ! She needs son||pbody to look after her, 
instead of her being able to look after others. There’s her veil 
hying, ainl lier bit of fur that she calls a boa slipping off 
among the spokes of the wheel, and her smart shawl almost 
sViaken off her shoulders as the cart rattles dowm the street. 
Now the wind takes her bonnet, and it is blown quite back ! 
Old Mrs. Otley used to look so decent and respectable as she 
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Came home from market by her husband’s side, with her warm 
red cloak held tight round her, and her close black bonnet 
fitting to her face, it was a pleasure to see her. Well! after 
all, this young woman’s a goodnatured soul, and gives you 
a good price for your work, Susan ; and for all she is so fine 
herself, she is not proud nor haughty to others,” added the 
kind-hearted Sarah ; for though the habit of sitting at her 
window, watching all that took place in the village, and making 
her remarks and her calculations thereon, had unavoidably 
caused her to be something of a gossip, her heart was so good, 
that she always qualified any fault she might find with her 
neighbours, by discovering some counterbalancing merit. 

It is almost impossible that those whose lives are passed 
in ministering to the mental cravings and the amusement of the 
infirm and the unoccupied, should avoid talking too freely of 
others. However amiable their intentions and their feelings 
may be, so many words cannot be uttered without some¬ 
times doing mischief, if it were only by magnifying trifles 
into matters of importance. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Whon l.ovc’s afraid, do not tliat fear dcspiso ; 

Flaines tremble most, wlien they the highest rise. 

D' Avenattt. 

George ns still took his Sunday walk with Susan ; ami 

Susan, having once told him distinctly that she should never 
marry, and that she gave liim back his troth, having even alluded 
to the probability of his marrying another woman, felt slie 
had tlone her duty, and that they might still be, and ever might 
remain, friends. But friendship between man and woman 
seldom exists without an admixture of love, past, present, or 
to come. The feeling'that l)egins in friendship often leads 
on to love; often, too often, love is indulged under the garb 
of friendship; and sometimes, but more rarely, love leaves 
behind it a regard wliich subsides into friendship. Such, 
as Susan flattered herself, w'as the case with George ; and 
she therefore hoped that she should always experience from 
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him the same kindness and the same attention. But it was not 
friendship, it was still love, that George felt for Susan : and 
it was a touching sight to mark the young man leading his 
once plighted wife, the blind Susan, on her way from church ; 
tenderly watching that the merry urchins who were playing 
in the path did not run against her in their sport, or carefully 
pushing aside with his foot any loose stone which might 
cause her to stumble- He would often bring her a nosegay 
too; and Susan might generally be seen with a bowpot placed 
near her, containing the common flowers of the season, backed 
up with southern-wood and marjoram enough to drown the scent 
of all the roses and pinks of which the foreground w^as com¬ 
posed. George loved to see the smile with'which his present was 
greeted; and still looked with sulmiration at the silken eye¬ 
lashes which shaded the eyes that could no longer beam uj)on 
him. 

The summer thus glided by ; the autumn was equally tran¬ 
quil ; and Susan learned to listen for the accustomed step ; 
to know, without attending to the village chimes, the very hour 
at which he usually dropped in, and to recognise his hand upon 
the latch- But as the wititer advanced, and the days became 
short and the weather severe, when they could no longer walk 
together in the fields, anti that his visits were as much to the 
old people as to Susan, he ditl not call so regularly ; and 
Susan listened in vain for the sound of his step on the gravel, 
or tlie turn of his hand on the latch. In vain did she now 
count the hours and the quarters most accurately. The usual 
time had long elapsed w'hen he did call, and sometimes he 
omitted to do so altogether. She could not won<lor; she 
told herself she ought to be grateful for all the kindness she 
had met with ; she was aware she had no right to reproach 
him, but yet she felt her sorrows more acutely than before. 

Old Nicholas was the first to remark upon George’s frequent 
absence. Some rumours had reached Susan’s ears that (Jeorge 
was not so steady as he had formerly been ; but she hastened to 
defend him and to account for the manner in which his time 
was occupied. Though she might feel hurt herself, it was pain¬ 
ful to hear him blamed, and she dreaded hearing herself pitied. 

“ Why, is not that seven o’clock ? — five, six, seven, — 
yes, sure enough it is seven o’clock,” said old Nicholas, one 
Sunday evening just after Christmas, — and no George ! 
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He was not here last Sunday neither. I am got so used to 
the young man, it seems quite dull when so many days go by 
without his giving us a call.” 

“ Young men must take a little pleasure sometimes, father ! 
^Tis always the same thing here, and 1 dare say he likes a 
little change.” 

“That’s quite true, Susan. I’ve been young in my day, 
and have had my pleasure ; and Sarah, she has known what 
it is to be light-hearted; an«l we must not grudge young 
people w'hat’s natural at their age;” — then, after a little 
while, he added, “ but you, my poor girl, trouble is come 
upon you before its time. It is all as it should be for us to 
bear our trials and wait patiently till it pleases God to tiike 
us ; but you, not yet turned your two-and-twenty ”- 

“ Don’t pity me, father ! that’s just what 1 can’t bear. 
I do very well when I’m not ])itied,’’ exclaimed Susan, with 
a little touch of her former petulance : “ Thank you all the 
same, father, for thinking so much about me,” she added, in 
a few moments, with a subdued manner. “ But, hark ! 1 hear 
his step ! I know the sound of his nailed shoes on the gravel :’’ 
and her head was raised, and her face turned to the door, 
wdiile a smile almost angelic in its sweetness ])Iaycd around 
her mouth. “ 1 am glad you are come, George, ’ she said, 

for father missed you so much. Come in, and sit down by 
him, and tell him all the news.” 

This was jnst what suited George ; for he felt conscious 
that he had been somewhat neglectful of late, and he found it 
easier to entertain (>ld Nicholas with the village news, than to 
sit by Susan and explain to her how his evenings had been 
occu})ied. 

“ 1 beard plenty of news, and bad news too, at the Cart 
anil Horses t'other night.” 

“ Oil, George ! you have not taken to going to the jiublic- 
house, sure? You never used to do such a thing!” 

“ Bless you, Susan, a man can’t work all day, and take no 
amusement wdien his work is over. What can a man do that 
has not got a home to go to ? ” This went to Susan’s heart, 
but she said nothing. As I was telling you, they said at 
the Cart and Horses — no, ’twas at the Cliequei-sTuesday 
evening.”- 

So he frequents both jiublic-houses ! ’’ thought Susan. 

Q 4 
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George continued : Master Smith said there was a talk of 
breaking up the benefit club.” 

The benefit club!” exclaimed Sarah ; why, what will 
my good man do if the benefit club should go I His half-pay 
is almost all we have had to live upon for many a long year !” 

That will fall heavy upon us, indeed,” said Nicholas. 

WTiy, what’s the meaning of this ? I never heard any talk 
of the club being so low.” 

“ Why, they say the members are all growing old, and so 
many of them keep coming upon it that it can’t hold out, 
unless they consent to take less pay.” 

“ Ah !” cried Nicholas ; “ I always was afraid how ’twould 
be, and I was very sorry to be sucli a burthen to it myself. 
That was why I agreed that, as iny affliction was not like a 
common illness, of which one might hope to be cured, but as 
I must look for no other than being on the club as long as 
I lived, I would take only half-pay, walking-pay, as they call 
it. My two sons are very good, they always make up the 
money to me out of their earnings. 1 arn sure 1 wotdd not 
wish to be too covetous, and to break my club.” 

“ I hope ’tis only talk : it will do well enough, I dare say, 
if we can get some new young members into it that are not 
likely to be any drain upon it yet. Well ! I have put in for 
four years, and never drawn a farthing yet.” 

“ I am sure, George, you should be very grateful to think 
what a blessing God has granted you, in giving you such good 
health all these years.” 

True enough, Susan : in that sense I should be glad never 
to have any of my money back again. And I am sure. Master 
Foster, 1 am glad enough to be in the club, and help to keep 
it going, if it is only for your sake.” 

Thank you, George ; that’s kindly said,” answered Susan, 
while a tear trembled in her eye--lashes. 

“ Well, Master Foster,” said George, “ I must be going ; 
for I promised to meet ^V’ill Dixon at the Chequers this 
evening.” 

Oh, George! you are not going to pass your Sunday 
evening at the public-house ! ” 

“ Come, don’t scold, Susan ; I promised to meet Will 
Dixon ; and though we w'ant to have a bit of talk together, 
we need not make too free with the beer, you know : ” and 
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George was gone. Susan remained with an indefinite sen¬ 
sation of uneasiness for which she could not satisfactorily have 
accounted to herself. 

The following week they saw no more of George, neither 
did they on the Sunday ; but in the succeeding week he again 
called. The alarm concerning the benefit club seemed to have 
subsided ; Nicholas’s mind was set at ease upon the subject ; 
and Susan timi<lly asked George whether he and Will Dixon 
had had a merry bout of it at the Chequers. 

C-'ome, come, Susan, you want to get me to tell tales out 
of school! we drank no more beer than was good for us, and 
then I went home with Will Dixon to supper.” Did these 
few words reassure Susan that (Jeorge was not likely to fall 
into the habit of frequenting the ale-house, and did they con¬ 
sequently restore her mind to its usual tranquillity? On the 
contrary, a sensation shot through her which she had hitherto 
been spared. She remembered that Will Dixon’s sister Jane 
was a pretty girl with bright blue eyes, and one who had for 
a short time dividetl George's attentions with herself, before 
she ha<l finally fixed them. She remembered thinking that 
Jane Dixon was very partial to <»eorge, and she remembered 
that the neighbours had joked Jane Dixon about wearing the 
willow. Jealousy for the first time darted through her heart, 
and she was alarmed and roused by the keenness of the pang. 
With the rapidity of lightning she pictured to herself George 
in love with Jane, — George, Jane’s accepted lover, — (ieorge 
her bridegroom,'—(ieorge her kind and affectionate husband! 
It was with difficulty she could bear her part in the conversa¬ 
tion, and her smile was sad and constrained. 

“ I do not think you seem right well, Susan. Are you ill, 
Susan ? ” inquired George kindly and affectionately. 

‘‘No, thank you, dear (ieorge; I am quite well — only 
1 feel a little tlull — I think ’tis the weather. Mother said she 
felt heavy this morning.” 

“ Maybe it is. Jane Dixon was saying, Sunday, that this 
mild weather was not seasonable, and that she liked a good 
sharp frost, and a good long walk.” Susan quivered as the 
name came from (ieorge’s lips. But George was not yet in 
love with Jane, anti no consciousness prevented his uttering 
the name freely. Susan had almost said, “ So, you were 
walking with Jane Dixon, Sunday!” but she checked the 
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remark, mentally saying, and why should he not walk with 
Jane? and why should he not marry Jane? Why should 
I fret ? I ought to hope Jane may draw him away from idle 
companions and bad company. 1 fretted when 1 thought he 
was taking to such courses ; surely I ought to be glad if any¬ 
body else gets the power 1 have lost to lure him from evil 
ways. Poor fellow ! he would nevt*r have thought of such 
things if I had not been afflicted as I am. If he had married, 
and had a comfortable home, he would have gone on being 
steady. Yes, I ought to hope he may marry Jane Hixon, 
and make her a good husband.” But, school herself as she 
would, she did fret ; and all the placidity of mind which she 
had laboured to acquire was gone. Night and <lay did she 
think of George and Jane, and constantly did she fancy them 
walking through the same lanes, strolling up the same field- 
paths, loitering along the same head-lands, where she had so 
often w^andered with George. Long before such things did 
occur, had she imagined them. But in the course of a 
few months, that which her reason wished, but her feelings 
dreaded, came to pass. George’s visits became more and more 
rare ; and when he did look in, Jane Dixon’s name W'as never 
breathed. 

There was an awkwardness in his manner, and he almost 
exclusively addressed himself to Nicholas. Susan was all 
gentleness, and invariably, when he took leave, thanked him 
for calling, in a subdued manner, which showed how entirely 
she felt it was from motives of charity, and not from prefer¬ 
ence, that he now visited them. George, without decyphering 
what caused the change in her tone, w'as aware that she read 
his mind, and he became ill at ease in her presence. 

Jane Dixon had originally liked George; and now that he 
was free again, and that Susan Foster had, as it was well 
known, refused to marry him, she saw no reason why she 
should not put forth all her store of rustic allurements to win 
back her first love. George w'as by nature steady and domestic : 
he had for two years been engaged to Susan, and had there¬ 
fore been in the habit of considering a wife, a family, a home, 
as the enjoyments to which a poor man should look forward ; 
and although he had latterly been led to mix more with com¬ 
panions of loose character, though he had loitered away many 
an evening at bowls or in the ale-house, he was not happy 
while leading such a life. At first, it was for the loss of Susan 
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herself that he grieved; but in time his regrets became less 
sentimental. He pined for a fire-side of his own, his own 
chimney-nook, his hot rasher of bacon for supper, and the 
kind attentions of a wife, even though that wife were not 
Susan F’oster. He was in a state of mind which laid him 
peculiarly open to such attractions as Jane Dixon possessed; 
a tolerable share of beauty, extreme good-humour, and, above 
all, a very decided predilection for him, which she w'as at no 
pains to conceal. No w'onder, then, if after two years of 
liopeless attendance upon y>oor Susan, he should now find him¬ 
self engaged to Jane Dixon, and that the only difficulty which 
remained, w^as to break the event to Susan. 

Every time George entered their cottage, to bid them a 
hurrying good morning, or to wish them a hasty good-night, 
‘Susan thought the moment was arrived when he was going to 
announce to them the stcj) he ha<l taken ;—for she felt that 
he would not allow them to learn it only from common report; 
and she judged rightly. Once, or twice, after having wished 
them good night, he had lingered with his hand ugon the 
latch of the door, or had returned to ask some trifling ques¬ 
tion, and then had hurried suddenly away. Each time she 
felt that the decisive moment was come, and she w'orked her¬ 
self up to receive the intelligence as she ought. She thought 
she wished it over, and her mind at rest; and yet she felt 
relieveil when the door was closed, and she heard his step 
receding along the little gravel path, and she might still think 
of him as her George, and not as the promised husband of 
another. 


CHAPTER VII. 

Behnlfl the li<!rJ)ap<* rich, in pride of June, 

Priuikcd with stay tlowrots dancing mi'rrily 
Beneath the suniieains of the sultry noon, 

Wliile sluml>erin{' in their eells their p(‘rfiimcs lie. 

But when tlie scythe sweeps on riglit sturdilv, 

Baying tlieir sweet lieads low, their spirits’fling 
I’ure incense on tlie hreeze ere yet they die ; 

So iloth tlie ehastening hand of sorrow bring 
Virtues and graces fortli, by joy left siumbering. 

Unpublished Poems. 

It^ was rather more than two years from Alice Mowbray’s 
wedding-day, when George ^Veils lifted the latch of Master 
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Foster’s door, and, closing it after him, walked into the house, 
seated himself on the polished wooden chair opposite old 
Sarah’s, and said in a hurried voice, “ I am come, neighbours, 
— I am come to tell you a piece of news which I should lx? 
loth you should hear from anybody but myself.” 

Susan’s heart died away within her—her head drooped 
more than ever over her knitting ; Dame Foster took off her 
spectacles, and, wiping them, laid them within the sacred 
book from which she had been reading some texts to her hus¬ 
band and her child; old Nicholas half turned himself upon 
his settle: but none spoke. Susan felt that the silence must 
be distressing to George ; and exerting herself the first, she 
replied, “ If it is any news, George, that concerns yourself, 
you may be sure there are no friends who will be more rejoiced 
to hear of any good likely to befall you, or more grieved to 
hear of any misfortune. You have scarce any older friends 
than father, and mother, and myself; so you need not be afraid 
to speak.” 

“ Thank you, Susan, thank you ; that’s just like you. I 
was sure you would take it so. And yet, after all that has 
passed between us, I felt — I don’t know how I felt. But it 
seems strange I should marry anybody else.” 

I gave you back your word, George, and this is what I 
have long expected; and long tried to make up my mind to,” 
she added, with some effort. “ 1 could not expect you to go 
on always tending upon a poor blind girl like me. *Tis 
better, much better, than getting any ways unsteady. God 
knows, I have not a word to say ag^iinst your marrying Jane 
Dixon.” 

Thank you, Susan, thank you,” he repeated; “ I feel 
easier now ! Susan, this has been a great trouble to me; for I 
could not bear deceiving you like, and yet 1 did not know 
how to tell you there was any courting going on between me 
and Jane.” 

“You know, George, I gave you back your word from the 
first.” 

“ Yes, yes, so you did; but for a long time I did not 
believe I should ever think of any girl but you: but I do not 
know how it is, a man wants a home — does he not. Master 
Foster?——and he wants a wife to see to him. And then, 
Jane Dixon, she’s a tight lass ; and I don’t know how it was. 
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I never came home from work without meeting her going 
of an errand somewhere; and then she is a bustling girl, 
and one who will keep things nice and tidy in a poor man’s 
house.” 

Her mother was a thrifty, bustling body, and I hope she 
will make you a good wife, George,” said Dame Foster, in a 
tone which she meant should be very kind ; but her thoughts 
were so much occupied with Susan, that she had no feeling to 
spare for any one else. 

“ I wish you happiness, George,” said Nicholas; you have 
Ijehaved very well by my poor girl; and, if it had not been for 
her affliction, you would have married her, and made her a 
good husband, 1 warrant. It is the will of God it should all 
be as it is.” 

“ I'kank you kindly. Master Foster.” 

Meanwhile Susan had been feeling upon the little shelf on 
the wall close to where she sat, for a small book, which at 
length she found. “ George,” she said, “ 1 have a book here 
which 1 ought to give you hack. ’ I'is those Watts’s Hymns 
which you gave to me a few days before Miss Alice’s wedding ; ” 
she could not repress a sigh. “If you remember, you wrote 
lK>th our Christian names upon it,—and then said you would 
add the surname when one name would do for both. I don’t 
tliink it is right 1 shouUl keep that book, and you the husband 
of another ; and yet I could never find it in my heart to 
<!estroy it. Besides, I can’t read all the beautiful hymns that 
are in it; but you can, and sometimes it may do you good 
perliaps to read them.” 

George indeed reinemlwred giving Susan the little book : he 
had that day obtained the promise of Master Mumford’s house, 
and he had that day gained her consent to their being speedily 
asked in church. They had then written their names in the 
manner described by Susan, and had talked over their future 
prospects, with the assurance of soon being indissolubly 
united. 

As tJeorge took the book from Susan’s hands, he felt them 
tremble. He was scarcely more composed himself. The 
appearance of the little volume, the sight of the writing, anni¬ 
hilated for a moment the intervening two years; and he saw 
Susan as she then stood beside him, radiant with health, joy, 
and tenderness. 
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Jane Dixon would not have been pleased had she known 
with what pain he received this present, with what regret he 
looked back upon the image thus conjured up to his mind. 
The tears were in his eyes as he held it. “If it is not right 
for you to keep the book, Susan, I do not think it is right I 
should; for 1 am sure I shall never look upon it without wish¬ 
ing, — without remembering-Oh ! Susan, how happy 

we were when 1 gave you that book ! ” His voice broke, and 
he passed the back of his hand several times over his eyes. 

Strong emotion in a stout and sturdy peasant, whose feelings 
we are sure are thoroughly genuine, and in which we are satis¬ 
fied there is no touch of sickly, morbid sensibility, is always an 
affecting subject of contemplation. It was almost too much 
for old Sarah, who now wept like a child ; while Susan ex- 
jHjrienced among the poignant regrets which overpowered her, 
a mixture of satisfaction to find she was so tenderly recollected. 
“ I did not think you w'ould have minded it, (Jeorge ; but if 
it makes you think too much of by-gone days, why, perhaps, 
’twill be best you should give the bot>k to mother to keep. I 
would not wish you to think any more about me now ; it w'ould 
be no wrays right.” But it was a comfort to Susan, though 
she was not aware of it, that she hail to tell him not to think 
about her. 

George still held the book, awkwar<lly shifting it from hand 
to hand : at length he held it out; “ Take it, dame,” he said, 
“ take it; for I’m going to be married to Jane Dixon, and I 
must not think any more about Susan, nor about the days that 
are passed and gone; it won't do,” and he pushed the book 
towards Dame Foster, and abrujjtly oj)cncd the door. ‘‘ (iod 
bless you, George,” and Susan lield out her hand. He bad 
closed the latch, and was gone. Her hand dropjted to her side, 
but she was not mortified. She scarcely knew how it was 
that she felt so much less.miserable than she expected she would 
have done, when George was about to be married to another, 
— when an eternal barrier was about to be j)laced between 
them,—when she had broken the last link that bound them to 
each other. Alas ! it must be confessed that if the causes of 
her more resigned frame of mind were accurately analyzed, 
there might be discovered, among better feelings, a slight ad¬ 
mixture of vanity, which had been soothed by finding George 
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Still remembered her with affection, and by feeling that he did 
not love Jane Dixon so well as he had once loved her. 

Susan was a good and a generous girl; but in her nature 
there was a portion of that quality which, although subdued 
and chastened by heavy affliction, is seldom entirely rooted out 
of the human heart. She (iid not wish George to be unhappy 
on her account; she heartily hoped Jane would prove a good 
wife to him ; and yet, after having experienced considerable 
mortification in the course of his unavoidable neglect of her, it 
was a balm to poor frail human nature to feel that she was 
not relinquished without a paiig. 

“ My poor girl,” said Sarah, after she had watched George's 
hurried stei)s along the road, over the stile, and into the fields 
beyond the village ,—“ my poor girl! 1 must no longer pray, 

as I have done, never to see another sun rise when once my 
poor Nicholas is in his grave, for what will you do without 
me ? As long as George was single, 1 felt you would never 
w^ant a friend ; but now I must hope to«be spared still for 
your sake ! 1 once thought, when you were George’s wife, 

anti my good man was at rest, that old Sarah Foster’s task 
would be finished, and that she might pray the Almighty to 
release her from these pains. But God’s will be done!” and 
she bowed her head in meek submission. 

George Wells had instinctively avoided the village; he 
dreaded to meet his betrothed. Susan had risen up to his 
mind as she had been in her best days : those days once more 
became so present to him, that all his former love seemed to 
return with fresh force, and he wondered how he had become 
entangled with Jane Dixon. But a few weeks more, and she 
would be his wife ; and among the lower orders that name is 
more sacred than among the higher, where the gradations be¬ 
tween virtue and vice are softened dotvn, and the line of 
demarcation not so absolute. He rememberetl that he had 
promi.sed to walk with Jane that very evening, and he some¬ 
what slowly and unwillingly returned towards the village by a 
path which led nearer the <1 welling of his new' love. He had 
not advanced far when he met her gaily approaching in search 
of him. He was scarcely yet in a frame of mind to meet her 
gladly, and he wished she had not been quite so affectionate in 
her disposition towards him. She certainly was not coy. He 
had never been called upon to sue; he had but to receive the 
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advances she was disposed to make. Poor girl 1 ” he thought, 
it is not her fault, if I once liked Susan so much. She has 
always been partial to me: I must make her a good husband. 
It would never do to be anywise unkind to her now; besides, 
the parish begins to talk, and the best thing we can do is to be 
married out of hand.’* And the result was that they agreed he 
should wait on the minister, and inform him they wished to 
be asked in church. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

I.pt Towk botle woel. and strive to do their best, 

Nae inair’s required 4 let Heav’n make out the rest, 

Allan Kamsay's Gcnth: Shepherd. 

Susan was someudiat agitated and ]>erp]exed the next Sunday 
morning, de1?#ing«h her own mind whether George and Jane 
were likely to be asked that very day, and whether she could 
hear their names called over with the composure which befitted 
so holy a place. She did not like to absent herself from 
church on that account ; for to those who have acquired the 
habit of never failing in their attendance, the omission appears 
a dereliction of duty. She therefore summoned up her 
courage ; her mother, as usual, arranged her bonnet, and 
pinned her shawl with due attention to neatness. The dame, 
as usual, turned the key of the door, and placed it in her 
pocket; then, taking Nicholas’s arm with one hand, she 
guided him safely on his tvay, while with the other she sup¬ 
ported her own feebler steps with her polished staff. Susan 
followed, led by a neighbour’s little girl, who always came to 
attend her to clmrch. 

This afflicted family, so decent in tlieir apparel, so respect¬ 
able in their behaviour, were? never seen drawing near the 
house of worship without exciting a feeling of pity and vene¬ 
ration in all whose souls were not callous to every good emo¬ 
tion. They had arranged themselves as usual in their pew. 
The service had begun ; and w'hen the close of the second 
lesson drew near, poor Susan’s heart beat almost audibly. Her 
head was held low, and her face was partly concealed by her 
bonnet: but she strove to maintain as unmoved a countenance 
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as possible; for she knew that the opposite seat was occupied 
by gay young girls who would feel a curiosity about her, and 
she was unable to tell when, or when not, her countenance 
might be the subject of remark to others. 

The last words of the lesson were read; the large Bible 
■was closed with a heavy noise ; there was a moment’s pause, 
but the clergyman ])roceeded with the service, and Susan was 
spared for that Sunday. A sort of hoj>e shot through her 
mind ; and yet w'hat did she hope ? She had herself relin¬ 
quished George, she had herself anticipated his marriage, she 
knew he was engaged, she knew he could not with honour 
break off with Jane Dixon ; if he did, w'as not she as unfit 
for a ])Oor labourer’s wife as when she first gave him back his 
troth ? It was all so, and yet she felt relieved. 

The following Sunday she was again seated in her accus- 
tor.)ed place, arid she again listened as the clergyman read the 
service. ’J’liis time the names w'ere read, — “George ITells, 
bachelor, and Jane Dixon, spinster, both of this parish.” The 
girls opposite might have seen her lips quiver; and the hands 
which were habitually meekly clasped upon her knee, were 
slightly raised, and fell again immediately. 

That day Sara!) herself led Susan from church, and gave 
up the guiclance of Nicholas to the little girl. They reached 
their home ; and before old Sarah busietl herself in the pre¬ 
paration for their humble repast, she sat down to rest herself. 
Susan heard her mother sij^h. 

“ Mother ! ” she sai<l, “ you are fretting about me ! ” 

“ Nut to say fretting, Susan, for we heard no more than 
what 'we expected to bear ; bnt I llunight it 'ivas a great trial 
to you to bear tlieir names in church. 1 was afraid whether 
it might not be almost too inuclt for you. And then I sighed 
to think, when we were gone, what a ])Oor desolate creature 
you would be ; and I was wishing we could any way provide 
for you. I should not like you to come on the parish, and 
yet I don’t see how we can save any thing, — we, that can’t 
earn a shilling. Next time Farmer Otley calls, 1 will ask him 
about the Friendly Society he was nnuitioniiig ; and 1 have 
heard talk of insuring one life against another, and perhaps 
we might get your brothers to help,” continued the old wo¬ 
man, her thouglits gradually led from the wound Susan’s aff’ec- 
tions had received, to the blasting of her worldly prospects. 

R 
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■\\nicn, as among the lower orders, the provision necessary 
for existence is at stake, the most tender regrets must often be 
mixed up with other considerations ; but Susan could not yet 
comjirehend any sorrow but that of losing the lover of her 
youth. “ Never trouble your head about me in that way, 
mother ; I don’t care nor think anything about such matters.” 

“ That’s all very well for young folks who have always had 
their fathers’ roof over their heads,” interposed Nicholas, 
and a bit to eat as long as their parents had it; but it is the 
duty of parents to look forward for their children. You will 
find it very different when we are in our graves, and you have 
to find yourself board and lodging and everything. It frets 
me so, sometimes, I can’t go to sleep ! 1 and iny old woman 

used often to say we should be at rest when w'e were beneath 
the sod, and we did not care how soon our time came ; Imt 
now I quite dread to think we may be taken any day.” 

And so may I, father, be taken any tlay. It often haj)- 
pens that the youngest goes first ; and as ’tis all in the hands 
of Providence, there is no need for you to make yourself un- 
happy about roe in that way. Besides, who knows luit (iod 
may raise me up friends if my time of need should t ver 
come — It is not my b.oard nor my lodging that troubles 
me,” .she could not help adding •with an irrepressible expres¬ 
sion of grief. 

“^Ah ! I know what ’tis that troubles you. ’Tis just what 
I am often thinking of. In my affliction I have a kind helj)- 
inate to cheer me, and keep uj) iny spirits, and save me from 
ever feeling lonesome ; and 1 have you, Susan, and 1 love to 
listen to your voice, though it has not its cheerful tone, and 
though I never liear the laugh that used to make my heart 
glad within me. You, my poor girl, you can never liave these 
comforts, and that -weighs upon iny mind, though I do not 
like to say much about it.” 

It can’t be he]j)ed, father, and I hope I submit as I 
should. It has pleased God to visit me as lie has done, and 
I am sure I have done no more than my duty in not letting 
George burthen liirnself witli me for a wife.” 

“ Yes, yes, it is all right; you have done your duty, that's 
certain.” 

“ And when we have done that, wc must leave the rest to 
Providence,” 
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Mr. Otiey called soon afterwards with some of the worsted 
which he was now in the constant habit of procuring for Susan. 
Dame Foster took the opportunity of getting her mind en¬ 
lightened eoncerning annuities, and friendly societies, and all 
the otlter modes of provision for the i)oor which were esta- 
hlishetl at "rurnholme. liut all required a larger monthly 
sum, or a more considerable desposit, than they could possibly 
contrive to pay. “1 wish, Mr. Otiey,” said Susan, you 
could })ersuade lather and mother not to think so much about 
me; if ’tis anything about themselves, they always say we 
should rely on Providence : tell them they should do so for 
me, as vvell as for themselves.” 

“It is (juite right, Susan, you should speak as you do, and 
feel as you <Io ; but it is quite right too that your jrarents 
should be willing to do the best they can for you. I am sure 
I wish I could put them in the way of making some provision 
for you ; hut when people get to he in years, all the insurances 
are so high : that is a thing ]>eople should think of when they 
are young ami in health.” 

“ Tiiat is quite just. Master Otiey, and so I did when I was 
young ; for I put into my club as soon as J was turned nine¬ 
teen,— as soon as I got anything like man's wages; and a 
good job it has been i'or me that I ilid so : but, you see, one 
could not reckon upon such an alHiction as poor Susan's.” 

“ j\nd that's (juite just too. Master Foster; and I’ll be 
bound that if ever she should lx* in want, the gentry, ay, and 
the fanners too, would not gnulge her some help, — such a 
goo<l t. ill, and sucli a patient girl as she is ! and so young too, 
and so well-favoured as she is ! I often tell iny mistress I 
don't care how many warm handkerchiefs she buys of Susan, 
’tis all money well sjient ; though 1 will say I wish she would 
not always be making me drive her over to Turnliolme, that 
she may learn the new fashions. W'hat do the fashions signify ? 
say I ; where is your red cloak say I; ami where is your 
checked apron ? say I : and then she is so mad with me ! But 
.‘•he is a good-natured soul, and always comes round after I've 
laughed a bit. And then then .she is not so hearty and strong 
as 1 am, and she can’t bustle about. M’ell, good niglit, Ni¬ 
cholas ! 1 must be oif. 1 must not forget this package though : 
Miss Mincing, at the shop, toUl.mc I must be sure and carry 
it very carefully, for the least touch would spoil it.” And 

u 2 
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away went the good-natured farmer, carrying the parcel very 
carefully to the cart, but then putting it at the bottom of the 
vehicle among many other articles of great size and weight, 
where it was jumbled in a manner which would have agonised 
Miss Mincing had she witnessed it, and which did agonise 
Mrs. Otley when she extracted it from among its travelling 
companions, and. upon examination found the beautiful cap, 
with its wires, and its bows, more fit to adorn a May-day chim¬ 
ney-sweeper, than the head of so refined a lady as she was. 

‘^‘Oh, Mr. Otley, how could you!” she exclaimed, in an 
accusing voice to her husband. 

How could I do what, Lizzy, <lear ? ” 

“ Look at my cap !” she said ; “ 1 am sure Miss Mincing 
must have told you to take care of it.” 

So I did, Lizzy ; I held it up between my finger and 
thumb, as tenderly as if it w'as a idum with the bloom on it, 
till I laid it quite light at the toji of everything else in the 
cart.” 

And then you went rattling away as hard .as you could 
drive, without once looking behind you to see how all the 
articles rode in the chaise ! I do think you must have beeti 
a little too gay at market, Mr, Otley,” .she said, in a small 
voice; “ you must have made a little too free with some of 
your coarse drinking companions:” and she drew herself tip. 

Not a bit of it, Lizzy; none of your insinuations ! I just 
wetted my bargain, as everybody should, and that was all. 
I’m sorry your cap is tumbled.” 

^‘Crushed, spoiled, aheumy,'’ (query ahtrnr?^ ‘‘as Miss 
M incing .says.” 

“But I’ll tell you wit at: it is a sort of a flashy thing I 
can’t abide, and I had rather by half see you in such a cap as 
old Dame Foster wears.” 

“My love, you are quite tmcivil : you have quite lost your 
manners. I am sure you are sayitig what you do not think, 
and I am sure that all the while you like to see your wife look 
neat and genteel.” 

“ Neat, I do, and neatness is gentility enough for me. 
Come, I’ll buy you a new’^ cap after my owm fashion ; and 
then if you take half the bow's, and all the flowers, off this 
queer thing,” and he held the cap up aloft, dangling by one 
of its strings, “ you will have tw’O decent caps, instead of one 
out-of-the-way concern.” 
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You have no taste, dear Mr. Otley!” said poor Mrs. 
Otley, as she pinched, and pulled, and tried to squeeze the 
unfortunate cap into its pristine shape. Mr. Otley watched 
her as she put her head first on this side, then on that, look¬ 
ing distressfully on the cap, and every now and then giving it 
a masterly twitch, 

“ Now, what puzzles me, Lizzy, is, when you look to wear¬ 
ing this cap : you can’t go to church in it, and you can’t drive 
out in the cart in it; and hang me if 1 know when you mean 
to put it on.” 

“ Surely, Mr. Otley, every woman should have something 
decent to wear if visitors should come.” 

“ I’m sure Fanner J^obson will never know what sort of a 
cap you have on your head, and Mr. Higgins is quite a plain 
sort of a man ; and ’tis but seldom they call in, except just 
in the way of business.” 

“ Jhit Mr. Hobson has a wife, and daughters too,” answered 
Mrs. Otley triumphantly ; “ and Mrs. Higgins’s lace-veil, last 
Sunday, was quite the talk of the whole church. I am sure I 
heard of it three times before I couUl get down the church¬ 
yard atid into our chaise ; and I saw all the bonnets moving 
in all the pews as she came up the aisle with lier beautiful veil 
hanging down almost to her knees.” 

Mr. Otley had nothing to reply, and Mrs. Otley remained 
in possession of the field. 


OHAPTEIl IX. 

(;aiic»-l all our vows ; 

Anil, wlioi! we inoi t ;it ;ii>y tiiiio as.’-aiii, 

111' it'-oot M'lMi ill 1 ‘iiIht ot our tiron.s 
'I’liat wo olio jot oi loniiei' lovo retain. 

WiCIIAKI. Dravto.n. 

OronoE \V’'Er.r,s and Jane Hixon had been asked for the 
last time, and the wediling was fixed for the Wednesday 
following. Oeorge >V’ells had not again visited the family 
of the Fo.stcrs. His mind was more at ease since he had 
s])oken to Susan ; but he found that the sight of her meek 
countenance, the sound of her gentle voice, and the recollection 
of former days, unsettled him. Neither did Susaia desire that 
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lie should call any more. She was never again to consider 
him but as the husband of another, and she wislied for time 
to accustom herself to this idea before she again lieard his 
voice : she wished to school and calm her feelings, so as to be 
sure her heart would not beat when she heard his step and 
recognised his hand upon the latch. 

The sun rose in the full effulgence of a September morning, 
and all seemed gay in the village of Overhurst: the children 
were all sporting in and out of every cottage-door : the bells 
began to ring a merry peal while the Fosters were yet at 
breakfast; and Betsey Smith, who was Jane’s jiai ticular 
friend, was seen by old Sarah, in her white goivu and her new 
shaivl and ribands, carefully jiicking her way across tlie road, 
as she came from her home, in the outskirts of the jiarish, to 
join the rest of the party at the Dixons. Susan and her 
father did not see the bridesmaid in her gala tlress ; hut they 
heard the merry chimes of the bells, and Susan with difficulty 
swallowed the cup of tea her mother had prepared for her. 
The chime of church bells is of all soinids tliat wdiich conveys 
the most melancholy, or the most joyous impressions to the 
heart, according to the circumstances under which it is heard, 
and the associations with which it is eonnecto'd. If the feel¬ 
ings are not in accordance tvith their ])eal, tliere is no sound 
so unutterably, so unaccountably sail as that of a merry chime. 
It may well he imagined that to Susan, that morning, it was 
more sad than a funereal toll, and it was a relief when the 
ringers relaxed from their exertions. Dame Foster’s eyes 
were frequently turned upon her daughter with increased 
tenderness. 

The countenances of the mother and of the daughter formed 
a singular contrast. Tlu* old woman, who bore her bodily 
sufferings without uttering a comphunt, — wlio never allowed 
her voice to fall into a cadence, which could express pain, or 
peevishness, or vexation, lest she should grieve the two ob¬ 
jects of her love,—had, from the knowledge tliat they could 
not read her looks, allowed her features to set themselves into 
a form expressive of intense agony, and constant anxiety. 
Those of the daughter, on the contrary, Avho was aware that 
her feelings might be the subject of observation to others if 
suffered to show themselves on her face, seldom, if ever, varied 
in their placidity. She knew not when her mother might be 
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gazing upon her ; and, from tlje fear of grieving her, she had 
learned to wear a gentle smile, whatever might be her mental 
sufferings. 

'J'he village noises gradually sut)si«led. Susan felt that the 
wedding had drawn off the idle children and the village 
loungers in another direction. Neither Nicholas nor Sarah 
spoke. 7'here was no sound excejit the incessant and buzzing 
hum of the autumn flies in the sunny window. 

It is a beautiful day, is not it, mother? ” at length in¬ 
quired Susan. 

“ Yes, my dear ; a beautiful sunshiny day,” answered the 
dame, with a deep-drawn sigli. 

I thought it was, for the flies buzz so. I am glad of it. 
It is a pity when a wedding comes on a bad day. I hope ’tis 
a good omen for poor George! ” 

I have heard say, that the duller the day, the brighter 
the marriage; not but what I wish -vveil to George and his 
wife.” 

“ It would be very wrong in us not to pray for his happi¬ 
ness, mother ; for 1 liave not a w'ord to say against liis be¬ 
haviour to me from first (o last.” 

“ Jane Dixon is a lucky girl. He’s sure to make a good 
husband, for he has good j)rinciples.” 

‘• And he her first lover and all, too!” replied Susan. 
“ She ?.v a lucky girl ! 1 used to feel sorry for her, wlien 
first (ieorge slighted her for me ; for I saw she did not laugh 
and joke with him as she did with the other men. Now ’tis 
her turn to he sorry for me, and perhaps she is, though she 
has given up ealliug to see me almost ever since I have been 
afHicted. But it was not to be wondered at, Avbcn .she began 
to think of George again. That was one thing marie mo 
almost sure what would come to pass at last.” 

“ "W’hy, ’twas to be expected that things should fall out 
much as they have done. But 1 do not know' how it was, 
when T found George seem so attentive and so constant for 
such a long time, T thought, mayhap, he would always go on 
as he did then. I believe it is the way with parents, they 
can’t help fancying their own children something beyond other 
jreople’s ; and so 1 began to count George would never be 
looking out for any body else. However, ’tis my belief he 
will never love Jane Dixon, as he has loved my Susan.” 

It 4 
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If lie does not yet, mother, he will soon. George will 
be sure to love his wife, and he will grow to love her better 
and better every day, and then he will quite forget me ; but 
that is all as it should be. Do you think, mother, 1 shall 
ever forget him ? I mean to try hard to do so ; and I don’t 
mean to talk over wdiat has gone before, even with you, mother; 
and then do you think at last, mother, I shall quite forget to 
think of him, except as a friend ? ” 

I hope you may, my child ; but it is always harder for a 
woman to forget than it is for a man : and ’tis harder still for 
you, who have nothing to draw off your mind. I have often 
heard old folks say, that scarce anybody marries their first 
love ; and, if that is true, many and many must have got over 
such things. But 1 can’t justly say myself, for I never kept 
company with anybody but your father, and we have been 
married so long that 1 can’t frame to myself a notion of any¬ 
thing but being his vvife.” 

Susan sighed. “ And that’s just what I used to feci about 
George; and 1 always thought he atul 1 should 1 h‘ just such 
another couple as you and father.” 

Susan had indulged herself in thinking and speaking of 
George as her lover till the images of the past had usurped 
the place of the realities of the present. The growing hum 
of voices struck her quick ear. The village was all alive again. 
The shouts of children and the steps of pas«er;.-l)y recalled her 
to herself, and painfully dispelled the recollections which had 
taken possession of her mind. It w'as over, and he was now 
the husband of another ; and she felt wicked in having given 
way to such thoughts. 

“ Mother, we must not say any more : the time is come 
when it is not enough for me to put a guard upon my words 
and rny actions ; I must now set a watch over my thoughts. 
I do not often talk as I have done lo-«lay ; and I felt as if it 
would do me good to speak of him once more : —hut there’s 
an end now.” 

Towards the afternoon the bridal party paraded the humble 
street, as is the custom among the jteasantry. The bride and 
bridegroom, and the bride’s-inaids and britle’s-men, dressed in 
their holiday apparel, and paired for the day, perambulated 
the most frequented parts of Overhurst; the laughing blush¬ 
ing bride received the hearty, if not refined, congratulations of 
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her neighbours ; and, probably, among some of tlie wedding 
guests the foundations were laid for another festival of the 
same kind. 

George had as much as possible curtailed the usual march 
of the little procession, and had contrived that only once did 
they pass before Master Foster’s cottage. He was ashamed 
on his wedding-day to say he wished to avoid that part of the 
village, and yet his heart sunk w'ithin him as he approached it. 
He almost rejoiced for a moment that Susan could not a'cc the 
merry troop ; and, as he passed, he dared not raise his eyes in 
that direction. 

IVIany remarked that day, that Jane was all joy and smiles 
as would have befitted the bridegroom, while George’s down¬ 
cast looks would better have suited the bride. 

Dame Foster was at her window, and saw the })arty advanc¬ 
ing. Susan heard them almost before her mother perceived 
them, and inquired if the wedding procession was not passing. 
Her mother answered in tlie affirmative ; and could not help 
adding, that she had not believed George would have been so 
unfeeling. 

Do you see him, mother ? ” 

Yes, tl)ere he is, Susan, sure enough ! ” 

“ Oh, mother, how does he look ? I gave him a handker¬ 
chief two years ago last summer, and he said lie should keep 
it for his wedding-day. He has not got that on, sure ? ” 

’Tis a checked brown and yellow he wears round his 
neck.” 

“ No ! ’twas a S])Otted blue I gave him.” 

Poor fellow ! ” exclaimed the dame, in a more kindly 
tone ; “ he holds down liis head, and now he looks the other 
w’ay, — (juite away from his britle, uj> the hill. Poor fellow ! 
he can’t bear to turn this way after all. I’ll be hound he does 
feel it! ” 

“ .fane must knovv all that has been between him and me,” 
said Susan with some bitterness ; and 1 do think she need 
not have led him this way neither ! But I am glad you have 
seen him, mother. 1 like to know how he looks-; for 1 may 
still wish him well.” Susan’s lingers resumed their knitting, 
an{l the dame proceeded with her darning. 

George would have silenced their merriment had he had the 
presence of mind to do so; but a peasant bridegroom is of all 
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creatures the most awkward, the most shame-faced : far from 
bearing himself as the man who has won the prize he sought, 
he has the air of one who has been fairly caught in the snare, 
and has no longer a chance of escape. 

George, however, felt it impossible to again march, as it 
were in triumph, by Susan's door; he led Jane the back way 
into the village : it was nearly the same path he had taken the 
day he had told Susan of his marriage : and it is to be feared 
that Jane did not find her George the more gay or tlie more 
tender for being removed from the observation of others. 
Presently the sounds of gay voices once more grew upon the 
ear as the party returned on their steps. 

Dame Foster again put down her spectacles, and gfiz d 
through the windorv: “(rod bless him!” she exclainucl ; 
“ he could not stand it again, and he is not w^th the res}.” 

“Not gone away and left Jane ” inquired Susan in a 
tone of alarm,—“ that would not be right.” 

“ No, no, she’s gone too. I warrant me, they’ve taken the 
back way round to Master Dixon’s, and 1 like him all tlu; 
better.” The dame felt more in charity with him than slu* 
had done a ferv minutes before ; and Susan was gratified, and 
yet grieved, that George should not he thoroughly hap})y. 
“ lie will be so soon I ” she thought, however ; — and so he 
was. 

He enjoyed the comforts of a tidy home, a blazing fire, a 
W’arm supper, and a smiling wife to greet him on his return 
from work. Mis days were occupied in his accustomed labour; 
his after-hours were filled up by cultivating Ids garden ; ami 
the helpmate who received him kindly, and provided him widi 
comforts, became daily more endeared to liim. The birth of 
a child gave him a fresh object of interest, and (icorge was a 
happy man. 

Susan also w'as calm, if not happy. Tic w'as another 
woman’s husband—he was a married man — and all was over 
for her. The barrier was so entirely insuperable that her 
feelings did change, that she did learn to think of him, merely 
as of a kind friend, and that the past did at length appear to 
her only as a dream. 
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CHAPTPZR X. 


And now, thoir wandorings o’er, 

Tboy, ’mid cmliowfring trees, descry tlieir lioine once more, 
llonie, tlirillne,; sound ! To the time-soliered breast, 

I’lironged with rein<‘inbr;nices, not sweet .-done 
Rut saered. and ^vitli s.idder tlionglits imprest 

Of I'tierisiieji sorrows, and ilear lio|>e» o’erlhrown ; 

^VtuU• to young iieart.s, tliat yet liat e only known 
Tile liey-day joys, and Inioyaney of sirring. 

It speaks of luippiness again tlieir own : 

Of tlii'olibing bosoms, liriglit eyes glistening. 

And laugiiter’s merry peal, tliat through the hall shall ring. 

Unpublished Poems. 

Tnui:K years had elapsed since the IMowhrays had left Over¬ 
hurst, and all the parish was now joyfully expecting their 
return. Again the village hells rang a joyful peal, again the 
village chiltlren sliouted, and all was animation in Overhurst 
and at the Park. 

Susan was the first to hear the carritige-whecls. “ Yes, 
sure enough, here they are ! ” said her mother ; three car¬ 
riages full : and .such a load, and the horses so jaded, poor 
things ! And there's Mrs. Mowbray notlding as she goes 
along; and there’s Miss Fanny — no — why, 1 declare if it is 
not iSIiss Emma, with her head quite out of the window. M'ell, 
I’m glad enough to see them all come home again. And 
there’s the ’scpiire on the box ; he turns round to speak to 
IVIrs, !Mowhray ; he looks hearty still. And there is such a 
queer foreigner behind, with such black wlii.skcrs. And sure 
that can never be Jenny Simpson f Her very ffice .seems 
J’renchitied ! J'll be Imund her OAvn mother will hardly know 
Jenny when she secs her.” Not long afterwards the dame’s 
eyes were again attracted to the window. “ ^Phy, sure, there 
can't he another carriage full of them ! M'hy, if it is not Cap¬ 
tain and Mrs. Harcourt! And there is the baby! May the 
Lord bless them all ! It will he a happy evening at Overhurst 
Park ! ’’ And Dame Foster sighed while she rejoiced in their 
hap[)iness. 

And lieartfelt joy and social gaiety did reign in Overhurst 
Park. The tlelight of fimling themselves again in Old Eng- 
Jan<l, the joy of meeting after a long stqfaration, the raptures 
of IMrs. Mowbray over her first grandchild, the pleasure of 
visiting their old haunts, occupied the ladies for the first day 
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or two; but Mr. Mowbray had been looking about him, and 
had made himself acquainted with all the village gossip. 

On the third day after their return, he bustled into the 
drawing-room, where his wife and daughters were eagerly dis¬ 
playing to Alice and Captain ilarcourt tlieir relics from the 
various places they had visited in their travels, and were ex¬ 
plaining the exact point of view from wdiich such a drawing 
had been made, or directing their attention to an invisible dot 
in a pencil sketch, which stood for ‘imperial Home’ in the 
distance, or helping out by descriptions xiivd x^oce the tints 
which did not express the roseate hues of evening upon the 
glaciers. 

“ 1 do not know w’hat all the pretty women in the parish 
have been thinking of W’hile wc have been away,” interrupted 
Mr. Mow'bray. “ 'J'here's poor Susan Foster I Have you 
heard, my dear, about poor Susan Foster.^” 

“ No, indeed. 1 have been so occupied with Alice and her 
baby, and so full of our own travels, I have not had time to 
go into the village. 'W’hat has haiJpened ? You quite alarm 
me.” 

“ AYhy, I really am put out about it myself. She is gone 
blind ! I’retty Susan, with the bright eyes ! 1 am quite vexed. 

If it had been any other girl in the village, 1 should not have 
felt it so much. Those soft brilliant eyes, that could si>arkle 
so merrily too. An<l then, that pretty Mrs. Otley ! she is 
going into a consumption.” 

“Susan — Susan Foster blind!” exclaimed the ladies all 
together. 

“Impossible!” cried Mrs. Ilarcourt ; the hopeful, ha])py, 
Mrs. Ilarcourt. 

“ It is quite true, my dear Alice: she is blind ! and what's 
more, George 'NYells has jilted her, and has married Jane 
Dixon. I'lie fellow has some taste, 1 will say that for Iiim. 
She w^as as fine a girl as ever I saw, though hers is not such a 
high style of beauty as Susan Foster’s. Susan Foster, if she 
had been a lady, would have looked w'ell anywdiere ; now, Jane 
Dixon w'ould never have told in a ball-room : and then, she 
is so altered j she is grown coarse ; and blue eyes soon lose 
their blueness and turn grey, while black eyes retain their 
brilliancy -” 

Mr. Mowbray might have j)roceeded at greater length in 
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discussing the comparative merits of black eyes and blue, but 
neither filial piety, nor conjugal devotion, could enable the 
listeners to keep silence any longer. “ Oh, papa !” exclaimed 
Alice, “ George Wells married to another girl! and Susan 
Foster blind, and jilted! and I had fancied her so happy in 
that cottage close to her parents ! 1 remember begging you so 

to let them have it, because I thought how I should have 
liked to live close to you and mamma ! ” 

“ Yes, my dear Alice ! I have seen Susan myself; and there 
she sits knitting, by the side of her blind father. 1 declare 
it was almost too much for me. I got atvay as quickly as I 
could, for I hate seeing sad sights when one can do no good ; 
I always make it a rule to get out of the way.” 

“ Hut do you think it im])Ossil)le we should be able to do 
her any good ? Let us go and see them, mamma ; perhaps Ave 
mav think of something. I always was so fond of Susan, and 
Ave Avere to have been married the same month ! Poor dear 
Susan ! ” 

“Oh, yes!” cried Emma; at all events it Avill jdease 
them. Old Nicholas used to be so fond of me. Hoav Avell I 
remember he xised to put his hand upon my head to feel how 
much I Avas groAA’n ! J>o let us go directly, and pay them a 
visit, dear mamma.” 

Mrs. Mowbray Avas shocked and grieved at Mr. INIoAvbray's 
in tell igence, and the Avhole party Avas soon in motion along the 
Avell-knoAvn paths. 

“ I Avonder hoAV Susan looks !” said Emma, in a Ioav voice, 
Avhile a sensation of awe stole over her youthful mind at the 
prospect of an intervierv Avith a ]>erson Avho had undergone a 
great misfortune since slie had seen her last. 

Dame Foster soon recognised the A'isitors she had been 
Avatching for. “Here they are!” she exclaimed; I Avas 
sure Mrs. MoAvbray Avould come and ask after us before long. 
And there’s Miss Alice — Mrs. Harcourt I should say—looks 
prettier than ever; — ami Miss Fanny ! I'm sure she does not 
seem as if anything had cA'er been the matter Avith her ; — and 
Miss Emma, why she is almost a AA-oman now.” Susan sighed, 
and thought Avhat sad changes had taken place in her fate 
since last they had received a A'isit from the ’squire's family. 

As they approached the little garden-gate, the bearing of 
all the party became subdued and saddened ; and they gently 
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Opened the door, and followed each other quietly into the 
cottage. The dame and Susan both rose, and Susan court’sied, 
but not exactly in the <lirection in which Mrs. Mowbray stood. 
Slie soon'made them resume their seats, and then inquired 
after old Sarah’s health. 

Thank you kindly, madam, 1 am still able to get about, 
though sometimes I think my pains make me grow weaker ; 
but 1 must try to the last to do for these ])Oor afflicted crea¬ 
tures, madam. You have heard, 1 dare say, madam, of all 
ourjnisfortunes. And there’s my poor girl now, no better off 
than her old father. But ’tis as pleases God, and it is not for 
us to murmur.” 

The old dame had at once entered upon the subject in the 
plain, direct manner usual to the poor, and the restraint which 
might have rendered svich a meeting distressing among the 
higher orders was soon dispelled. 

“ My poor Susan !” sai(l Mrs. Mowbray, going tjp to Susan, 
and taking her by the hand, “ 1 have only this moment heard 
of your afflictions, or I should have been here sooner. I 
wonder such sad news should not have reached me abroad, 
but the death of poor Mr. Sandford has been a loss to us all. 
lie knew my village friends, and he wonhl have told me ahont 
you. And you, Nicholas, how are you? 11 ow do you bear 
up against these trials ? ” 

“ Pretty middling, madam ; pretty middling : I am (pute 
used to my own, and 1 don't think anytlnng at all about 
them ; but 1 can’t say 1 Imve rightly got over hearing my jioor 
girl ask her mother whetlier ’tis a tine «iay or not, or who it is 
going by the door, and whether lier shawl is pinned straight, 
or her cap as it should be. Thotn things go Iiard with me. 
But, as my good woman says, ’tis as it pleases the Lord ! 
Are all the young ladies with yoti, madam ? ’ he added, after a 
short pause. “ I warrant me they are grown very tall,” and 
lie stretched out his haiul; “ 1 shoubl like to put my hand 
on IVIi.ss Emma’s head once more, bless her heart!” 

You must [lut it a good deal higher,” said lOinma, as tlu* 
old mail was feeling at the same hciglit he had been used to 
feel, tliree years before ; and she took his brown withered hand 
and lifted it to the crown of her head. 

Sure!” he exclaimed in almost childitdi W'ondcnnent. 

Alice meanwhile bad been talking to Susan, and had ex- 
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tractcd from her some account of the mode in which her eyes 
had been attacked, although it was with pain she was brought 
to allude to anything connected with Alice's wedding-day and 
the happiness which at that time was hers. She could not 
helj^ an inw'ard shudder when she heard Captain Ilarcourt 
addre:is his wdfe : Alice, my love, I think you should return 
lionie to tlie baby ; 1 would not have you out too late.” The 
picture of home hapjiiness, wedded love, maternal affection, all 
the visions in which she had indulged as almost realities on that 
day, Tushetl over her mind ; but she remembered that George 
was the husband of another, that another was the mother of 
his child ! 

'W'lien they returned home, Alice eagerly recounted to Mr, 
M owbray an instance of a jK'rson, whose blindness had been 
described as somewhat resembling Susan’s, having been restored 
to sight by an oculist with whom Caj)tain Ilarcourt was ac- 
<iuainted. M"ith the stnguine disposition of youth, she felt 
cunvineed that something might be done; that Susan neeil not 
be condemned to })erpetual bliiuhuvs. 

'I’he more sober j)art of the com]»atjy did not enter quite so 
t^’urmly into Alice’s hopes, but all were equally ardent in their 
wishes that Susan might recover her sight. Captain Ilarcourt’s 
fiiend had the care of an eye-liospital ; so that Alice declared 
it would he the easiest*thing in the world to secure Susan’s ad¬ 
mission, and the most certain thing in the world that she would 
he immediately cured. 'J'he only difficulty that remained was 
to get (tver the prejudice entertained by many of the poor 
against hospitals in general, and the horror they had of parting 
from tlieir friends. 

Ilut Dame Foster is so reasonable!” exclaimed Alice ; 
‘•'arid Nicholas is so <]uiet, he Aviil never oppose it; and as 
for Susan, what, would one notch) to ri'eover one’s sight? To 
he sure, her lover is married now, and even the restoration of 
her sight cannot restore her to haj)piiiess, pour thing ! But 
still ! think of the joy of seeing the blue heavens and the 
green fields again ! ” 

“ Oh, yes, dear Alice,” answered Mrs, Mowbray, if we 
could indeed restore to Susan her eye-sight, she might look 
forward to many happy years. She is still young, aiul she is 
so i>retty, tlsat I dare say she may yet marry comfortably.” 

“ Ob, mammal” exclaimed Alice reproachfully. 
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** I aiti sorry to have shocked you, my love ! and if you 
wish it so much, we will suppose that Susan shall never 
marry.” 

“ Mamma, you speak as if marrying was marrying, and as 
if it did not signify whom one married.” 

“ Not exactly, my dear ! but I do imagine it just possible 
that after a certain number of years have elapsed, a woman 
may be happy with a man who was not her first love. liut 
now Ave Avill not disturb ourselves concerning the use Susan 
may make of her eyes Avhen they are restored to her. \Ve 
will first adopt all possible means to accomplish this most 
desirable, but, I fear, improbable event.” 

“ She has had no advice yet but that ignorant man’s at 
Turnholme. Captain Harcourt shall write to-day, and the 
moment Ave get the ansAver, I Avill undertake to persuade 
Susan and her parents to consent to our proposal.” 

All prospered according to Alice’s Avishes. Her protryfe 
Avas to be admitted into the hospital, Avhere she was to meet 
Avith ev’cry kindness and attention. Susan gladly agreed to 
any plan which might possibly enable her to assist lier {la- 
rents more effectually than she could at present; ohl Nicholas 
thought it so against nature” that the young should be 
afflicted like the old, that he Avas ]deased and hopeful, Avhile 
Sarah assented, but assented despondingly. 

“ If it is God’s will our poor child should be blintl. why 
there is no use in man’s fighting against ProA’idence. How¬ 
soever, there’s no saying these may not be the means by 
Avhich God has ordained she is to be cured ; so it is not for 
us poor mortals to say any thing against it : Ave Avill try, and 
hope for the best; but it is an awful thing to have our blind 
child go quite arvay from us to that great town.” 

“ But Ave Avill send sonit*hody Avith lier, dame, who shall 
see her safe into the hospital.” 

Thank you, madam, you are very good ; and let it turn 
out AAdtich way it Avill, w'e shall ahvays Ihj grateful.” 

The evening before Susan’s departure. Farmer Otley 
called: thought I would just look in and Avish you good 

luck, Susan ; Ave shall all be heartily glad to hear of your 
doing well, though my good AAmman will miss your nice 
worsted-work. She Avould have come doAvn to see you too, 
but that she is not quite as she should be. She has got a 
nasty cough that keeps plaguing her. I tell her ’tis because 
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she will wear such smart thin shawls, instead of a good warm 
cloak ; but young women they will have their own way: I 
dare say you have a way of your own too, Susan, though I 
don’t know what it is." 

Susan smiled. “ I believe I was as headstrong as other 
young folks once; but a poor helpless creature like me, who 
is quite dependent upon mother’s goodness, has no business 
with any fancies now." 

Well, Susan, 1 hope you will come back with a will of 
your own, that’s all: and I dare say, dame, you won’t mind.” 

“ My i>oor Susan ! I should be glad enough, indeed, to 
see her her own sprightly self again ; and ’tis our duty not to 
throw away any opportunity that God puts in our way.” 

Susan was safely conveyed to the hospital, anil from thence 
the reports, which w'ere received by Mrs. Harcourt, and duly 
transmitted to Nicholas and Sarah Foster, were satisfactory. 
The hopeful Alice was not disappointed in her eager desire 
to serve Susan ; and liefore six weeks had elapsed, she was 
able to run breathless to the cottage of the Fosters, with the 
surgeon’s letter in her hand, announcing that Susan’s sight 
was safe, and that in another month she might return to her 
friends, in health and happiness. 

Old Sarah clasped her hands in speechless joy ; the tears 
rolled in torrents unheeded down her face: her soul was 
absorbed in prayer. Old Nicholas groped about till he found 
Mrs. Harcourt’s hand ; and seizing it, -the old man suddenly 
fell on his trembling knees before her. 

“ God bless you, my dear young lady, and God reward 
you ! I know it is to God we first ovre our gratitude ; but 
you have been the blessed instrument in his hands. God 
bless you ! ” and tlie old man sobbed aloud. Alice, inexpres¬ 
sibly distressed and affected, assisted him to rise, replaced 
him in his seat, extricated her hand from his grasp, and has¬ 
tened away from a scene wdiich, although delightful, was 
almost too overcoming. 

At length Susan herself wrote to them : it was the first act 
of her restored sight: and the dame placed the letter before 
her on tlte deal table, with her prayer-book and her spectacles, 
and every day did she look at it, and every day did she read 
it over, word by word, to Nicholas, and every day did Nicholas 
say God bless Miss Alice that was ! ’’ 

s 
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CHAPTER XI. 

WlBe Nature i« less partial in her love 

Than ye do judge withal. When lavishly 

She pours her gifts profuse, satiety 

Doth blunt the sense : when sparingly dispensed, 

A keener relish doth supply the measure ; 

And but to live and see the blessed skies 
(A good unmarked, unheeded, till ’tis lost,) 

Is rapture ail too big for utterance 
To one long shut from heaven's liglit. 

Unpublished Poems. 

It was a joyful day in Overhurst when Susan Foster returned 
to her home. The old man and his wife had toildled up to 
the village inn, where the coach stopped ; and there they stood, 
Sarah to catch the first glimpse of her, Nicholas to hear the 
first sound of her voice. Many a head was popped out of a 
casement window, and many a doorway was thronged with 
its inhabitants, at the hour when the coach usually arrived. 
George Wells was lingering in a field hard by, occasionally 
looking over the stile. He had twice called upon the Fosters 
during Susan’s absence, and had inquired, in an awkward, 
hurried manner, how she was. The inquiry was meant 
kindly, and it was taken kindly. 

The coach drove up to the little inn, and out sprang Susan, 
blooming and lovely as ever. The old woman nearly fainted ; 
and the neighbours assisted her and the trembling Nicholas 
into the little parlour of the inn. 

In about half an hour, Susan was seen supporting the feeble 
steps of her mother on one side, and on the other those of 
her father, down the village street, to her own dear home. 
George Wells had disappeared; and the other neighbours did 
not intrude upon the sacred joy of that family party. 

“ Oh, mother, did we ever expect to be so happy ! ” ex¬ 
claimed Susan, as they entered the little garden : “ And there 
is my own moss-rose blowing !” — a slight pang shot through 
her, for George had given her the tree: but she was too 
happy, too grateful, to allow any but feelings of thankfulness 
to find a place in her heart. 

With what eagerne,ss did Susan hasten to busy herself 
about Jthe household duties! with what pleasure did she re¬ 
sume her former privilege of settling her father in his seat. 
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of preparing the supper, of assisting her father up stairs! 
She had thought the first sight of the heavens glorious, she 
had gazed with rapture on the face of Nature, she had recog¬ 
nised with tenderness each well-known spot of her youthful 
home; but all these had been but lesser joys in comparison 
with that of once more ministering to the comfort of her 
parents, after having so long been a burthen to them. Never 
were prayers of more heart-felt gratitude offered up to the 
throne of Grace than those of the Foster family that night. 

Early the next morning, Susan repaired to Overhurst Park, 
to make her acknowledgments to her benefactors; and as she 
walked alone through those paths where she had so often 
wandered with George, which she had never beheld since she 
had seen them with him, did not the memory of former days 
come over her with almost overwhelming power ? She thought 
of him certainly, but she thought of him as the contented 
husband of another ; and after having drunk so deeply of the 
bitter cup of affliction, her present comparative happiness 
seemed as great as mortals might dare to hope for in this 
world. She looked with kindly feelings on all around her. 
There was no touch of bitterness in her emotions. 

Farmer Otley was one of the first to welcome Susan home 
again. He told her his wife was still very poorly, “ and that 
she would take it very kind” if Susan would step up and pay 
her a visit some evening at Holmy-bank. 

“ Well, Susan,” he said, “ I need not be fetching you any 
more worsted from Turnliolme now. You won’t send me to 
market any more. Those eyes of yours can see to take up 
your old trade again. 1 dare say my mistress will have some 
needlework for you, for she is a rare bad hand at plain-work 
herself.” 

A few days after Susan’s return, she was employed in tying 
ui> some straggling flowers, and in winding the honeysuckle 
round the porch, enjoying the long untasted pleasure of at¬ 
tending to her little garden, when, on looking round, she saw 
George "Wells loitering under the hedge of the field which we 
have often described as being opposite Master Foster’s house. 

Upon finding himself observed, George made a sudden 
effort, and leaping the stile, he crossed the road, came straight 
up to Susan, and, before she had time to collect herself, he 
had taken her hand, shaken it, and had hastily uttered,— 

s 2 
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I just came to tell you I was heartily glad you had got 
your eye-sight back agaln^ Susan ; and to wish you health and 
happiness, Susan : that’s all : ” and he was gone. 

Susan trembled all over ; she tottered back into the cottage, 
and sat down. 

“ 1 have just seen him, mother, for the first time these 
three years ! But it was not so much the seeing him, as the 
hearing his voice again. It has put me quite in a tremble ; 
but 1 shan’t mind it another time. I must not mind it, you 
know, mother; and I am so happy, oh ! so very happy, to be 
able to do for you and father, that 1 do not feel as if I had 
any thing left to wish for ! ” 

In a few days Susan paid her promised visit to Mrs. Otley, 
and she found her indeed sadly altered. Slie passed through 
the kitchen, where all bore the marks of tlic mistress’s eye 
being wanted: a servant-girl, in greasy papUlotes, the children 
in smart frocks, but with unwashed faces ; the copper vessels, 
instead of being the pride of the housewife and of her assist¬ 
ants, all out of their places ; the floor, as if it had not been 
swept and sanded for a week. The slipshod maid, with a 
dirty apron, ushered Susan into .the parlour within, where 
Mrs. Otley sat in a shabby-genteel arm-chair, cowering over 
the fire, although it w-as in June. 

Her cheeks w'ere sunk, and there was a hectic flush upon 
them which alarmed Susan ; her voice sounded hollow. The 
smart cap, of which we have already made mention, had now 
fallen from being a “dress cap” into being an “every-day 
cap,” a purpose for which it Avas peculiarly unfitted. Its 
weak wires, and its heavy ribands, shook in a most unseendy 
manner as the sick woman restlessly moved her head. She 
laid down the well-thumbed novel she was reading: — “I am 
glad to see you, Susan,” she said. “ VThy you look surpris¬ 
ingly well, as blooming as a rose. Mr. Otley told me how 
well you were, and he said your eyes were as black as sloes : 

I was quite curious to see you. Sit down, Susan, and tell me 
all about it,” But before Susan could begin to speak, Mrs. 
Otley continued ; — “ 1 am such a poor creature — this cough 
fidgets me so ; but I am a great deal better, only the weather 
is so unseasonable, and the cold winds always aff'ect my nerves. 
Do you think I look ill ? ” 

“ You are something thinner than you were, ma’am,” an- 
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swered. Susan; but it is three years since I saw you last, 
and three years is a long time.” 

So it is a long time, Susan ; but now tell me, what did 
they do to you in London > I am so curious ! Did you stay 
in the hospital all the time ” 

Yes, ma’am, I never left it, except to come home.” 

“ What! did you not see any of the sights } Not the 
King’s palace, nor the theatres, nor anything ? ” 

“ No, ma’am, ’tis against the rules for people to go out 
visiting ; and sure, as soon as 1 was well, I wanted to see 
nothing so much as father, and mother, and home. As soon as 
1 was able, they set me to work, cleaning the place, and helping 
to wait on other poor creatures who were worse than myself.” 

“ Poor girl, that was very hard ) ” 

‘^Oh no, ma’am ; I was very glad to be useful, and I W'as a 
deal happier than being idle. 1 missed my worsted-work sadly 
at first ; the time seems so very long when one has nothing 
to do — nothing but to think, think, think ! ” 

Just then Farmer Otley entei-ed. 

I say, Lizzy, where are the keys of the cellar } I want 
to get something to drink for INIr. Hawkins, who is waiting 
at the door.” 

‘^Dear Mr. Otley, don’t speak so quick; you hurry one. 
The keys are in my reticule ; it is up stairs. Tell Hetty to 
fetch it.” 

Mr. Otley went after Hetty, and Mrs. Otley remarked, 
“ Poor dear Mr. Otley ! his manner is so abrupt ! He is not 
used to an invalid ! ” 

“ J,izzy, I can’t find your bag anywhere. The keys should 
Ijc in your j>ocket: feel for them there.” 

Dear Mr. Otley, you know 1 do not wear pockets ; a re¬ 
ticule is so much more convenient.” 

“ AV’^ell ! but where are the keys } Mr. Hawkins will 
think 1 grudge him a glass of ale.” 

Oh ! my love, be patient; you quite make me shake ! ” 
and she began in a really nervous trei)idation to hunt for the 
reticule, which was found in her chair. 

Mrs. Otley and Susan resumed their conversation, when 
presently the farmer returned. 

“ Lizzy, you have not got a needle and thread handy, have 
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you ? I told you I thought this button would soon be off, and 
so it is.” 

“ Oh, dear Mr. Otley, I thought you had told Hetty to sew 
it on yesterday. Do call her, and tell her to bring my work- 
box here.” The good-natured husband called Hetty, and 
after some time the needle and thread were found. 

Come, look sharp ; I must be at the Vestry at three 
o’clock ; and I don't like to be seen with my waistcoat all 
any how.” 

Mrs. Otley’s fingers really trembled as she was sewing on the 
button. “ Why, Lizzy, I have harried you ! I am sorry for 
that. There, never mind ; don’t fluster yourself.” 

‘‘ You never think of one's nerves, Mr. Otley.” 

I'll tell you what, Lizzy, if you did not talk about them, 
or if you did not call them nerves, 1 should think about them. 
I see you are not well, and you have got a bad cough, and I 
must take care of you ; so don’t fret yourself, but keep quiet. 
I’ll try to see to the things myself, though in-door matters are 
not in my way: but we must make a shift.” 

I am sure Mrs. Glover never did all the drudgery poor 
dear Mr. Otley expects me to do,” said Mrs. Otley, when her 
husband had left them : I do not think a wife is to be a 

servant,” she continued, with a toss of her head. 

Susan thotjght that a wife ought to see that all •tvas well 
regulated in her household ; but poor Mrs. Otley was evi¬ 
dently ill and suffering, and she pitied her. As Susan went 
away, she saw' the little girl crying because the maid had 
slapped her, sind the little boy slapping the maid hecau.se she 
would not let him put his fingers into the pie she was pre¬ 
paring. She retraced her ste]>s to her humble home, in the 
full persuasion that she wa.s Jjuppier than any of the inmates 
of Holmy-bank farm. 

Poor Airs. Otley became rapidly worse ; and before many 
months had elapsed, her troubles and her finery were alike 
brought to a final close, and she was laid in the quiet grave. 

Mr. Otley remained a widower with two young children. 
He was a sincere mourner. The natural kindness of his 
heart had caused him to become truly attached to the woman 
whose preference for him had at first l>een her principal at- 
toaction ; and her sufferings latterly had still farther endeared 
her. But when the freshness of his grief had subsided; 
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when he found that a bustling old body, whom he took as 
housekeeper, kept all things around him far more neat and 
trim than they had formerly been ; when he found his kitchen 
clean, his buttons sewed on, his shirts mended; and, above 
all, when everything he asked for was always forthcoming 
from that compendious receptacle, the old woman’s pockets,— 
his spirits gradually revived. His children were less fretful, 
their faces were cleaner ; and he only lamented that the old 
woman could not read, and that he had not much leisure him¬ 
self to attend to their morals, or their education. By degrees 
he began to think that a younger woman might perhaps attend 
to the dairy and to the chickens as effectually as old Goody 
Thompson ; that a younger woman might make the new ser¬ 
vant-girl (for Mrs. Thompson had dismissed the slip-shotl 
maiden} scour the pots and pans as perseveringly; and he 
also began to think it would be more agreeable to have a 
younger face and a brighter smile welcome him home, after 
his labours of the day. And whom could he find wlio would 
be more active and useful than Susan Foster ? AVho was 
calculated to train his children’s minds to duty, submission, 
and religious resignation, more practically than Susan Foster? 
And where could he find a brighter smile, or more s[)arkling 
eyes, than Susan Foster's. 


CHAPTER XII. 


Bairns, and their bairns, make sure a firmer tie 
'rhan auglit in love the like of us can spy. 

StH! yon t«a elms that xnnv up side by side; 

Suppose tliein, some years syne, bridegroom and bride ; 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they ’ve pressml. 

Till wide their spreading linuiches have increased. 

This shields tlie other frae the eastlin blast. 

That in return defends it frae tlie west. 

Allan Ramsav. 


Abtiiough Mr. Otley had no longer any commissions to per¬ 
form at Turnholme for Susan, her worsted-work having given 
place to her former occupation of needle-work, still he found 
many an excuse for calling. Sometimes he would send the 
old man a rabbit for his supper; sometimes a cheese, the 
handy-work of Dame Thompson. At another time, he gave 
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Susan a hive of young bees which had just swarmed, as the 
dame had said she was fond of honey. By degrees he greatly 
won upon the esteem of Susan by his attentions to her parents. 
He was in - a situation comparatively so much superior to 
theirs, that he had the opportunity of appearing to them 
almost in the light of a benefactor. Some time, however, 
elapsed before he ventured to express his feelings in any mode 
but by kindness to her parents. The sorrows she had known, 
the trials she had gone through, and the composed resignation 
to which she had trained her mind during her affliction, had 
left a sedate self-possession in her cheerfulness. He was 
aware of her previous attachment, and he did not feel sure 
wrhether an offer of marriage would be received, in the manner 
probable, from the relative situation of the parties. 

At length his little presents became more pointedly addressed 
to her. His basket of ripest gooseberries was given to her. 
He would invite her to take a walk to look at his garden and 
gather herself a nosegay. He sometimes lamented to her that 
his children were not sufficiently attended to. “ He did not 
wish to bring them up to over-gentility, but he w'ished them 
to have a good plain education. He should like his girl to be 
as good a scholar as Susan vpas ; that w’ould do for him: plain 
useful learning, plain useful good sense, and plain useful 
w'ork. He wished Susan would step up and see how little 
Lizzy went on.” But this Susan did not like to do. 

The neighbours already Iregan to talk, and the old dame 
already began to hope her girl was likely to be w’ell settled in 
life ; and then,” as she said to Nicholas one evening, when 
Susan was gone out to carry home some "work,— “ and then, 
Nicholas, it does not signify how' soon it pleases the Lord to 
take us: then I may pray, as I used to do, that I may never 
see another sun rise when once it has pleased God to call you 
to himself.” 

Susan herself had no pride of romance about her. She 
esteemed Mr. Otley, and she w’as atvare that he bccatne every 
day more particular in his manner to her ; she knew that the 
home he could offer her would be comfortable beyond what 
she had any right to expect; his plain manners appeared to 
“her neither rough, nor homely, and she felt sorry for the little 
children, who were deprived of a mother’s tenderness. Such 
being the state of mind of the parties in question, the sequel 
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may easily be guessed. Mr. Otley stopped one evening on 
his way from market, as it was now grown his custom to do, 
and good-naturedly reproached Susan for not having been to 
see his garden or his children. She was ashamed to give the 
true reason, and said she had been very busy with a job of 
needle-work. 

I don’t like you to work so hard, Susan : it is not good 
for her, is it, dame.'* Young folks should take a little plea¬ 
sure sometimes. 1 know I should like to see Susan in a home 
of her own, with a servant-girl to do her work for her. She 
is too good by half to be always drudging.” 

“ Thank you kindly for your good wishes. Master Otley,” 
answered old Nicholas. I should like to know my poor girl 
had a good home over her hea*when I am dead and gone.” 

“ Ah ! that’s what a good father is sure to think of. You 
would rest easier, Master Nicholas, if you knew Susan was 
mistress of a comfortable place of her own, and was never 
likely to come to want as long as she lived.” 

“Ah, sure! should I,” replied the simple old man, who 
was in great hopes Mr. Otley was coming straight to the point. 
And he wished no better than to come to the point: but it is 
not easy to propose in company ; and, straightforward as Mr. 
OUey was, he began to feel as shy as others do in this pre¬ 
dicament. 

“ I should like to see Susan in a home of her own very 
much,” repeated Mr. Otley, slowly and awkwardly, and look¬ 
ing out of the wiiulow -when he had spoken. 

The dame, who plainly perceived what was in the farmer’s 
mind, thought that if Susan was out of the way he might 
speak openly to them, or if Susan tvas alone, he might find 
courage to declare himself to her. She therefore, with 
feminine resource, told Susan to go to the shop and buy her a 
pennyworth of ginger to put in her tea. Susan had left the 
cottage in a moment, for she found herself becoming confused 
and uncomfortable. Mr. Otley lingered a short time, and said 
nothing ; but when he left the cottage he watched for Susan’s 
return, and their conversation was prolonged till the dame 
began to doubt whether she should ever have any ginger at all. 

When Susan reappeared, Mr. Otley was with her. She 
looked blushing, but happy; the farmer confused, but glorious, 
as he told Nicholas he hoped he would rest soundly that 
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night ; that is, if he thought Holmy-bank farm was a place 
where Susan might make herself comfortable, and if he could 
trust to him to see she never wanted for anything as long as 
he lived.” 

The old people did not attempt to conceal their satisfaction, 
and never was son-in-law more cordially received. 

We have already celebrated two weddings in this short tale, 
and it was not long before a third took place in the village of 
Overhurst. Mr. and Mrs. Otley ate their wed<ling-dinner in 
the Fosters' cottage; for Mr. Otley had had enough of finery 
and fine folks, and he enjoyed the heartfelt happiness of those 
Avhom he felt he rendered happy. When he took his bride 
home in the evening, he left tl^ old couple in a state of bliss¬ 
ful composure of mind which*hey had once thought could 
never again be theirs on this side the grave; and when they 
retired to rest, they returned their fervent thanks to Heaven 
for having been allowed to see this day : and now they felt 
their task was ended, their duties were fulfilled. 


CHATTER XIII. 


Then he it still my niphtly prayer 
To live to close his sightless eyes. 

For this iny torturing pains to Ixrar, 

Tht.-n sink in death ere morning rise ! 

Witli steadfast hope, and faith serene. 

The huinbli' prayer of duteous love. 

Pour’d ardent forth in angtiish kw^n. 

Was heard where mercy rules above ! 

Unpublished JitiHad from Knture. 

Susan Foster's unexpected prosperity was not regarded with¬ 
out envy by some of her neighbours; and old Nelly, her 
former mistress in the art of knitting, whose temper had not 
grown more gentle with increasing years and infirmities, failed 
not to remark to her grand-daughter that “ she could not see, 
for her part, what there was about Susan F'oster that people 
should always make such a fuss with her. Other poor souls 
had their afflictions, but the gentlefolks did not send them to 
all the great London doctors to be cure«l; other girls had had 
bad eyes before now, but they did not get a good husband a 
bit the more. And if Susan Foster was so lucky as to marry 
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so much above her station, she thought she ought to do some¬ 
thing for her poor old father and mother, who had taken care 
of her when she was blind. Folks might talk of Susan being 
such a dutiful daughter, and all that ; but for her part she 
did not see what the old people were the better for having a 
farmer’s wife for a daughter.” 

I am sure," answered Patty, I cannot see anything 
particular about Susan, grandmother ; I think there are many 
girls in Overhurst who are quite fit to be her match. And 
many a time since I have grown big, I have wondered why I 
usetl to be so pleased when Susan Foster spoke kindly to me, 
and told me I was a good girl. I think she took upon her very 
much ; for though she may be quite a great lady, and may 
ride in her one-horse chay now, she was no better than myself 
then ! ” 

“ Ah, my dear Patty ! 'tis the way of those people who seem 
to have such a respect for themselves, to make themselves 
somehow respected by others. However, Susan is but a 
labourer’s daughter after all, and I don’t see why you should 
demean yourself to her : I have no patience with your up¬ 
starts. A poor girl that could not have earned a farthing, and 
must have gone into tlie workhouse, if I had not taught her 
how to knit ! and now she goes driving by with her hus- 
liand, and has called upon me but once, though she has been 
married a fortnight ; and has never sent me anything but a 
basket of apples out of her orchard, which don’t cost her a 
farthing.” Just at this moment a boy knocked at the door, 
and J*atty lifted the latch to admit him. “ Mrs. Otley’s 
respects, ma’am, and she sends you a goose, and a bottle of 
Farmer Otley’s elder wine, that you may drink her health on 
old Michaelmas day.” Nelly was a little at a loss wdiat to 
reply ; but after contemplating the present with a satisfaction 
which she could not quite controul, she consoled herself by 
saying to Patty as soon as the boy was gone: Mrs. Otley’s 
respects, indeed ! 1 think it would have been more respectful 

if Madam Otley had called herself with her present, instead of 
sending it by a scrubby boy.” 

It may well be imagined that if Susan did not forget old 
NeUy, she took care that her parents should never want any 
comfort which her affection could provide for them, and her 
kind-hearted husband seconded her wishes to the uttermost. 
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He would willingly have had them remove to Holmy-bank ; 
but the old man had learned to grope his way about his own 
cottage, and he would have missed his accustomed walk to his 
own stile, and they found it was kinder not to break in upon 
his habits. 

Mrs. Thompson had resigned her charge to Susan ; and Mr. 
Otley found that not only w^ere the dairy and poultry-yard as 
efficiently attended to, but that his children became orderly and 
submissive, and that his house soon acquired that air of home 
comfort, of tasteful neatness, that a wife only can give it. In 
her dress Susan took old Mrs. Otley, the mother, as her model, 
although she somewhat accommodated herself to the fashion. 
She was a goodly sight to look upon as she sat by her hus¬ 
band’s side in the market-cart, once denominated a chaise, her 
black hair parted on her white forehead, her smooth, rounded, 
blooming cheek enclosed in her snowy cap, and black velvet 
bonnet, with her brilliant eyes glancing gaily as she stopped at 
her father’s door on her way to market. More than a year hatl 
thus glided by in sober and respectable happiness, when old 
Nicholas began to droop : he could no longer reach his 
favourite stile. He was obliged to content himself witli lean¬ 
ing in his accustomed attitude over the wicket of his own 
little garden. After a while he could do no more than take 
his seat at the cottage-door, there to feel the rays of the setting 
sun. Susan now devoted herself to her parents, and all other- 
considerations sank before the paramount duty she owed to 
them. One evening she had brought him his tea to the door, 
where Mr. Otley had settled him on his own chair, and she 
asked him if he felt the w'armth of the sun. “ I don’t seem 
to have any warmth in my bones,” he said; “but 1 like to 
know the sun is shining upon me.” 

“ Ah, the sun is a glorious thing,” said Sarah, as it sets 
there in its golden bed; but when my poor Nicholas is at rest, 
I never wish to see its bright face again. You have got a 
good husband, Susan, and a comfortable home, and you will 
not want me now ; my pains have almost worn me out : 
there’s no taking pleasure even in the works of Go<l, W'hen one 
is so racked by pain.” 

How well you do bear your sufferings, mother, ’tis very 
seldom you make any complaints.” 

There’s no good murmuring, my dear Susan ; and it is 
my duty to bear what ’tis God’s pleasure to send.” 
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They looked round, and the old man’s head had dropped 
back upon the chair; they thought he was asleep; but he did 
not breathe ; life was extinct. His wife was the first to under¬ 
stand the truth. My husband’s spirit has passed,” she said. 

My poor Nicholas is at rest, — he is in heaven ! He is 
happy ! Look at that smile, — yes, he is happy. God’s will 
be done ! ” and she bowed her head. 

In tears and trepidation Farmer Otley and Susan moved 
him within doors. He carried the lifeless body, and laid it on 
the bed upstairs ; while Susan held her mother’s hands, kissed 
them, and wept over them. He is gone,‘Susan ! my poor 
husband is gone ! He has left me — my poor Nicholas ! ” 
and she rocked herself backwards and forwards, her hands 
clasped upon her knee. 

The neighbours soon assembled ; the last sad duties were 
performed ; and the aged woman, whose melancholy province 
it was to lay out the tlead, and to keep her dreary vigil by the 
corpse, attended as usual. Hut old Sarah would not allow her 
to remain. She said, “she had done for Nicholas to the last 
while he w’as living, and she did not see what need there was 
of any one else to tend him now. She thanked the neigh¬ 
bours kindly, but she could w’atch by her husband now, as 
then ; and she would not trouble any of them.” She settled 
herself .in her chair at the head of the bed, and sat there silent, 
meek, and patient. 

Susan, who was a nurse, had her baby brought from the 
farm, and established it in wdiat had formerly been her own 
little bed-room. She and her husband then took their station 
in the cijamber of death, and together looked upon the decent 
corpse of the old man. • 

I’he brilliant sunset had been followed by a stormy night. 
The wind howled, and the rain beat againt the casement. The 
rush-candle burned fitfully, and shone w'ith an uncertain light 
upon the sunk but placid features of the old man. Susan 
could scarcely defend herself from the vague and superstitious 
terrors w'hich assail the uneducated on such occasions. The 
furniture creaked ; noises, which in the day are unnoticed, 
sound startlingly acute in the stillness and darkness of the 
night. Susan frequently crept into the adjoining apartment 
to see how it fared with her baby ; she bent over it as it 
slumbered, she listened to its respiration till she fancied it 
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drew its breath painfully. When suffering under one calamity, 
the human heart is tremblingly alive to the appreliension of 
others. She imagined the infant was pale ; she stole back to 
beckon her husband to look upon it with her. He attempted 
to reassure her; but Susan’s heart was oppressed with the 
foreboding of some fresh ill, and it required all Mr. Otley’s 
patience and good-nature to soothe fears which appeared so 
unreasonable. 

It was an inexpressible relief when the grey dawn began to 
appear. The rain all cleared away, and the sun shone forth 
in all its splendour ; every leaf was glittering in the sunshine, 
the rain-drops hung on every spray, tlie birds sang as if to 
strain their little throats, the flowers were beginning to expand 
to the welcome rays. Susan placed her baby in her husband's 
arms while she returned to share her mother’s melancholy 
watch. 

When she entered the low room, the sun almost dazzled 
her: its beams streamed in upon tlie slanting, white-w^ashed 
ceiling: they shone full upon her mother’s face, as she sat in 
the same attitude in which she had left her, — her head sup¬ 
ported by the high back of the upright chair, her hands 
slightly clasped as they had fallen on her knee, and her eyes 
closed. 

Susan drew near; her mother spoke not, moved not: she 
knelt by her — she listened in breathless agony — no sound, 
no sign of recognition. The sunbeams glared uj)on her eye¬ 
lids, but she heeded them not. 

A nameless chill ran through poor Susan’s frame. She 
dared not touch her mother’s hand. She rose from her knees, 
and tottered back to her husband. I wish you would come 
to mother,” she said ; “ she is very still. Mother is very still 
and very pale,” she added, in a voice scarcely audible. Susan’s 
looks were ghastly. Mr. Otiey hastily placed the sleeping 
infant on the bed, and followed Susan. The truth was at 
once evident I Your mother’s prayers have been heard, 
dear Susan ; she has not seen another sun rise, she has not 
seen the sun which now shines upon her. Her troubles are 
over, and we should thank God for his mercy to her! ” 

And the time did come when Susan was able thus to feel; 
when she was able to rejoice that her mother’s humble prayer 
had thus been granted ; when she learned to look upon its ac- 
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coroplishment as an earnest that the spirits of her parents 
were enjoying the reward of their piety, and their submission. 
But, at first, nature had its course, and she could but weep 
for that dear mother who had supported her under her heavy 
affliction, consoled her in her sorrows, tended her in her help¬ 
lessness. Nor did her husband oppose the grief which was so 
natural: he wept with her ; and she felt the holy tie which 
bound them together for weal and for woe, in joy and in 
sorrow, in sickness and in health, become more closely riveted 
as she clung to him for support, as she turned to him as her 
only earthly comforter. 

The neighbours again assembled. The two corpses were 
decently laid out in the same chamber which for so many 
years they had inhabited ; and all who had knowm them in 
life, came to have one last sight of Nicholas and Sarah Foster. 

Susan was soothed by this mark of respect to those whom 
she had loved so well; and she wras gratified when, among the 
rest, George Wells mounted the narrow stairs to look once 
more upon the well-knowm faces of the departed. She wept 
when slie heanl him sob, as he came dow'ii again, and when he 
wrung her hand as he hurried by through the little kitchen 
wdiere she sat in deep but gentle grief. She wished not that 
he should cherish the recollection of herself; but any slight to 
the memory of her parents would have been bitter, coming 
from him whom they had once treated as a son. 

One funeral service W’as performed over the venerable 
couple; one grave received their mortal remains; one stone 
still marks the sj)ot where they repose; and together, we may 
well believe their spirits mounted to those regions where 
suffering and sorrow arc unknovrn. 
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TOLDME THE THIKD. 


BLANCHE. 


CHAPTER I. 

The hidilon traynes I know, an<l secret snares of love ; 

Ilow soon a look will prynte a thoughte, that never may remove. 

Eoru Surrey. 

AT the period when our story commences. Lord and Lady 
Westhoiie had been married sixteen years. Theirs had been 
a love-match. The love had lasted on the part of the lady at 
least seven years and three months; but on that of her lord 
not quite seven months and three weeks, from the wedding- 
day. 

Lord Westhope had then been thrown with the handsome 
but tiesigning Lady Bassingham, who made an easy conquest 
of his heart; which conquest she retained till the rustic bloom 
of Lucy Meadows, his w'ife’s new maid, eclipsed tlie some¬ 
what faded charms of the lady of fashion. When weary of 
Lucy Meadows, he became deeply smitten with the Honourable 
Miss Asterby, the young beauty of the day, who indulged her 
vanity in listening to the compliments of a married man, and 
allowed him to monopolise more of her conversation than was 
either judicious, or prudent. 

To these succeeded another and another object, selected from 
every rank and condition of life. 

During the six years, seven months, and one week, which 
Lady Westhojie’s love survived that of her husband, she had 
undergone tortures of jealousy, anger, indignation, and morti¬ 
fication. At the end of this time she made up her mind to 
her fate, and bore his infidelities with tolerable composure. 

T 
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Henceforward their domestic life was very peaceable. The 
wife no longer reproached and wept; and the husband was 
exceedingly gay and good-humoured. 

But now began trials of another sort to Lady Westhope. 
She was extremely handsome: her beauty was of a sort to be 
more striking at twenty-five, than at eighteen. Her husband 
w’as known to be faitliless—she was soon found to be indif¬ 
ferent. All vain and idle young men consequently aspired to 
her favour. It need not be added, that the number was 
prodigious ! 

But though she had been disappointed in her hopes of being 
loved, she resolved to pass through life admired and re¬ 
spected. She would set the world the example of a beautiful 
and neglected wife, defying the breath of slander, repressing 
every sign of admiration, and pursuing her course uncontam¬ 
inated by the profligacy around her. A word, a look of en¬ 
couragement, would have brought any of these aspiring youths 
to sigh at her feet ; but on none did she deign to bestow a 
glance—firmly and calmly did she check the first symptom 
of preference which might be evinced towards her. 

She was not blessed with children, but she had many female 
friends; and to her cousin, Lady Blanche De Vaux, she was 
warmly attached. Ijady Blanche was fifteen years younger 
than herself, and her aflection for her young cousin combined 
something of a maternal character, with the ease and com¬ 
panionship of two women who were both in the perfection of 
womanhood ; for Lady Westhope at thirty-four had scarcely 
lost any of her beauty, and Lady Blanehe at nineteen was in 
the fulness of hers. 

The Westhopes were going to Paris ; and Lady ^V^’esthope 
proposed to Lord and Lady Falkingham, that their daughter. 
Lady Blanche, should accompany them. Lady Falkingham 
had gone through the toilsome duties of chaperonage for a 
series of years, during which she had successfully disposed of 
her elder daughters in marriage. She was not sorry, there¬ 
fore, to repose from her labours, and to entrust the youngest 
to the care of so unexceptionable a person as her niece. Lady 
'V'esthope. 

To Paris went Lady Blanche, in all the buoyancy of youtli; 
escaptnl for the first time from the trammels of an education 
in which, no possible accomplishment had been neglected, and 
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the vigilance of the most correct of mothers. She was en¬ 
chanted with the Louvre, full of admiration at the beauties 
and grandeur of Paris ; amused with the threatres, the Champs 
Elysees, with Tivoli — with everything; and entered with 
spirit and gaiety into the agreeable society which is nowhere 
to be found in greater perfection than at Paris. 

Lady Westhope was also amused and interested ; and, for 
the sake of Blanche, mixed more generally with the world than 
it was her custom to do. 

Lord Westhope also amused himself very much; but how, 
we do not exactly know. 

Independently of their rank and their situation, the beauty 
of our two cousins would have rendered them no inconsiderable 
personages among the English at I’aris. Lady VV’'esthope’s 
skin was whiter than snow, — her hair blacker than the raven’s 
wing, — her form full and graceful, — her manner calm and 
self-possessed ; had she been unmarried, it might have been 
thought cold, perhaps haughty ; — as a matron, it was dignified. 
Lady Blanche’s clustering curls, and hazel eyes of the same 
rich dark brown as her haii", the mantling glow of her blooming 
cheek, her slender form and elastic step, po.ssessed all the graces 
of youth, while her countenance beamed with animation, joy, 
tenderness, and each emotion that rajndly succeeded the other 
in her bosom. 

Among the many slight preferences, incipient flirtations, 
and positive love-makings, wdiich took place in the set to 
which Lady Al'esthope belonged, none was more decided than 
that between the beautiful Lady Blanche and Chaplain De Molton. 
She was a romantic, enthusiastic girl, peculiarly calculated to 
feel the attractions of a man who was formed to figure as a 
heron de ronton. He was very tall,—he was pale,— his fea¬ 
tures were marked, Init they bore an expression of melancholy 
and of feeling. The qualities of his mind corresponded with 
his exterior. Lofty, uncompromising rectitude, was combined 
with acute feelings, which, as his appearance indicated, were 
more calculated to work him woe than weal. A look of sen¬ 
timent, though to tlie old and wary it may portend no hap¬ 
piness either to the possessor or to those connected with him, 
is often to the young and gay more attractive than the most 
joyous liveliness. 

Captain i)e Molton was in love—desperately in love with 
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Lady Blanche. But he knew he was poor : he knew that if he 
was to offer her all he had— i. e. his whole undivided affections. 
Lord and Lady Falkingham could not in conscience allow their 
daughter to accept him. He therefore confined himself to 
watching her while she was talking to others ; he did not 
allow himself to occupy the seat by her side. If by chance he 
was betrayed into any expression of his feelings, he studiously 
avoided her for the next twenty-four hours ; and, by so doing, 
he flattered himself he was playing the part of a martyr. 
He fancied he was only endangering his own peace of mind ; 
he believed he so completely concealed what was passing 
within, that hers could run no risk. He had not the self- 
sufficiency to imagine he could win a heart he did not attempt 
to gain. But these very starts of passion, these inconsistencies, 
these uncertainties, the air of intense melancholy which at 
times overspread his countenance, were more dangerous to a 
person of Lady Blanche’s disposition than the most open and 
decided attentions. 

She could not think he was indifferent towards her ; yet 
she was piqued by his occasional avoidance, touched by his air 
of intense melancholy, delighted with the fire which gleamed 
from his eye when she addressed him, and with the smile 
which, when it did light up his countenance, was bright and 
dazzling as the sunbeam after a summer-storm. 

In short, while intentling to preserve her heart from the 
sentiment which possessed his own, he unconsciously acted 
with the most consummate coquetry — 

“ Piqued her and soothed by turns.” 

Things were in this state, when Captain De Molton’s par¬ 
ticular friend. Lord Glenrith, arrived at Paris. He was im¬ 
mediately struck with Lady Blanche’s beauty, and fascinated 
by her manners. He was an eldest son, and heir to a fine 
property. He was extremely good-looking—his character was 
excellent — as a parti he was unexceptionable. 

De ISIolton, with a lover’s quickness of perception, read 
Lord Glenrith’s feelings almost before he was aware of them 
himself ; and he thought it would be a crime to stand in the 
way of an union which would be advantageous to Lady Blanche, 
and which must indeed make the hapjnness of his best and 
etoliest friend. Although it was almost agony to see Glenrith 
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constantly occupy at dinner the place he resolutely did not 
take, and to see him whisper soft nothings into her ear, which 
it would have been rapture to him to utter; though it was 
maddening to see Glenrith act as her escort on all morning 
excursions, when he seldom dared approach ; still a sort of 
fascination bound him to the spot. It was with trembling 
anxiety that he watched Lady IJlanche’s reception of his 
friend's attentions, with pain which he could not control that 
he marked anything which might be construed into encourage- 
inelit on her part ; but it was with most unreasonable joy that 
he perceived her listen to him with cold indilference, and 
sometimes that he caught her eye glance towards himself 
while Lord Glenrith was by her side. 

Any doubt he might entertain us to his friend’s real inten¬ 
tions was soon set at rest by his one day confiding to him 
that he was very much attached to Lady lilanche, that his 
parents wished him to marry, and tliat he had made up his 
mind to propose, as soon as he felt sure of the lady. 

This annunciation fell as a final deathblow on De Molton’s 
hojies — ii‘ hopes they might ever have been called. “ Yet 
Glenrith spoke doubtfully of her recejjtion of bis offer — and 
(Jlenrith is not usually over-diffident of birnself,” thought He 
IVIolton in the midst of bis tlcspair. Still lie felt it would be 
folly, madness, fo linger in the society of Lady Illanche. In 
all probability she would soon be the affianced wife of his 
friend. It would be base and treacherous in him to attempt 
to circumvent that friend—cruel to sport with her feelings; 
and now that Glenrith bad sjioken thus confidentially, there 
was nothing loft but to withdraw himself from witnessing the 
prosecution of a suit, in the probable success of which he felt 
he ought to rejoice, while his sjiirit recoiled from the bare 
anticipation of sucli a result. 

Accordingly he told Lord Glenrith that he w'as suddenly 
recalled to Kngtand on particular business. He seated himself 
ill the cabriolet of the Calais diligence, and took his weary 
way to his native land with the most profound a<Ioration of 
wealth — wdth the most ardent aspirations for honour, rank, 
riches, and all the good things of this world — that he might, 
witliout folly, or presumption, be entitled to throw himself at 
the feet of Lady Blauclie. 

Lafly Westhope’s duty, as a wise chaperon, would have 
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been to discourage in every way the attentions of Captain De 
Molton, and to foster those of Lord Glenrith. She meant to 
tip so, — she thought she did so. She constantly repeated 
to Blanche how impossible it was that Captain De Molton 
should ever propose, how impossible that he should be accepted, 
how totally impossible that they could ever marry — or that, 
if married, they could have bread to eat ; and she thought she 
had done her duty. But the spectacle of a man, sincerely, 
ardently, respectfully, and hopelessly in love, was to her feel¬ 
ings, naturally warm, though she had encased them in* an 
armour of coldness and reserve, so interesting a sight, that she 
could not help treating him and speaking of him as a person 
formed to win the heart of woman. All those who had for¬ 
merly seemed inclined to pay her attention, she had from the 
very beginning treated with such repelling coldness, that she 
had never been exposed to the trial of witnessing real and sin¬ 
cere emotions strongly excited. In the desolation of her own 
secret soul, the sight was tatjtalising and painful. She could 
not help envying Blanche the power of calling them forth, 
nor could she help looking back with a sigh upon the blank 
of her own loveless career. She would have given anything 
for Aladdin’s lamp, that she might have endowed young De 
JSlolton with the worldly wealth which could have secured to 
them the fate from which she was herself cut out. 

The few months they passed at Paris had a sensible efPect 
upon the minds of both the cousins. Lady Blanche for the 
first time felt love. She also felt keen mortification — for to 
nothing does love more comjdetely blind its victim tlian to the 
sensations experienced by the object beloved. While Lady 
Westhope saw in (..'aptain De Molton an interesting and high- 
minded young man struggling with a hopeless passion, — in 
short, while she accurately read, and was able to appreciate, 
his feelings, — Lady Blanche thought him cold, indiffVu-ent, 
capricious, and frequently doubted whether indeed he enter¬ 
tained any preference at all for her. 

In Lady Westhope’s mind a great change also had taken 
place. Perhaps the example of all around her (for, whatever 
tile propriety of French women under the new regime may be, 
the conduct of English women, when once they have crossed the 
Channel, is not such as to impress foreign nations with a high 
idea of the morality for which we would fain be thought 
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remarkable), perhaps the more easy footing of society abroad, 
combined to produce in her vague aspirations after an inter¬ 
change of sincere affection: visions of mutual love, devotion, 
attachment, &c. — notions against which, for nine years, she 
had been shutting her ears and barring her heart — again 
found entrance to her bosom. 


CHAPTER II. 

Whom call we gay ? That honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 

The innocent are gay. The lark i.s gay. 

That dries his featliers saturate witli dew 
Iloiieath the rosy eloud, wiiile yet the iieams 
Of dayspring overslioot the liuiublc nest. 

COWPER. 

The morning after De Molton's departure, our two cousins 
were prepared for an excursion to Versailles, and were exjiect- 
ing the gentlemen who were to accompany them, when Lord 
Glenrith entered. Lady Westhope inquired what was become 
of Captain ])e Mol ton. 

“ Gone,'’ he replied : “ be set off for England yesterday ; 
— called home on some tiresome regimental business. But 
did you not see him ? did you not hear from him ? Very 
uncivil, faith ! not at all like De Molton.” 

I wonder he did not call,” said Lady 'SV’'esthope : and she 
stole a look towards Blanche, who was so busily employed in 
tying her bonnet and jiutting on her shawl, with her back to¬ 
wards them, and her veil half covering her face, that she 
could not detect how she took this unexpected intelligence. 

The carriages of the rest of the party drew up in the street. 
Lord Glenrith ran down stairs to deliver a message to one of 
the Miss Ehvicks, offering her Captain De Molton’s seat in the 
barouche ; when Lady Westhope remarked, 

“ How strange in Ca\)tain De Molton I ” 

“ How mortifying ! ” replied Lady Blanche : the idea of 
marrying may he foolish and imprudent, as you s.ay, but he 
might leave me to find it out. I hate cold, calculating men, 
who do exactly what is right, and discreet, and proper ; whose 
conduct nobody can find the least fault with. Such men may 
be esteemed, but they cannot expect to be loved. I almost 
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think I should prefer a warm-hearteil, impetuous person, who 
was generously wrong, to a wary, prudent one, who was coldly 
right. But what am I saying ? The simple fact is, that the 
poor man did not happen So like me. I do not know why I 
should find fault with him because he did not fall in love with 
me! ’’ And she tried to smile, and to treat the whole thing 
lightly. 

Lady Westhope could not help adding, ** that she had 
thought, and indeed she did still think, that he was in love, 
notwithstanding his prudence.” Lady Blanche had just titne 
to reply, half bitterly, half jestingly, “ that there could not be 
much love, if prudence could so completely master it; ” when 
Lord Glenrith returned to hand them from their splendid 
apartments, down the dirty brick-stairs of a French hotel. 

The day was beautiful — the drive not long enough to be 
fatiguing — the palace magnificent — the gardens noble—the 
whole replete with the most interesting recollections. Lady 
Blanche had always been an enthusiast about Madame de la 
Valliere, Louis XVI., Marie Antoinette. She had anticipated 
the greatest delight in visiting the scenes of so many events 
with which, from childhood, she had lieen familiar ; but she 
found herself listening with the most absent mind to the de¬ 
tails given by the guide, even though he pointed out the very 
balcony from which he himself remembered having seen Marie 
Antoinette, with the dauphin in her arms, addressing tlie people 
on that dreadful day when the royal family were carrieil oft'by 
the mob to the Tuileries, She looked round with vacant eyes 
at tlie white and gold apartments ■where Marie Antoinette held 
her evening soirees ; nor could she warm herself into a proper 
emotion over the oratoire of the unfortunate king, nor even 
over the narrow back passage by which he attempted to escape. 

In the gardens, the statues which were pointed out as those 
of Madame de Maintenon, Aladcmoiselle de Fontanges, and 
Madame de la Valliere herself, failed to excite any interest. 
In her present state of mind she thought it was all nonsense, 
and did not the least believe that Diana was Madarnc de 
Alaintenon, or Fidelity, with a dog at her feet, was intended 
for Madame de la Valliere. 

She became somewhat more interested at the Petit Trianon. 
The Swiss cottage, the vacherie of poor Marie Antoinette 
touched her, and she remarked to Lord Glenrith, on whoso 
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arm she leaned, how, in the midst of all her splendours, the 
queen seemed to have preserved her taste for nature, the 
country, freedom, and simplicity. ' “ It shows, after all, how 
insufficient are pomp and grandeur -to happiness ! ” And she 
thought of Captain de Molton, and that just such a cottage as 
the Swiss farm, with him (supposing he had liked her, which 
he did not), would lx? vastly preferable to Versailles itself with 
any one else. Lord Glenrith thought, what a noble, high- 
minded girl ! she will love me for myself — she will not be 
influenced by my being a good match ; and he redoubled his 
attentions. 

The party had obtained permission to have their collation 
laid out in the marble gallery ; and they sat down, a large and 
brilliant party—as young, as beautiful, as had ever been the 
inmates of that palace, consecrated to pleasure, and pleasure 
alone. 

Lady M’'esthope was the eldest lady present- The two 
Miss Llwicks were beauties — decided beauties, and in the first 
bloom of youth, with gay and lively manners, high spirits, light 
hearts, and vanity enough to thoroughly enjoy the admiration 
they were in the habit of exciting. Mrs. Courtney Astwell 
was very pretty, and, being married, and a coquette, of course 
commanded the attentions of the gentlemen still more super¬ 
eminently than any of the other holies, whatever their claims 
might be. Lady AW*sthope was, for the first time, quite in the 
background — nearly on tlie shelf. Lord Glenrith was devoted 
to Lady Blanche ; Sir Cdiarles AVeylmrn was decidedly struck 
with Miss Klwiek ; Lord Janies Everdon and Miss Eliza 
Elwick were so merry, that another joke succeeded, long be¬ 
fore the laugh produced by the first had subsided. Mr. Staple- 
ford, the sharp, sarcastic, clever iUphnuntc, did Mrs. Courtney 
Astwell the honour of giving her his arm ; while Lord Faver- 
sham walked on the other side and joined in the conversation, 
and the stripling Lord Elmington hovered on the flank or in 
the rear, as opportunity might serve. 

Mr. Wroxholme alone remained for Lady M^^sthope. He 
was a new addition to the society whose claims to notice had 
not yet been ascertained. He was in the law, and he looked 
clever. He might be nearly thirty, and he was presentable in 
appearance ami gentlemanlike in manners. 

Notwithstanding the dignity and reserve of Lady West- 
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hope’s tleportment, she had never before found herself over¬ 
looked. Her rank, her respectability, her beauty, in the usual 
routine of dinners, parties, and balls, secured for her the at¬ 
tentions of some one of the first ])ersons in the company. She 
never before had found herself the most passee of a party — 
and on an occasion, too, when the usual forms of precedence 
are not attended to. Though she had never sought or valued 
attention, she did not half like the absence of it. She never 
wished for it while she had to repel it, — it was not till it was 
withheld, that she found she attached to it any value whatever. 

JMr. Wroxholme, however, was well informed and agreeable. 
By degrees she found he was acquainted with several acquaint¬ 
ances of hers, and the scenes which they were viewing together 
afforded matter of conversation. 

At the breakfast, or luncheon, or by whatever name the re¬ 
past might be designated, the pictures wdiich adorned the >valls 
of the gallery w'ere discussed. Among others, that of Madame 
de Maintenon, with Madame de la \'alliere’s daughter at her 
knee. Lady Blanche exclaimed with energy, “ The only re¬ 
deeming i)oint about that hypocritical old woman is her having 
been so good-natured to poor dear Madame de la Vallierc’s 
child ! ” 

“ And may I ask Lady Blanche why she so much prefers 
Madame de la Valliere to Madame de Maintenon ? ” in the 
softest voice imaginable, inquired Mr. Stapleford, who was 
rather fond of putting people out of countenance. In this case 
he perfectly succeeded ; for though it is true that every one 
loves the erring Madame de la A’alliere, ami few have any ten¬ 
derness for the discreet Madame <ie Maintenon, it would not 
have been so easy for a young lady to defend her feelings 
and opinions on the subject, without entering into a discussion 
which might be rather awkward. 

This Lady Blanche felt, and replied scarcely knowing what 
she said. “ Everybody pitie;: Madame do la X’alliere, l)ecause 
she was so unhappy ! ” 

Then every one who suffers may hope to have some place 
in your affections,” whispered Lord Glenrith. 

Mr. Stapleford replied, — “ As an approving conscience is 
universally allowed to produce cheerfulness, I conclude the 
strictly virtuous have no chance of finding favour in Lady 
Blanche’s sight.” 
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“Oh ! Mr. Stapleford, how you misconstrue everything one 
says ! ” Blanche blushed, half in confusion, half in anger. 
Mr. Stapleford enjoyed it; he liked to make women blush ;— 
many men do. 

I am sure every one present ought to l)e very much obliged 
to me for what 1 have said, if it is only for having brought so 
beautiful a bloom into Lady Blanche’s cheeks.” 

All eyes turned towards l^ady Blanche, who did indeed blush 
over forehead, throat, and arms, till the tears were ready to start 
from her eyes. Lord (ilenrith uttered in a more severe tone 
than was usual to a ])erson renowned for his good-nature — 

“ One would think Sta])leford had neither mother nor sisters 
of his own, that he should find pleasure in causing a woman 
to blush.” And at the moment Lord fJlcnrith worshipped 
Lady Blanche as devoutly as he hated Mr. Stapleford. Lady 
Blanche felt grateful to him for having defended her, and for 
having given Mr. Stapleford a reproof. 

“ Is Mr. Sta])leford a friend of yours ? ” said Mr. Wrox- 
holme to Lady A\"e.stho]>e. 

“ Not at all,” she answered; “ is he of yours ? ” 

“ 1 am happy to say he is a perfect stranger to me: that is 
a kiiid of man 1 detest.” 

Lady M’esthope liked her new acquaintance, for his warmth 
and his openness. 

The repast was over. The personages already mentioned 
sauntered for a short time before their departure among the 
close walks and the orange-trees. Lord James Everdon [and 
Miss Eliza Lhvick were inseparable ; not that they had the 
slightest preference for each other—their whole bond of union 
consisted in the magnificent set of teeth with which nature 
ha<l favoured them both. ’J'hey were not the least aware of 
the reason they were pleased with each other ; but it may be 
remarked, that those who have bad teeth do not find them¬ 
selves so comfortable with a companion who makes them 
langh, as with one whose conversation is more serious ; while 
a person with fine teeth discovers a point in many a jest, 
which to one who is conscious of anything defective in that 
res])ect would appear stale, flat, and unprofitable. Many 
flirtations might be traced home to similarity of teeth, which 
have ])assed for congeniality of disposition. 

When they arrived at home, the two friends talked over 
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the day. Who in the world is your Mr. Wroxholrae ? ” 
said Lady Blanche. 

“ I assure you he is a very agreeable man,” replied Lady 
Westhope, anxious he should appear to have been her com¬ 
panion by choice, rather than from necessity. 

** What is he by birth and parentage ? ” 

“ I do not know, but he is acquainted with several people 
who are mutual friends ; I shall invite him to my parties 
next spring. I think he will be a great acquisition.” 

. What an odious man Mr. Stapleford is ! I always dis¬ 
liked his quiet sarcastic manner of dropping out just the 
thing that is most disagreeable ; and 1 was so much obliged 
to the dear, good, honest Lord Glenrith, for giving him a 
lecture, which ought to have made him look foolish.” 

“ How handsome Lord tilenrith is ! ” said Lady M’’esthopc, 
curious to know how Blanche felt towards him. 

Yes ! he certainly is handsome ; but he has too much 
colour, and he looks so very healthy and robust ! I do not 
diink his countenance could express unhappiness. 1 like a 
man to look serious and thoughtful, as if he was full of feel¬ 
ing, and as if his gaiety was just a bright gleam of sunshine, 
the more brilliant for the gloom which precedes and follows it. 
Nothing is so beautiful as the smile of a countenance habitu¬ 
ally melancholy.” 

Lady W^esthope perceived that, notwithstanding her pique, 
Blanche had not forgotten De Moiton. 

They returned to England. The London season was 
nearly over ; Parliament did not sit late ; there was no 
business which required Lord Falkingham's presence, and 
Blanche joined her parents in the country, wdiere they had 
already established themselves ; but, as slie passed through 
London, she went to the play with the M’'esthopes. They 
were leaving the theatre, when they met Captain De Moiton 
on the stairs. He rushed to them with a I’ace in which the 
much-admired smile usurped the jdace of the melancholy 
which Lady Blanche also admired. He asketl her if she was 
staying in London: she replied she was going to Temple 
Loseley the next day. 

“ Then I must esteem myself fortunate to have caught even 
this glimpse of you.” 

Oh, but I hope we shall see you in the country.” 
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They were both thrown off their guard by the suddenness 
of the meeting, and their looks and their manner proclaimed 
the state of their feelings as much as it was possible for them 
to do so, in descending the last ten steps of the private box 
entrance. But he had handed her into the carriage—the 
door was closed — she was gone—before he had time to 
answer the sort of half invitation contained in Lady Blanche’s 
last words. 

Blanche had much to tell her mother ; all she had heard-— 
all she had seen, but not all she had felt. Lady Falkingham 
was reserved with her children ; she was above all weaknesses 
herself, and never seemed to contemplate the possibility that 
younger minds might not be so well regulated, younger feel¬ 
ings might not be so sober and temperate, as her own. 

The summer passed quietly ; Blanche rode with her father, 
gardened with her mother, and tried to think no more of a 
person who felt nothing for her. Had she not most un¬ 
guardedly, most imprudently, almost invited him to Temple 
Loseley ? She forgot that, not being acquainted with her 
parents, it was absolutely impossible he could act upon such a 
hint. She only remembered that she had advanced a step 
which had not been met by him, and she recalled what she 
had heard and read a thousand times, that a lover can gene¬ 
rally create an opportunity for seeing his beloved; how much 
easier, then, to improve one that presents itself! The only 
conclusion, therefore, to be drawn was, that she was an object 
of perfect indifference to him. 

In September a party was collected for shooting; and, 
among others. Lord Glenrith accepted with joy and eagerness 
an invitation to Temple Loseley. 

Lord and Lady Falkingham rejoicetl to see so fair a pros¬ 
pect opening before Blanche. Lord Glenrith was particularly 
good-tempered ; he was heir to a fine property ; there was 
not an objection to him. Lady Falkingham, whose health 
was very delicate, was much relieved by the idea that she need 
never again jiass from twelve till four in the morning, seated 
on the blue sofas at Almack’s, her head nodding with sleep 
under the plumes which she thought it her duty to place 
upon it. 

Blanche could not fail to perceive that Lord Glenrith was 
serious in his attentions: it was impossible to dislike him ; 
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he was an honest, genuine creature ; he loved her sincerely, 
admired her, and respected her ; — he was not wanting in 
sense or information. Had not her mind been prepossessed, 
she would most likely have been in love with him ; at least, 
ninety-nine girls in a hundred would have been so, and ought 
to have been so. He proposed : her parents were delighted ; 
she was sorry, although she preferred him to any one else, 
except Captain De Molton. Yet, what nonsense to allow her 
imagination to dwell upon a person who cared not for her ! 
Should she refuse an excellent man who was sincerely attached 
to her — a connection with whom would delight her own 
parents, and his parents, and all their mutual connections, for 
the sake of a penniless captain who cut her — positively cut 
her ? It woukl be the height of folly ; there would be a 
want of pride in continuing to pine for an indifFerent swain. 
So, as she had no good reason to adduce either to herself, or 
to others, for saying “ No,” she saiti “ Yes,” and she was 
engaged. 

This great event took place a few days before the Falking- 
ham family paid a long-promised visit to the 'VV'esthopes. 
Lord Glenrith was to have joined tlie party at the end of the 
week ; but, as the accepted lover, he obtained leave to accom¬ 
pany them to C'ransley. 

His sterling worth gained upon Blanche every day ; there 
was something so English, so true, so generous abotu him. 
Her parents W'ere quite delighted with his sentiments upon all 
subjects connected with settlements. She heard him praised 
from morning till night, and she was beginning to jicrsnade 
herself that she ought to be, and that she was, exceedingly 
happy, when they arrived at Crunsley. 

The sight of Lady AV’eslhope reminded her of Paris, and 
of all she had felt when there ; and she was shocked to tiiul 
she still retained such viviti recollections of incidents the most 
trivial in themselves. Mr. M^roxholme liad arrived the day 
before, and at dinner Lord Wcsthope remarked, “ M’e shall 
be quite the old Paris party on Friday, when De Molton 
comes.” 

Lady Blanche was listening to Lord Clenrith's description 
of his father’s place, VYentnor (Jastle ; but she was not so 
absorbed in the subject, but that these words caught her ear. 
She gave an involuntary start; she felt Lady Westhope look 
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at her ; she felt herself colour. But her start and her blush 
were unobserved : Lord (Jlenrith was completely occupied in 
explaining how the seclusion of the south and west fronts of 
the castle, and of the broad terrace overlooking the rapid 
stream of the Dwent, was preserved by the alteration in the 
road, which now approached the gateway from the north-east, 
instead of the north-west. 

If Lord Glenrith had a fault, or rather a foible, it was 
his passion for his native place, and an inclination to think 
everything belonging to himself superior to that which be¬ 
longed to another. He seldom sold a horse ; for when once 
he had possessed it, he became so alive to its merits, that he 
always asked more for it than others, who were not so clear¬ 
sighted, thought it was wortli. This is a happy disposition 
for the possessor, and for those connected with him. It is 
seldom that such a person makes an unkind husband, or a 
tyrannical father, or a hard master ; but it is not a quality 
tliat interests a romantic girl. Lady Blanche, however, thought 
{!a])tain De Mol ton shall see I am not pining ; he shall see 
that his friend can appreciate me, if he cannot.’’ 

Mr. ’VV'roxholme proved, upon farther acquaintance, to be a 
very agreeable addition to the society. He had read much, 
and was full of information. Lord Falkingliain i^ronounced 
him to be one of the most rising young men of the day. 
Mr. M'roxholnie, on his part, was delighted with Lord Falk- 
ingham’s political sentiments, with Lady Falkingham’s high- 
breeding, with Lady AV’'esthope’s gentleness, with Lord West- 
hope’s goo<l-humour and ease in his own house, with Lord 
tilenrith’s d«)waright happiness, with Lady Blanche’s beauty, 
with the good shooting, and the beautiful place, and he felt 
gratitude towards Latly ^Fcslliojje for having given him the 
o]i{)ortunity of enjoying society so much to his taste. 

He was a man of good birth ; but though born and bred a 
gentleman, he had not before mixed in the very first circles, 
ajui he was flattered at being deemed worthy of admission 
into one of them. He had discrimination enougli to be pleased 
with the shade of superior retinentent which pervaded it, and 
tact enough instantly to acquire its tone. 

W’heii Lady M’’esthope foinul herself alone with Lady 
Blanche, she never allutled to C^iptain De Molton; she felt 
that the less that was said upon the subject the better. 
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Blanche had treated his departure from Paris as wilful 
neglect of her, and she had laughed at his indifference. Al¬ 
though in her heart Lady Westhope believed she had felt it 
acutely, it was wiser to treat the whole affair as a trifling 
flirtation which had left no trace behind. She was sorry 
Lord Westhope had invited Captain De Molton at tliis 
moment, but it was one of those things for which there was 
no remedy. He and Lady Blanche must meet some time or 
another, and the sooner it was over the better. 

Lady Blanche, meantime, continued to receive Lord 
Glenrith’s attentions, and to find her imagination more and 
more inclined to wander, and her mind less and less able 
ter take in the relative positions of the stables, the kitchen- 
garden, and the coach-houses of Wentnor Castle. 


CHAPTER III. 

Dicon quo amor havencido! 

A los doj-datlfs uiiivorts, 

Y quo do <ius pasadoros 
Ciolo y tierra Cbta ol'oudido. 

» Spanish lianmncc. 

Ditrino the four months which intervened between Captain 
De Molton’s leaving Paris and his joining the party at 
Cransley, how had he passed his time ? He was a person of 
much determination of character, and when once he had 
made up his mind what was right, he couhl, generally 
speaking, carry his resolutions into effect ; at least it was 
only when his feelings, naturally strong, -were iimnediately 
under excitement, that he w^as betrayed into actions of which 
his judgment did not approve. 

To Lord Glenrith he owed an early debt of gratitude: their 
friendship dated from boyhood. At Eton they had been 
bathing together, when De Molton was seized wdth the cramp, 
and must have perished, had it not been for the exertions of 
his young schoolfellow. This and many other acts of kind¬ 
ness which the rich heir of Wentnor Castle was naturally 
enabled to show to the penniless seventh son, and thirteenth 
child of the distressed Lord Cumberworth, made De Moiton’s 
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friendship for Glenrith partake in some measure of the nature 
of gratitude. He felt it would be doubly base in him to at¬ 
tempt to gain the affections of the girl to whom Lord Glenrith 
owned himself attached, even if, with regard to Lady Blanche 
herself, it would not have been ungenerous to drag her from 
her exalted sphere into poverty and destitution with him. 

He went straight to his regiment, and devoted himself with 
particular energy to teaching his men the new manoeuvres 
recommended by the Horse Guards. Never were men so 
well appointed, never was troop in such order. But his 
fellow-officers at the mess found him somewhat moody and 
silent; he was not a jolly companion; and although all re¬ 
spected him, — yes, and loved him too, and would have ap¬ 
plied to him for advice and comfort in any distress, — he was 
not, in the common acccj)tation of the w'ord, a i>opular man. 
It was not l)e Molton who was asked to ride this follow’s 
horse at the hack stakes got up in the regiment; or l)e Molton, 
to whom another fellow proposed to gallop forty miles to 
London to see the new actress, and down again at night, — 
or to jump into a hack-chaise after dinner and drive off to 
the tradesmen’s ball at the county town : but if any dutiful 
son wished to prolong his visit to his parents, or any pining 
lover had an opportunity of flying to his mistress, he felt 
pretty sure that He Molton would take his duty for him. His 
manners were a little stately, and a youngster was not likely 
to choose He Molton as the confident of any foolish scrape ; 
yet no one was more ready to sympathize with, and to re¬ 
lieve, any case of unmerited distress. 

He chance<l to be in London one of the days that Lady 
Blanche passed there in her way from Paris ; and he had been 
attending his mother, and three of his six sisters, to the play 
on the night when he saw Lady Blanche. 

It was with an uncontroulable burst of joy that he rushed 
to hand her down the steps ; and this briid’ interview sufficed 
to unsettle in his heart all the reasonable acquiescence in the 
disposition of their fates wdiich he had been striving to attain. 

When he received Lord Westhope’s invitation, he certainly 
did not think it quite impossible he might meet Lady Blanche ; 
but he persuaded himself that he had in four months allowed 
his friend all proper time for making himself acceptable, and 
that there was no necessity for his refusing the accustomed 

u 
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invitation to a house to which he was in the habit of paying 
an annual visit. At all events, he should learn from Lady 
M^esthope what was the state of the case : anything was better 
than the uncertainty in which he lived. 

Lady Blanche’s manner, when he met her on the dimly 
lighted stairs of the theatre, had made him vaguely hope — 
he knew not what ; for, supposing they did love each other, 
what then was to happen? He repeatedly asked himself this 
question ; but did any one ever wish that the person beloved 
should not return his love ? De Molton was a very reasonable 
man — he kept his feelings under great controul, but they 
were strong and ardent, and he could not reach that pitch of 
stoicism ! 

To (h-ansley he went, wdth a mind distracted by doubt, 
wonder, hope, and fear. As he drove to the door, he saw 
Lord Falkinghain dismounting from his cob ; so he knew that 
Lady Blanche was in the house. How will she meet me?” 
he thought; “how shall I find her? how shall I regulate my 
own behaviour?” and he almost repented having wilfully 
run into such danger ; although, in truth, it was the liope of 
being placed in that very danger which had made him so 
gladly accept Lonl Westhope's invitation. 

He was giving his orders to his servant at the door, when 
lie saw Lord Glenrith approach the house in shooting costume, 
followed by keepers and dogs. He could not mistake the 
bright, haj»py face of his friend. His teeth gleamed as the 
setting sun shone on them ; his cheek was sun-burned, and 
ruddy with exercise ; his kind eyes beamed with honest joy to 
sec De Molton. De Molton’s heart sank w'ithin him as he 
recognized his dear friend ; and it was with an effort, which 
would have been visible to any other eyes, that he returned his 
cordial greeting. 

As they both entered the drawing-room, the pale counte¬ 
nance and melancholy hro\v of i>e Molton would, in the opinion 
of many, have set off to advantage the gay good-humour of 
Lord Olenrith. 

The ladies were alJ there. Lady Blanche shook liands with 
f'aptuin De Molton as soon as he had paid his devoirs to Lady 
Westhope, and, without having raised her eyes liigher than to 
his chitj, reseated herself to her eii.broidery frame. 

Lord Cllenrith approached her. De Moiton’s heart beat 
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quick ; he felt almost gitldy. Lord Glenrith’s manner was 
gay and unembarrassed: he held a parcel in his hand. Lady 
Faikingham drew near — there was a great colloquy : De 
Molton heard the expressions “ beautiful!” — “ the prettiest I 
ever saw ! ” — “ they tell me it is the first that has been made;” 
— “ well, how lovely ! ” Lady Blanche seemed to be express¬ 
ing her thanks, but in so low a tone of voice he could not 
catch the words. She looked blushingly beautiful ! Lady 
Faikingham moved a little on one side, and he saw Lord 
Glenrith in the act of fastening a bracelet on her arm. Per¬ 
haps another lover might not have selected such a moment for 
presenting his first love-token, but the parcel was only just 
arrived. Lord Glenrith was pleased with his purchase; all 
around were friends, and why should there l)e any mystery ? 

'I'o De Molton's eyes all mystery was indeed dispelled. 
He felt choking. He could not master his feelings sufficiently 
to preserve an indifferent countenance, and he left the room 
under the pretence of seeing after his postfwy, or his port¬ 
manteau. 

The rest of the company gathered round the bride elect, 
and atlmircd the beautiful ornament and discussed its peculiar 
fabric ; while ])oor Blanche sat frightened at the agitation 
which pervaded her whole frame in consequence of having 
been for five minutes in the society of Dc JMolton. 

However, wdien she retired to her own room before dinner, 
she satisfied herself that what she had felt was merely a very 
natural awkwardness at first meeting a person with whom she 
certainly had flirted a little, and shyness at being seen by a 
young man acquaintance, in the act of receiving her lover's 
first present. Site could not helj) secretly wishing Lord Glen¬ 
rith had not given the bracelet before so many witnesses, and 
site felt there was a want of delicacy in the proceeding, even 
while she told herself it was in unison with his open, unsus¬ 
picious character, which measured the kindliness of others by 
his own good-natured heart. 

At dinner De Molton placed himself at the farther end of 
the table, and the epergne prevented his being able to perceive 
Lady Blanche’s face. However, he saw Lord Gleurith’s ; and 
never did an honest countenance express more secure and un- 
«listurhed happiness. Poor De Molton ! He had quitted 
Paris on purpose not to stand in the way of that happiness 
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which his friend had obtained; and now, how painful was it 
to see the object accomplished ! 

During the evening, Lady Westhope contrived, in as quiet 
a manner as she could, to convey to De Mol ton the confirma¬ 
tion of a fact which was already too evident to his eyes, and 
she appeared not to remark the varying hues of his complexion, 
and the agitation of his manner, during her communication. 

Lady Blanche strove to be easy and unembarrassed ; and 
she succeeded so far as to make him believe her happy, and 
perfectly satisfied wdth the prospect before her. 

He resolved to plead particular and sudden business — a 
summons from his father — a relation at the point of death — 
any excuse to depart the following day. This torture was not 
to be endured. Yet he wishetl to have an opportunity of 
speaking to her once, and of telling her how ardently he prayed 
for her welfare. 

He left his room very early the next morning, and he 
perambulateil the library, the saloon, the breakfast-room, the 
hall. He knew Lady Blanche was an early riser ; Cransley 
was renowned for the lateness of its breakfast-hour; perhaps 
she would make her appearance before the other guests. He 
was not wrong in his calculations. Lady Blanche came into 
the drawing-room to look for her mother’s work-basket, and 
was hastily retiring with it, when De Molton arrested her steps 
by saying, “ that as he was obligtrd to <lepart in an hour, he 
was anxious to express to one, for whom he felt such esteem 
and admiration, his earnest wishes — his prayers for her hapj)i- 
ness.” 

You are not going to-day, surely. Captain De Molton 
answered Blanche in a tremulous tone. 

“ I must,” he said : “ I could not, would not stay here 
another day, for anything this world can now offer me.” 

Lady VYesthope will be quite disappointed. She hoped 
you were come for ten days, or a fortnight.” 

“ Such was my intention ; but circumstances — imperative 
circumstances, over which I have no controul, render my stay 
here-impossible.” 

“ I hope no misfortune has occurred in your family ? ” in¬ 
quired Lady Blanche, thoroughly impressed with the idea of 
his indifference towards herself, and, consequently, by no means 
attributing his visible agitation to its true cause. 
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No misfortune has occurred in my family,” he resumed 
ill a voice of deep emotion — “ but one to myself. No — no! 
it is not a misfortune: on the contrary, it is the thing in the 
world I ought most to wish ; it is the union of the two beings 
1 most value, most respect, most love on earth ! I ought to 
rejoice —• I do rejoice. Believe me, Lady Blanche, though my 
voice falters, and 1 am at this moment weak, I rejoice that 
the friend to whom I am bound by every tie of gratitude and 
affection has gained the heart of the most perfect of woman¬ 
kind ; and that the woman who alone in my eyes is perfect, 
is likely to be happy with a man who is all honour, truth, 
and uprightness. May Heaven in its mercy bless you both ! ” 

The tears stood in De Molton's glistening eyes. They 
almost overflowed. “ I am a fool,’’ he added ; i thought I 
had more command over myself; I did not mean to torment 
you, to insult you, with an avowal of my hopeless, my presump¬ 
tuous love !” 

Lady Blanche had stood transfixed in fear, amazement, joy ; 
— yes, joy ! there arc no circumstances under which it is not 
joy to find affection is requited. “ And do you indeed love 
me ? ” she said, scarcely conscious of what she uttered. 

“ Do I love you ! Lady Blanche, can you ask that ques¬ 
tion f In folly, hopelessness, misery, I cannot —cannot quell 
my love !” 

“ Oh, why — why did not you tell me sooner ? ” she said, 
earnestly clasping her hands. 

‘‘Tell you so? How could I venture, penniless as I am, 
without a home to offer you, — how could I have the insane 
presumption to ask you to share poverty — penury with me, 
when splendour, rank, wealth were courting your acceptance ? ” 

“ Oh, I despise these things ! I always tiid t I never could 
care for money in all my life, and now !” — She stopped ; her 
engagement rushed across her mind. She felt guilty of per¬ 
jury and infidelity. 

l)e Molton, in his turn, stood confounded; he had done 
everything he had especially resolve<l not to do, and, mingled 
xvith the delight he could not help experiencing at the avowal 
which had almost escaped Lady Blanche’s lips, he felt humi¬ 
liated by the base part he had acted towards the friend to 
whom he had meant to devote himself. He struck his fore- 
heail, and exclaimed, “ Oh, Lady Blanche, I am a wretch 
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not worthy of a moment’s regard ! Do not waste a thought 
on me ; forget me, or at least only remember me to bestow a 
sigh of pity on one who has been betrayed, by his love for 
you, into an act of ingratitude for which he abhors himself. 
Glenrith is my best friend, — he is the soul of honour, he — 
he is worthy of you !” 

Lady Blanche was frightened at what she had said — 
frightened at what she had listened to. Voices were heard 
approaching,—the door opened, — Captain De Molton rushed 
into the adjoining library. Lady Blanclie seized her mother’s 
basket, and left the room before she had time to perceive who 
the intruders were. As she ran up stairs, she met Lady 
Westhope. What is the matter, Blanche ? ” exclaimed 
Lady M’'esthope, as her friend darted past her. 

“ Mamma wants me,” she hastily answered, as she took 
refuge in her mother’s room. 

Mamma ! mamma !” she exclaimed, throwing herself 
breathless into a chair; “ I am wretched, guilty, and miser¬ 
able ! I am the most unfortunate creature in the world !” 

“ What possesses you, child.?’ what is the matter?” re¬ 
plied Lady Falkingham, as she put down the untasted piece 
of toast she held in her hand. 

“ Mamma ! he loves me after all !” 

Who, my dear? — what! Lord Glenrith ? To be sure 
he does. I never saw a man more attached in my life !” 

“ Poor dear Lord Glenrith, so he is ! Oh, how little I de¬ 
serve that he should be so ! when I — oh, mamma, what will 
you think of me ? I have almost owned that my affections 
are—at least I implied — Oh, mammal what shall 1 do?” 
And poor Blanche wept bitterly. 

Certainly, my dear Blanche, I do not consider it modest 
and becoming in any young woman to allow a man to perceive 
that he has acquired too much power over her heart; yet, as 
you are on the point of marriage, I think you need not 
blame yourself so very much. There should always be a cer¬ 
tain reserve of manner and expression ; but anxious as I am 
that women should preserve their dignity, and that no 
daughter of mine should condescend-” 

“ Oh, mammal you do not understand me: I never told 
Lord Glenrith 1 loved him.” 

‘‘ What on earth do you mean then ? — what are you 
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talking about?” Lady Falkinghain's countenance assumed an 
expression of alarm, wonder, and tlispleasure. 

‘^Oh, how can I tell you?—you, mamma, who never did 
anything weak, or foolish, in your life ! Do not look at me, 
mammii, with those stern and reproachful eyes, or I can never 
confess it.” 

“ Blanche, you alarm me more than I can describe. Do 
you mean that you love any one better than the man whom 
you have accepted as your husband, — the excellent, amiable, 
high-minded Lord Glenrith, who is so sincerely devoted to 
you ? ” 

“ Oh, mamma! I do value him, and I render him justice, 
indeed ; and I love him in a kind of way-” 

Lady Blanche w'as each moment tecorning more alive to the 
ingratitude, the duplicity, w’ith which she had acted towards 
Lord Glenrith, and began to w'ish she had not opened the 
subject at all to her mother. 

“ Explain yourself, Blanche,” repeated her mother : whom 
are you talking of?. Is it Mr. Wroxholnie, whom you met at 
Paris ? ” 

“ Oh dear, no, mamma. It is (’aptain De Mol ton ! ” And 
she no longer found any difficulty in speaking his name. Mr. 
Wroxhoime might be a very good man, but, in her eyes, was 
immeasurably inferior to the object of her preference. Those 
who are in love, always resent as an injury the suspicion that 
they could ffud charms in any other than the one person to 
Avhose merits they are alive. 

“ Captain l>e Molton ' ” exclaimed Lady Falkingliarn ; 
“ why, I scarcely ever heard you mention him • You ought 
to have told me this before.” 

“ I never knew till to-day what were his feelings towards 
me, mamma ! ” 

“ 1 must say your lover has chosen a good moment for 
avowing his passion ! It proves an honourable mind ! And 
he wishes to induce you to break off your marriage with a 
man in every way calculated to make you happy ? For what ? 
He has scarcely bread to eat himself, and his father has none 
to give him.” 

“ He knows all that, mamma, and he is going away this 
moment. He does not ask me to marry him. He says he is 
not worthy of roe.” 
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'' Oh, Blanche ! Blanche 1 and you allow this man, irho 
tells you he cannot marry, to make love to you, while you are 
the affianced wife of his friend ! I should never have thought 
a daughter of mine would have acted in so improper, so un¬ 
principled a manner. Heaven knows, I cannot accuse myself 
of having neglected my children. You have all had every 
attention paid to your minds and your morals. Each hour 
had its avocation ; you were never permitted to read a book 
which Miss Strickland or myself had not previously perused; 
you were never allowed to walk beyond the shrubberies and 
the park ! If, like some mothers, I had neglected the essen¬ 
tials for the sake of accomplishments- but the religion- 

master always came three times a week I How on earth can 
such low notions of moral rectitude ever have found entrance 
into your head, or your heart ? ” 

Lady Blanche was in despair at her mother’s grief. She 
now viewed her own conduct with horror; but how to meet 
Lord Glenrith, with this weight of guilt upon her mind ? 

“ Look here,” continued Lady Falkingham ; “ read this 
letter; all kindness and generosity — receiving you into the 
family with joy, treating you already as if you were their 
daughter ! ” Lady Falkingham gave Blanche the joint e[)istle 
she had just received from Lord and Lady Wentnor, express¬ 
ing every thing most gratifying concerning the choice their 
son had made. 

Each word she read was a dagger to La<1y Blanche's hcrart. 

I cannot overthrow all the happiness of these worthy people,” 
she mentally revolved, “ and that of my ])arents, and of poor 
Lord Glenrith. 1 must quell this foolish inclination,— I 
must fight a good fight, and I shall conquer, I dare say. But 
it is hard, when now, for the first time, I know myself be¬ 
loved.” 

After a pause, she told her mother she w'ould try to com¬ 
pose herself: she implored her not to mention the subject to 
her father ; she strove to persuade her mother, and herself, 
that it was only a passing feeling, a momentary agitation which 
would soon subside ; that it had been pique, that it was now 
gratified vanity — any thing, in short, except love. Her mother 
was only too glad to be deceived, and assisted her in her self- 
deception. 

Lady Falkingham would have been very sorry to lose so 
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estimable and so unexceptionable a husband for her daughter ; 
but the disgraceful vdat of breaking off an engagement openly 
entered into and acknowledged, was still more appalling to a 
person who had a salutary horror of being “ talked of.” She 
had herself passed through life with the highest character as a 
wife and as a mother. Her elder daughters had married at a 
proper age, and in a proper manner. She looked upon a young 
lady’s first love as a silly affair, which has more to do with 
the imagination than the heart; and if any of her other 
daughters had ever felt a preference which had not received 
their mother’s sanction, they would never have ventured to 
confess it with that frankness which, in spite of the education 
just described by Lady Falkingham, was one of Blanche’s 
characteristics. 


CILAPTER IV. 

Xow have I showed }'ou hothe. these whyche ye lyst. 

Stately fortune, or humble povertee : 

That is to say. now lyeth it in your fyst 
To take licre bondatfe, or free hbeftee. 

SiK Thomas More. 

Captain De IVIoeton had sent his servant to the neighbouring 
town to jirocure him a chaise, that with the least possible de¬ 
lay he might carry his ]*roject of departure into execution. 

H'hen lie had in some measure recovered his self-possession, 
he made his appearance at the breakfast-table, and informed 
Latly 'M^esthope that he was unexpectedly obliged to return to 
Lontlon, to arrange with his father some matters connected 
with his exchange from his present regiment, which, as Lady 
^V’esthope knew, was under orders for India. 

This was strictly true, for he had resolved to insist upon 
his father’s suspeiuling the application he w^as on the point of 
making for this exchange. He determined to proceed to India 
with his regiment. The unhealthiness of the climate, which 
gave his relations so much uneasiness, ap[)eared to him, in his 
liresent frame of mind, a positive recommendation. 

The company expressed all tine disappointment at his sud¬ 
den departure — all but Lady Blanche ; she was not present. 
Lady Westhope suspected something must have occurred, and 
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when she bade De Molton adieu, she pressed his hand with a 
mysterious kindliness, which she meant should imply, “ You 
are acting like a man of honour ; 1 see you suffer, aiul I pity 
you.” 

She was confirmed in this opinion, by Mr. Wroxholme 
telling her he had found Captain l)e Molton in the library be¬ 
fore breakfast, with his head leaning against the marble chim¬ 
ney-piece, and his countenance so pale and haggard, that be 
feared for a moment something dreadful must have happened. 
Lady Westhope recollected IJlanche’s hurrying manner of 
passing her on the stairs, and she pitied all parties. 

Lady Falkingham’s indisposition accounted for Lady Blanche's 
absence till the hour of luncheon, when she came down stairs 
with a feeling of kindness towards Lord Glenritb, awakened 
by the consciousness of having injured him. She scarcely 
ventured to raise her eyes from the ground, but her blushing 
manner passed for the modesty of a young girl on the eve of 
marriage. Lord Glenrith pathetically lamented the absence of 
his friend, and Lady Blanche quivered at the sound of his 
name, and then reproached herself for doing so. 

Lord Glenrith showed her the letters be had received from 
the different members of his family. Blanche could not but 
feel flattered by the manner in which she was spoken of ; could 
not but think the better of the son, and the brother, who was 
loved with such tender aftection ; could not but own she ought 
to be happy with the prospect of possessing such a father, 
mother, brothers, and sisters-in-law. Lord Glenrith in his 
own happiness perceived nothing wanting in her manner, ami 
laughed, and talked, the gayest of the gay. His inw^ard satis¬ 
faction did not render him sentimental, but his buoyant spirits 
made him inclined to be j)lea8ed with everybody and every¬ 
thing. He even forgot the dislike he had imbibed for Mr. 
Stapleford ; and when his arrival that day was announced, he 
declared him to be a devilish good fellow, though he was a 
sarcastic dog.” 

His flow of spirits was almost oppressive to Lady Blanche, 
yet she rejoiced he did not possess the sensitive tact which 
might have rendered him alive to every look of hers. 

At dinner. Lord Glenrith w'as telling Lord Falkingham he 
had a famous brood-mare at Wentnor Castle, whose colt was 
likely to win the St. Leger. 
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Is your colt as clever as your old horse Perseus, Glenrith? ” 
asked Mr. Stapleford. 

“ Ah ! Perseus ! by Jove, that is a horse! Never was a 
thorough-bred one so good for weight — and as active as a cat 
— such action 1 and such pasterns ! None of your short pas¬ 
terns the grooms are so fond of— but long enough to be elastic ! 
He is a true “Whalebone ! ” 

I am not sure, after all, I do not like Quirk still better,” 
Stapleford dropped out quietly, while a sly smile lurked in the 
corner of his lip. 

Quirk is a singularly good horse 1 He has such bone, 
and such a constitution ! ” 

And that grey pony, Glenrith—you will never part with 
that pony ? ” 

“ Part with Yung-frau ? not for three hundred guineas ! ” 

“ You are a fortunate man in your stud, Cilenrith ! ” re¬ 
marked Stapleford, with a quiet, composed, and serious air, 
W'hich to the unsus]>icious Lord Glenrith was perfectly satis¬ 
factory, while the rest of the party, especially poor Blanche, 
were painfully aware he was playing on the one weak point of 
the amiable young Benedick. 

Nothing lowers a man in the eyes of a woman so much as 
Ixnng made a butt, no matter wdicther the quizzer be a person 
for whose opinion she entertains any respect or not. It was 
unlucky that, at the moment the heros de roman lover had de- 
jtarted in magnanimous despair, the successful one should lay 
himself open to the quizzing of a dandy. Lady Blanche felt 
miserable—more miserable than when she parted from De 
Molton — more miserable than when she heard the jingle of 
his hack-chaise as it drove from the door — more miserable 
than when her mother’s statement of the case made her awake 
to the enormity of her misconduct—more miserable than 
vvhen she resolved to drive her lover’s image for ever from her 
mind. Those distresses were at least elevated ones — this 
bordered on the ridiculous. 

In the course of the evening Mr. Stapleford found himself 
near Lady Blanche. I must offer you my congratulations, 
Lady Blanche, and especially upon the good looks and the 
good spirits of the fortunate Lord Glenrith. His beaming and 
ruddy aj^pearance shows that you have not been unnecessarily 
cruel, tormenting before you consented to make him the 
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happiest of men. It must give a person of your kindly feel¬ 
ings great pleasure to behold a face so redolent with joyous¬ 
ness ! ” 

Every word of this speech was disagreeable. Poor Blanche 
did not admire a “ruddy’’man — did not like an unsenti¬ 
mental lover ; and, above all, she did not like the implication 
that she had been 

“ Won unwooed, or slightly wooed at best.'* 

Mr. Stapleford bore not the slightest ill-will cither to Lady 
Blanche, or to Lord Glenrith. He enjoyed saying the dis¬ 
agreeable thing in the civilest manner possible ; partly because 
it is almost the only exercise of power which a person without 
house, or lands, or fortune, can indulge in ; partly because he 
liked to see what people really felt — and he thus frequently 
discovered the true state of their minds ; partly because he hap¬ 
pened to possess the species of tact which enabled him to do 
it — and everybody derives pleasure from success of any kind. 

The next day Blanche received a packet from Wentnor 
Castle. It contained some beautiful ornaments — offerings 
from different members of her future family, each accom¬ 
panied by the prettiest note imaginable. Congratulations 
showered in from every quarter. Ail the numerous friends 
and relations of both sides wrote letters in which each party 
was described as perfection, and each as having met with 
perfection. It is astonishing that matrimony should ever fail 
to secure lasting happiness, \vhen (if w'c may believe tlu* 
written testimony of those who best know the contracting 
parties} none but paragons ever enter into the holy state. But 
among all the happy unions that have been joyfully antici¬ 
pated, none ever gave more general satisfaction than the pre¬ 
sent. The age, situation, rank — everything was suitable. 
Poor Lady Blanche felt herself every moment more thoroughly 
hampered, entangled, and pledged ; and every moment her 
disinclination to the marriage increased. 

It was an odd thing ! but Mr. Stapleford’s quiet manner of 
quizzing Lord Glenrith, and his imperturbable good-humour 
under it,—or rather, his perfect unconsciousness of what was 
happening, — hurt his cause even more than her preference of 
De Molton. She would rather have seen him angry and re¬ 
sentful ; to persons with la tete exaltee, the smallest shadow of 



BLANCHE. 


SOI 


ridicule irrecoverably destroys the halo of romance they would 
fain throw around the object of their devotion. Blanche might 
have turned from her hopeless and youthful dream of love, to 
admiration, respect, obedience, and submission ; but when her 
head, her heart, and her imagination were possessed with the 
dignified brow, tlie melancholy eyes, the mellow voice, the 
lofty air, the noble grief of De Molton, to see the joyous, the 

ruddy” Cilenrith perfectly contented under the quizzing of 
a Stapleford, prevented her being able to work herself up to 
the feelings it was her duty to entertain towards him. 

jVIr. B’roxholme one day remarked to Lady Westhope, that 
Lady Blanche ai)peared to l)e extremely out of spirits, and 
that he almost feared her disposition and that of her future 
husband w^ere not exactly suited. 

She seems to take no pleasure in his country pursuits — 
she listens with an abstracted air while he continues to pour 
into her ear details which he might perceive are not interest¬ 
ing to her ; though 1 owm I sometimes wonder she should not 
be more curious about Wentnor C’astle, which, from the en¬ 
gravings, must he a magnificent and interesting place.” 

Lady \\"esthoj)e agreed wdth Mr, W'roxholme, and could 
not lu'lp half confiding to him, that she feareil Lady Blanche 
had some other prepossession. 

“■ Poor girl ! ” resumed Mr. Wroxliolme; *^but then it is 
a thousand pities she should marry, if she cannot love. Lord 
Glenrith.” 

“ He is such a gooil man ! ” answered Lady AV'esthope ; 
‘‘ he has such excellent principles — he is so sure to make a 
true and ftiithful husband, that in the long-run I should hope 
no woman, who had herself good principles, could fail to be 
happy with him.” 

Lady ^Vcsthoj)o sighed, and Mr. M'roxholme, who had by 
this time heard and seen somew'hat more of his host, felt that 
poor Lady Westiiope spoke as one who had suffered from the 
absence of these qualities in her husband. 
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CHAPTER V. 


Ever still must I adore thee : 

Though wide seas between us roll. 

Each fund thought shall hover o’er thee. 

And thine image (ill iny soul. 

Morning breaking o’er th(^ ocean 
Will thine opening graces wear. 

And with evening's last devotion 
I will breatiie thy name in prayer. 

Unpublished Poems. 


Upon leaving Cransley, Captain tie Molton had hastened t< 
town. He there found his father, who having left the res 
of the family at Brighton, had also repaired to London for th 
purpose of effecting the proposed exchange. 

Lord Cumberworth was jireparing to enter a hackney-coach, 
which waited^to carry him to Brookes’s, where he meant to 
dine and to solace himself with a quiet game at tolerably high 
whist, when he was startled at the unexpected appearance of 
his son. 

Why, Francis ! ” he exclaimed, I thought you were 
gone to Cransley for a fortnight! What brings yon here ” 

I wished to see you, father, and to talk to you seriously 
concerning my prospects in life. You are come uj) about my 
exchange, are you not ? ” 

“ Yes — and 1 hope I shall be able to settle it all comfort¬ 
ably. Your mother has been in one of her nervous n ays at 
the bare thoughts of your going to India.” 

“ I think I ought to go, father.” 

Why ! which way does the wind blotv now ^Yhy the 
d—1 did you not tell me so sooner I'hey have all been 
pestering me to come to town., and to leave no stone unturned 
to save you from this banishment, as you all called it ; and 
now I have taken the trouble of coming, you change your 
mind ! Upon my word, this is very inconsiderate. But, after 
all, I myself do not like your going into such an unhealthy 
climate, and 1 would rather keep you at home if I could. I f 
you are to go into danger, let it he where some honour and 
renown are to be obtained. There is no glory in dying of a 
liver complaint, as yellow as a guinea.” 

“ I am very sorry, my dear father, to have given you so 
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much unnecessary trouble, but I have fully made up my mind 
to sail with my regiment/' 

“ And pray, Master Francis, what has worked this wondrous 
revolution in your mind ? ” 

tc Why, father, to tell you the truth, happiness is out of the 
question for me ; and tlierefore I had rather do whatever will 
make me least burthensome to my family, and also take me 
out of the way for a time/' 

And why do you want to lie perdue? You have not 
been running in debt, have you ? ” 

“ No, fa tiler ; I am too well aware what are your circum¬ 
stances.” 

“ Not a scrape ? ch, my boy ! ” — and Lord Cumberworth, 
wdiose morals were not puritanical, smiled. “ It can't be Lady 
^V^^sthopc, she is such a prude. You have not been playing 
tile fool, I hope ? ” continued Lord Cumberworth, putting 
more of parental gravity into his countenance. 

“ I have been guilty of nothing wrong in deed or thought,” 
replied l)e Molton with seriousness. 

Egad ! hut there’s a woman in question though,” replied 
Lord Cumberworth. “ You are not in any danger of marry¬ 
ing ? ” and his face really assumed an e.xpression of sincere 
alarm. 

Not exactly, father ; but I am unfortunately attached to 
a person who is on the eve of marriage tvith another.” 

*• Thank heaven that is all ! ” exclaimed Lord Cumber- 
Avorth. lleinernber one thing, Frank — a man is never 
thoroughly uiulone till he is married.” 

J)e Moiton remained silent. His father’s tone of feeling 
was so little in unison with his own, that he Avished to say no 
more upon the subject than was absolutely necessary. 

“ Does the girl like you, my boy ? ” added Loril (lumber- 
worth. 

De jMolton was somewhat perplexed hoAv to answer, but he 
said, “ 1 told you, father, she AAas going to be married to 
another man.” 

Ah ! but Avomen have married a rich man, when they 
have been in love with a poor man, before now. And you are 

a d-sh handsome felloAv, and more like me than any of my 

children. Well, don’t look so sheepisli, like a bashful maiden 
yourself. Is tlie girl in love Avith you ? ” 
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“ I conclude not/' resolutely answered De Molton. 

Have you told her you are iu love with her ? ” 

Why, yes, I have.” 

“ And she was not angry, eh ? Come, I suppose your nice 
sense of honour will allow you to say whether she is very 
much in love with her future husband or not ? ” 

“ 1 should say she esteemed him highly, but was not pre¬ 
cisely in love with him,” was De IVIolton’s guarded reply. 

“ Wheugh — gh — gh ! ” with an elevation of the eye¬ 
brows, and a sound that ended in something like a whistle, 
•w'as the response produced by this last communication of his 
son’s. You had better go, my boy. I see how it is ; if 
you stay, we shall have the marriage broken off* and the d—1 
to pay. Ah ! well I am sorry to part with you, but you had 
better go — we will do no more about the exchange. But I 
am as hungry as a hound — 1 have eat nothing since I lef t 
Brighton. There is no dinner in the house — nothing in it 
but the old housemaid: we can’t roast her—she would be 
tougher than I’edrillo. Let’s be off to Jfrookes’s. By the 
by, you don’t belong to Brookes’s : 1 remember you said it 
was too expensive, when Ceorge wanted to get you put up. 
Well, you can eat your dinner at your Junior United Service 
Club; and wc will meet here, at home, at ten o’clock, and 
talk matters over quietly.” 

Lord Cumberworth got into his hackney-coach, and De 
Molton walked off to his club, to snatch a hasty morsel, and 
return to South Audley Street, there to ruminate sadly u})on 
his future fate until his father should join him. ’J'here was 
much of bitterness in his reflections. lie couUl not lielp re¬ 
pining at the unequal distribution of fortune, and thinking it 
hard that the happiness of two beings sltould be wrecked for 
lack of that contemptible thing, money. He almost doubted 
whether he was acting rightly by Lady Blanche in abandoning 
her when she had all but acknowledged her love for him. 
And yet, what could he do ? His worldly pelf consisted but 
of his i>ay, and the very moderate allowance his father was 
able to make him. He had nothing to look to. His father's 
property was entailed upon the eldest son — his circumstances 
were embarrassed — he had been obliged to let Cumberworth 
Hall, and lived principally in London, making an occasional 
excursion to some watering-place: there w'as no chance of his 
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saving money, and there were twelve of them to divide the 
fifty thousand pounds settled on younger children. Lady 
Hlanche certainly had no dislike to Glenrith, or she would 
never have accepted him : and w’ho could know Glenrith, and 
not learn to value and to love his kind feelings and singleness 
of heart ? The more he reflected, the more strengthened he 
was in his jmrpose. When he was far away, she would 
assuredly forget the slight prepossession she had entertained 
for him, and she would soon give her whole heart to Glenrith. 
When he had brought his reasonings to this most desirable 
point, he found it inflnitely more painful than any other view 
of the subject. 

IIis father returned about ten o’clock, and after arranging to 
write immediately to the jierson with whom they had been in 
treaty ibr the exchange, and to lose no time in procuring the 
jiroper slock of articles necessary for the voyage, as there w'as 
a possibility of the regiment sailing within a fortnight, they 
agreed to leave London the following afternoon, and to join 
the rest of the family at Brighton. 

M'ell, cheer up, rny boy ! ” said Lord Cumberworth, as 
he bade his son good night. “ There is no use in fretting — 
there are more ])retty girls than one in the world, and you are 
not the first seniiinental young man w'ho luu? been crossed in 
love. II i'll f(Iat j>({\,vrr jxrr la. M'e have all been crossetl in 
love in our time. I, myself, was very much smitten with 
another woman when 1 married your mother; but I saw that 
my marrying Helen was out of the question, and so I did 
what they all wished me to do, and it answered just as well. 
Your mother is a very good woman, Frank, and I am very 
fond of her. So cheer up, my boy — never be down-hearted! 
You will forget your Dulcinea long before vou cross the line.” 
He was closing the tloor, w'hen he turned back again to say,— 
“ Frank, you look for all the world as if you were younger 
brother to the knight of La Mancha — cl cavalicre de la trintc. 
fitjara, — with your pale cheeks and your high forehead. 1 
woidd not be a skin of wine or a windmill in your w'ay for 
something ! ” 

The gootl-humoured but unsentimental father chuckled at 
his own joke, and wenfofi^' to bed so relieved that his son 
would be secured from the impending danger, that it quite 
reconciled him to his departure. 

X 
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When they arrived at Brighton late the following evening, 
poor Lady Cumberworth was in despair at the prospect of her 
pet, her darling, the most affectionate, the most considerate, 
the most dutiful of all her children, running all the risks con¬ 
sequent upon a banishment to India ; “ not only,” as she said, 
braving perils by sea and perils by land, but those of climate 
and disease." 

There are worse perils in England, Mary,” replied her 
husband with a knowing wink. Perils by eyes are the most 
dangerous for handsome young fellows ! Depend upon it, he 
is far safer in the other heinisphere ; for peril by marriage is 
the worst of all—that is to say, when a man has nothing, atid 
never can have anything as long as lives.” 

De Molton shrunk at hearing his attachment alluded to 
among all the family circle ; thougli to his dear gentle mother 
he could have opened his whole heart, and to most of his sisters 
individually also. The eldest was grown a little .starch, and 
the youngest was rather too young and giddy ; but the four 
middle ones had plenty of romance in them, and would have 
listened to his tale rvith tears in their eyes. To any one of them 
in a tetc-a-tete he miglit have spoken his feelings ; hut to liuve 
twelve curious, Avondering, though kind eyes, turn upon him at 
once, was peculiarly unpleasant to a sensitive and reserved isian. 

Lady Cumberworth saw his distress, and hastened to say, 
“ We wore just going to bed when you arrived. 1 sluill carry 
Frank off to have a (|uiet gossip with liim ; so good nigiit, 
girls !" 

I)e Molton followed his mother, and in her found a svin- 
pathizing listener — one av ho entered into all his difi’iculties, 
and Avho Avas re;icly to love f»oor IJlaiiche for appreciating 'ter 
OAvn dear Frank as he desorA'ed. JJat she saw t'lat, deeply as 
his affections Avere engaged, their utiion was impiaclicable ; and 
she Avas obliged, though most reUictantly, to confess that a tem¬ 
porary absence, attd entire change of scene, Avere likely to sp-are 
his feelings and principles many a trial. 

Lady Cumberworth entreated lier husband not to ai’iioy 
poor Frank by any allusion to his unfortimate attachment. 

Lord bles.s the felloAv!” exclaimed Lord CumberAvorth, 

1 never meant to annoy l.im ! I knoAV he is d—shly in love, 
and that is all 1 said ! And I only said, be could not marry, 
and that lie knoAvs Avell enough ! ” 
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“ He is unhappy, and we must refrain from remarks that 
wound his delicacy just now.*' 

“ Delicacy—fiddlestick ! You always did spoil that boy — 
and you will make him as full of feelings, and nerves, and 
refinement, as the most fanciful woman of you all! ” 

The young ladies also met in a nocturnal synod. “ What 
is this love of Frank’s ? ” exclaimed Mary. 

“ How papa made him blush ! ” said Laura. 

“ And is he really going to India?” asked Charlotte. 

AFlio is the girl?” inquired Emily. 

“ And why could not mamma talk to him before us, I 
wonder ? ” added Katherine, the youngest, who was rather pert. 

“ When you are a little older, you will know that people do 
not like to iliscuss /e.v nffurrf'H da coiur cn answered 

Jane the eldest ; and with a dignified air she retired to bed. 

I suppose Jane wishes to persuade us she has some love 
affairs of her own, though we know nothing about them,” con¬ 
tinued the merry Katherine: “ she has preserved a most dig¬ 
nified mystery upon the subject, cA'er since 1 have been grown 

> 9 
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After a few more questions which ct>uhl elicit no answers, 
seeing that all parties were equally in the dark, tlie sisters 
separated for llie night, and all fouiul the repose they sought 
e:<cej>t Liuly (’uniberwoith, who acuuly felt the apjnoaching 
separation from her son, and still more the pain that di-rliiig 
son WHS <lo<nned to endure. 

Lady f’uinherworth was not one who considered the suffer¬ 
ings of lovers as matter for sport ; — she had l>ecn fervently 
attachetl in lier early youth, and the ohjtct of that attachment 
had heen snatched from her by <lealh. On her side, as well as 
on her husbaJid’s, their marriage had been one of reason ajul of 
expediency. But she had made him an exceiknit wife, iiad 
borne him a large family, and they had always been a happy 
and affectionate couple — happier, perha]>s, than if one of ilie 
parties, and only one, had felt more w'annly. 

In a fortnight from the time De ?.1c!t:on joined his family 
at Brighton, he tore himself from the aro.is of his sisters, and, 
lastly, from the long, speechless, close embrace of his mother, 
to whose more sad and sacred afiection ail instinctively yielded 
the parting caress. 

He sailed with his regiment, and we will leave him for a 
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while, losing the sehse 6f all his romantic and high-wrought 
sensibilities in the absorbing sufferings often endured in the 
Bay of Biscay. 


CHAPTER VI. 

No te falterfl otra llama 
llerniosa y <l<’ palan tallo. 

Quo t,f qu’icra, y fu la quioras 
Porque lo merecos Zaytle. 

Spa7ii>tli Itontance. 

The visit of the Falkinghams at Cransley liad now lasted more 
than ten days. Blanche ardently -w'ished to be at home again. 
She felt w^retched, hypocritical, and guilty. She found herself 
so uncomfortable where she was, that she imagined any chatige 
must be for the better. ^V'hen they left Cransley, Lord Glen- 
rith w'as to pay his parents a visit of a few days, and then to 
join them at Temple I.oseley; after which they were all to 
proceed to London for the purpose of procuring the wedding 
paraphernalia. 

Lady Blanche’s depression became so evident, that even 
Lord tilenrith, although not an acute observer, could not avoid 
perceiving it. He vras exceedingly flatteivd, and attributed it 
all to his approaching absence, fie kindly coiisok*d her. “ I 
shall soon be with you again, Blanche. 1 love my father and 
mother dearly ; but just now 1 do not think even they can 
succeed in keeping me above three days away from you. I 
hate the thought of leaving you, but it will be- such a ]deasure 
to meet again !—will it not, ilearest Blanche.^ 1 think it will 
almost make uj> for the pain of parting ; and then 1 sn])pose, 
I need not leave you any more. So we have nothing but joy 
before us.” And he w'ondertfd his betrothed did not appear to 
be more consoled by this prospect. 

He has haneled them all into their travelling barouche, and 
he has thrown himself into his britska, and they have left 
Cransley in opposite directions. All the rest of the party had 
previously dispersed — all but Mr. Wroxbohne, and he was 
going to town the next day. As he and Lady B’esthope stood 
upon the steps watching the receding vehicles, they could not 
help, communicating to each other their fears concerning the 
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approaching marriage. Lady Wfesthope was exceedingly out 
of spirits at poor Blanche’s prospects, and Mr. Wroxhpime 
entered into her feelings, with all the delicacy of a person with 
good heart and good taste. 

As their barouche rolled smoothly along, Lord and Lady 
Falkiiighain fell into deep and earnest conversation : Blanche 
sat in the back seat, absorbed in her own meditations. The 
road lay througli an open, hilly, and heathy country, watered 
by small rivulets, on the immediate banks of which were some¬ 
times seen a solitary cottage, and, close around, a small patch 
of cultivateil ground. It was a mild watery day, with little 
positive rain, but one in which the shifting lights and gleams 
of pale sunshine give a purple hue to the heatiiy hill-side, and 
a bright yellow to the green meadow, or the mossy swamp. 
Her eyes mechanically 'watched the varying hues, and at 
length fixed themselves upon a lonely turf-roofed hut in the 
valley below. “ How jieaceful must lie existence in such a 
hut! ” she thought tvithin herself; “ no worldly considera¬ 
tions, no aspirations after rank and situation, can there inter¬ 
fere with the affections. A strong arm and a willing mind 
are all that are required to authorize the peasant lover to seek 
the hand of his peasant mistress. l*ersonal, individual qualities 
alone are considered, — not the ailventitiotis recommentlations 
of fortune. How much happier must be that rank of life, 
where love, and love alone, leads to an union which is to 
endure as long as life itself ! Oh ! if I could, in honour and in 
respectability, become the wdfe of I)e Molton, how willingly 
would 1 resign every luxury to which 1 have been born, and 
live in that very cottage, unnoticed and unknown ! I think 1 
could gladly perform even the household drudgery : I could 
feed the chickens and sweep the brick floor, and pile up the 
blazing faggots, and prepare my husband's evening meal — if 
tliat husband were I)e Molton 1" 

She gazed upon the cottage as long as it remained in sight, 
and almost felt as if she left a place that was endeared to her 
by habit, when a turn in the road concealed it from her view. 

It may be much questioned whether Lady Blanche’s view 
of the various conditions of life w'ere a correct one, and whether 
there may not exist as much, or more, disinterested love in 
the higher orders than in the lower. 

But her thoughts continued, “ And feeling thus, shall I 
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promise entire, undivided, eternal love to another man ? Has 
not my life been an enacted lie for the last fortnight ? (^an I 
make up my mind to continue for years and years this unceas¬ 
ing duplicity ? I thought De Molton’s image would have faded 
from my mind — I thought 1 should each day have become 
more attached to Lord (ilenrith. 1 liear of so inaiiy happy 
wives who did not marry for love ! But is this the case ? 
No ! his image rises to my mind’s eye more frequently than 
ever, and I find my soul recoil more, every day, from j>oor dear 
Lord Glenrith’s tenderness. I shall behave ill to him in break¬ 
ing off the marriage, and I shall be called a jilt; but shall 1 
not behave more ill to him by marrying him, when I feel as I 
now do ? I willtgll him the whole truth myself I It is a horrid 
alternative, but I cannot — I cannot marry him ! ” 

The day after their arrival at home Lady Blanche com¬ 
municated to her mother the resolution she had fornied. Lady 
Falkingham was thunderstruck. Blanche had continued for 
the last week to admit of Lord Glenrith’s attentions, and had 
never again alluded to her attachment, so that Lady Falking- 
hain had convinced herself the childish affair had passed from 
her mind. She was inex}»ressibly grieved at the information ; 
but she was a woman of principle, and could not insist upon 
her daughter's marrying, w'hile a passion, which would become 
criminal, retained full possession of her breast. Lord Falking¬ 
ham, as might be expected, Avas very indignant — perhaps 
more so at first than his wife had been ; but when the first 
ebullition of anger was past, he was sooner able to resume his 
usual bearing towards his daughter. The days are passed, 
when any measures, beyond argument and persuasion, can be 
put into practice to force an urnviiling bride to the altar; and 
argument and persuasion were of no avail Avith one wIjo un¬ 
equivocally declared that she had tried in A'ain to subdue her 
love for De Molton — that her eflorts to return Lord Glenrith’s 
affection Avere totally unavailing, and that, if she found herself 
his Avife, she should be utterly miserable. 

Two days had elapsed from Lord Glenrith’s departure for 
his father’s. On the third he was expected at 'I'emple Loseley. 
There was no cross post; there was no time to write; and, 
indeed, Blanche thought she had rather tell him the whole 
truth herself, as she could better exonerate his friend from any 
blame, by word of mouth, than by letter. 
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Never did three persons await the coming of a gay and 
gallant brijlegroorn with more uncomfortable feelings. At the 
appointed moment on the third day he arrived, beaming with 
honest joy. After the first greeting, he slipped upon the 
finger of his love, with an attempt at sentimental mystery, a 
ring containing his own hair. He also brought from his mother 
the family diamonds, which, she said, would infinitely better 
grace the blooming young bride than the sober matron. Lord 
tJlenrith exhibited them with some jiride and great delight ; 
— pride at the family glories — delight at offering them to 
IJlanche. 

Never were diamonds received so awkwardly, and with so 
little a{>parent gratitude. 

“ M'by, Hlanclie ! you do not seem to care about the dia¬ 
monds.” he said, in rather a mortified tone. 

Indeed I am very, very grateful to Lady Wentnor for 
her constant, her unmerited kindness to me — so much more 
than I deserve!” 

“ You are very modest, iny dear Blanche ! BYdl I I hope 
it is that you are so gla<l to see me, you cannot think about 
the diamonds ; and if that is the case I will forgive you, and 
so will my mother too. 1 dare .say. I have been told many 
women love their diamonds belter than their husbands : that 
will not he your case, I trust, or you will care very little for 
me.” He hurried off to dress for dinner, a little put out by 
the rece])tion he had met with. 

'rhe tliimer was mo.st distressing. Lord Glenrilh began, in 
the iimocenee of his heart, to tell them everything he had done, 
every arrangement that hail l)t*en tnade, and how Lord and 
Lady ^Yetitnor meant to visit Leamington for a few weeks, 
and to relinquish Wentnor Castle to them for their honey¬ 
moon ; hut he found his audience so cold, that he in his turn 
became chilled ami daunted. 

As they left the dining-room, Lady Blanche summoned all 
her courage, and said, “ I wish to speak to you presently in 
the breakfast-room.” 

The die was east ! She must now tell him all. She seized 
Iter mother’s arm as they crossed the hall. “ O, mamma ! w'hat 
a task I have to perform ! How could I ever accept poor 
dear Lord Glenrith, and plunge myself into this dreadful 
difficulty ? ” 


X 4 
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My dear, say rather, ‘ How could I let myself fall in 
love with a man whom it is utterly impossible I should 
marry ? ’ — that would be more to the purpose. But it is too 
late now : there is no use in retrosj)eetion ! ” 

It was not many minutes before they heard the dining¬ 
room doors open. Lady Blanche rushed into the breakfast- 
room adjoining, and in two seconds Lord Cllenrith followed 
her. He saw something unusual had occurred, and he felt 
uneasy, but his mind never glanced towards what awaited 
him. Well, Blanche, what in the world have you to say to 
me?” and he seated himself on the sofa by her side. “ How 
glad I am we are once more quietly here, and no longer sur¬ 
rounded by simpering, quizzing acquaintances !” And there 
seemed a considerable danger of his attempting to put his arm 
round her waist. If he did meditate such a thing, his in¬ 
tentions were by no means carried into effect, for she started 
up to take her reticule off the table, and re-seated herself at 
the opposite side of the fire{»lace in an arm-chair. 

“ Lord Glenrith,” she said, “ I have something upon my 
mind which has made me very miserable of late.” 

“ Miserable ! — you miserable, and 1 not know it ! VV'hat 
can I do, dearest Blanche? You know 1 would go through 
fire and water to serve you.” 

“ Do not speak so kindly to me, — you make wdiat I have 
to say more painful, more difficult. I deserve nothing from 
you but hatred and contempt.” 

“ What are you talking about ? Are you in your right 
senses ? ” 

“ Scarcely, I believe; for any other ■woman would think 
herself the happiest and most fortunate of creatures in marry¬ 
ing you ; and if I was to do so, 1 should be both wicked and 
wretched !” 

Not marry me, Blanche ! — you are dreaming. What 
can all this mean ? It is very unpleasant, though you cannot 
mean what you are now saying.” 

Indeed I do mean what I say ; and you cannot know 
how much I have suffered in coming to this conclusion.” 

“ This is strange — this is unaccountable !” and he passed 
his hands over his eyes, as if to make sure he ■was awake. 

Have 1 done anything to change your opinion of me ? I 
am not aware of having been wanting in any way — and I am 
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sure, Blanche, I have loved you truly and sincerely.” A tear 
glistened in his eye. Tell me what I have done, and I will 
correct my fault. You are only saying this to try me ; and if 
so, let me tell you that it is a very foolish jest, and one en¬ 
tirely unworthy of you.” The colour mounted into his face, 
and he looked for a ftioment extremely angry. 

“ No ! Lord Glenrith, this is no jest ! I am in sober, se¬ 
rious, most sad earnest. Your conduct towards me has been 
from the beginning ten thousand times better than I deserved; 
but 1 should be treating you shamefully if 1 were to marry 
you when my heart — is another’s.” 

“ Your heart another’s ! Did you say so ? Your heart 
another’s ! Then why, on eartli, did you accept me ? 

“ AV'ell may you ask that question, and well may I blush to 
answer it! 1 thought my affection was unrequited, and I 

esteemed you. My parents thought more highly of you than 
of any one. 1 believed I should soon prefer you to the one 
person I had loved, as much as 1 already did to all common 
acquaintances ; and it was not till I found my affection was 
not unrequited, that I became aware of the depth and strength 
of my own attachment. 1 have been miserable ever since, 
and ail 1 can now do is to tell you the honest truth.” 

Lord Glenrith sat with his eyes fixed on the ground. This 
is a cruel blow ! ” he said at last ; “ I have not deserved this 
from you. Lady Blanche. And who is the favoured olyect? 
By heaven, it must he J>e Molton ! 1 remember his coun¬ 

tenance at dinner the day he was at Cransley — how pale he 
looked, and how' continually he strove to catch a view of you 
by the epergne ; and every time he mot my eye, he looked in 
another direction ! I am born to be made a fool of—to be 
deceivcil by the friend I have loved from childhood, and by 
tlie woman to whom I would fain have devoted all the rest 
of my existence ! ” He hid his face in his hands. 

‘‘ Blame me. Lord Glenrith, for I deserve your reproaches ; 
hut your friend has never deceived you: Ga})tain de Molton 
lias always considered you more than himself.” 

Then it is De Molton ! These are the actions dictated 
by his high-flown notions of honour ! A plain, matter-of-fact 
man would n«'vcr have proved such a shabby fellow ! ” 

“ C'aptain de Molton shabby!” The word shabby” 
sounded strangely on her ear when coupled with the name of 
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De Molton. She would have answered Lord Glenrith an- 
j^rily, if the consciousness of how deeply she had wronged him 
had not checked her speech ; but she could rather have for- 
giv’en his calling her lover a black-hearted villain, than a 
shabby fellow.” — “Lord Glenrith,” ^he repeated, “you 
wrong your friend. lie carefully concealed from me his 

feelings till—-till-” 

“ Till you had promised to marry me ! ” 

“ Till he fancied the avowal of them could not endanger 
your happiness, or, as he imagined, mine. When he took 
leave of me at Cransley, he showed some emotion, wliich 
caused him to reproach himself for betraying feelings he had 
long concealed. Then first I learned ho did experience any 
feelings which he‘ wished to conceal, and this discovery pro¬ 
duced a revolution in my mind whicli appalled me. I strove 
to blind myself as to the nature of my sentiments, I strove to 
conquer them, — in vain ; and now, what can I do, but throw 
myself on your mercy, and implore you to forgive me for 
having ever accepted the devotion of an honest man, whose 
affection 1 could not requite as it deserved!” She holdout 
her hand to him. 

“ Oh, Blanche ! you break my heart!” and he kissed the 
hand which she did not withdraw : she felt a tear fall uf)on it. 
Her very soul seemed to melt towards the kind being to whom 
she was giving so much paiji. 

“ Believe me. Lord CJlenrith, when I tell you, that every 
sentiment of esteem, respect, and gratiUule — every sentiment 
which my reason can command, is yours ; and that 1 esteem 
and respect you too highly to wish yaui married to a wife who 
cannot give you her ivhole heart. In a short time you will 
forget a person who has caused you nothing but disa]>poiut- 
inent and annoyance; and you will find many, many girls 
who will esteem themselves fortunate in being allowed to 
devote to you their first affections. Yon will soon rejoice 
in the liberty I now restore to you. \I''hile I have nothing 
in store for me hut contempt and ridicule, you will find, with 
some one far superior to me in all respects, happiness, which 
1 must not ho])e for.” 

“Never, Blanche, never! — I shall never marry!” And 
Lord Glenrith conscientiously believed what he uttered. 

“ Before we part, tell me that you forgive (Japtain De 
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Molton, and that you believe me when I assure you, that he 
never intended to interfere with your interests.” 

“ Ves,” Ije said, “ I do believe you, and I will try to for¬ 
give I)e Molton.” 

Everything was said. lilanclie felt that their return to the 
drawing-room was very awkward, Viut there was no other 
course to pursue. She led the way to the door — there was 
nothing left for Lord (ileiirith hut to follow after, lie felt 
that something of ridicule always attached itself to his posi¬ 
tion ; hut at the same time he felt injured, and he tried to put 
a certain resolute and dignified air into his walk. He looked 
fiuslu'd and heated, his eye glanced suspiciously and uneasily 
from side to side, but he attempted to assume an unembar¬ 
rassed deportment. 


CHAPTLR VII. 


'J'Jio sii'.ilc tli.'it on thy lij>8 crowhilc 
Su Kiiully wont to fl'ty — 

That l oiihl idlf rare 

Of Tone's first Ri'Kicn (lay,— 

Now, n lien loiH' fancy rules tilt* hour. 

At linj-'criii^r close, 

fumes o'er iiiv soul witii uiitjhticr power, 

'I'o soothe iny real woes. 

VnpiMished Poems. 

Lojtn and Lady Falkingharn were seated, one on each side 
of the fireplace, UAvaiting the result of the conference which 
was taking jilace in the ajsartment within. They had been 
pathetically lainentiiig the folly with which lilanche was re¬ 
solved to tlirow away the most desirable establishment in the 
world ; and they had been indulging in unpleasant anticipa¬ 
tions of what the wt)rld would say when it was known that a 
daughter of theirs Avas an avowed jilt. The door of the 
break fast-room opened, and Blanche entered : Lord (Jlenrith 
followetl close hehirul. l^ady Falkingharn perceived, at a 
glance, that the unacknowledged hope, which she had still 
cherished, of Lord Glenrith’s eloquence prevailing at the last, 
was doomed to annihilation ! 

During their absence the tea had been brought in, and the 
urn was smoking and boiling upon the table. Lady Blanche 
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sat down before it, and rejoiced in her mother’s old-fashioned 
fancy for having the tea made in the drawing-room. 

Lady Falkinghara and her daughter took the earliest op¬ 
portunity of retiring for the night. Lord Glenriih lighted 
their candies, and opened the door for them. As they passed, 
Lady Falkingham pressed his hand with an expressive look 
of sorrow and of regret. Lady Blanche held out hers, and 
uttered in a low voice, — “ \Fe part friends!” He took her 
hand, and turned away. 

When the door rvas closed. Lord Falkingham addressed 
him ; — 

“ I am afraid, Glenrith, you have had a very unpleasant 
conversation with my daughter. 1 need not tell you how' 
much my w'ife and myself regret the foolish fancy the girl 
has taken into her head. But what can we do ? We cannot, 
in justice to you, urge her to fulfil her engagement.” 

“ I should be the last man to wish Lady Blanclie’s affec¬ 
tions to be controlled; and I hope I know sufficiently what 
is due to myself, not to wish any woman to te forced into a 
marriage with me.” 

After a few ujore w'ords of regret and kindness on the part 
of Lord Falkingham, they also parted for the night. 

The next morning all the jow'cls and trinkets which he had 
presented to Blanche w'ere restored to him, and before the 
family were assembled round the breakfast-table he was se¬ 
veral miles on his road to AFentnor Castle. 

Lord Glenrith felt his disappointment keenly, for he loved 
Blanche. He felt his mortification keenly ; for although not 
vain (if by vanity we understand a desire to show oft’ in the 
eyes of others), still he entertained no mean opinion of him¬ 
self. He had never in his life before met with anything but 
success. He had been accustomed to the admiring affection 
of his parents, the devotion of his dependants, the good- 
fellowship of his equals, the attention of his inferiors ; and he 
had been early warned by his mother to be guarded in his 
manner towards young ladies, lest he should excite hojies 
which he could not realise — hopes w'hich he found them, 
generally speaking, only too ready to entertain. Astonishment, 
therefore, almost equalled the other emotions to which we 
have alluded. He turned and turned in his head how he 
should break to his parents the result of the preceding evening’s 
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conversation, and he felt that he equally dreaded their pity, 
and their inciignation. 

By degrees, as he got farther from Temple Loseley and 
nearer to Wentnor Castle, he found his love and his grief 
diminish, and his mortification and disapi>ointment increase, 
till, by the time he reached the lodge, he thought he could have 
endured the latter, provided the publicity of his engagement 
had not ex])osed him, while writhing under the former, to the 
pity, the stare, and the jest, of great and small, rich and poor, 
old and young. 

Itlanclie’s first sensation, upon retiring to her room, was 
tliat of relief and freedom. She felt as though a weight of 
guilt ami deceit was removed from her bosom, and she re¬ 
solved she would now indulge herself in thinking of Be 
Molton as much as slie j)leased. But the mortified exprcvssion 
of Lord Crlenrith’s countenance would rise up to her mind’s 
eye ; and she found herself more occu})ied with him, and less 
with the itnago of De Molton, than at any other moment since 
their meeting at ('ransley. She scarcely knew, whether satis¬ 
faction at having now done that Avhich was decidedly honest, 
sinctTC, and unworldly, or self-reproach for having so wronged 
Lonl Glenrith by ever entering into an engagement with him, 
ought to prejronderate,—and, upon the whole, she found her¬ 
self less happy than she ex])ected. 

The ensuing weeks passeil drearily enough. Lady Falking- 
ham was under the necessity of announcing to her friends and 
relations that lu?r daughter's marriage was broken off; an 
occupation which did not raise her spirits, or smooth her 
temper. Of course tlie true reason could not be openly di¬ 
vulged, or all hope must be relinquished of Blanche’s ever 
forming any otlter alliance. It is strange, but it is an un¬ 
doubted fact, that a girl loses half her attraction if her 
maiden afiectit)ns are supposeil to have been in any degree 
touched; Avhili' there is a peculiar charm attached to the idea 
of a wi(h>w, although it may be presumed she has known 
what it is to iusj)ire, and to exj)erience, all the emotions at¬ 
tendant upon love. 

Blanche herself wrote to her sisters ; and as she felt that 
her rejection of Lord Glenrith bound her fate in some mea¬ 
sure to that of Ga}>tain de Molton, she made no mystery of 
the prej)ossession which had rendered her incapable of doing 
justice to Lord Glcnrith’s good qualities. 
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She had scarcely despatched these letters, when she read 
in the newspapers the departure of I)e Molton with his regi¬ 
ment for the £ast Indies. He had sailed the very day of her 
final interview with Lord Glenrith. She experienced a blank 
sensation nearly allied to mortification ; forgetting what were 
the motives which induced him to seek safety and repose in 
another hemisphere. 

Still, when she rejected Lord Glenrith, she did not quite 
anticipate that there was to. be an end of everything. She 
had not precisely looked forward to sitting down quietly in 
deep retirement with her father and mother, till the arrival of 
another spring should summon them to Loudon, there to he 
dragged the weary round of insi[>id entertainments, without 
the hope or the possibility of seeing the only face she wished 
to see. Her home was no longer what it had been. I.iord 
Falkingham’s vanity w'as mortified in the daughter f>f whoit! 
he had hitherto been exceedingly proud. Lady ralkinghain, 
although not absolutely unkiiul, was cold and reserved, and 
never encouraged her to speak of feelings, which she always 
treatetl as a silly, unreasonable, youthful whim. On all oc¬ 
casions, the attachments of young j)e()i)le were sj)oken of in a 
slighting and contemptuous manner, which confirmed lllanche 
in her resolution to prove, that hers was not a passing faney 
— but a real, sincere, and respectable attachment. 

Captain l)e Molton, after a prosperous voyage, had arri\e{l 
at Calcutta just about the time when the meeting of parlia¬ 
ment called Lord Falkingham to London ; and Blanch.e with 
pain and disgust saw the hraceli ts, the trinkets, the jewi ls. 
which her various friends had given her upon her expected 
nuptials, packed up to adorn her person during the ensuitig 
season. She felt she never could bring herself to wear these 
tokens; for although it had been impossible to return any, 
except those which had been presented by Lord tilenrith’s 
family, it seemed to her as if tliey had all been obtained mnier 
false pretences. 

De Molton had struggled hard to bring his mind to a stiite 
of calm acquiescence in his fate. He had tried to accustom 
himself to the idea of Lady Blanche as the wife of Lord 
Glenrith ; he had used all jtossible means to divert his thoughts 
from his unfortunate passion ; he had occujtied himself <luring 
his voyage with studying some of the Eastern languages, with 
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learning everything connected with Eastern warfare; and 
although the renown to be gained in India at the expense of 
health, if not of life, falls far short of that gained in an 
European campaign, still he resolved that Fame should now 
become his mistress. 

He had not been more than three weeks at Calcutta, when 
a letter reached him from his mother, which overturned all 
the good resolutions he had formed, and rendered him almost 
incapable of profiting by the opportunities which now offered 
themselves of perfecting his knowledge of Hindostanee or 
Sanscrit, or of putting in practice the tactics he had studied. 

His mother informed him that the marriage between Lord 
Glenrith and Lsuly Blanclie tie V’^aux was sudtlenly broken off*, 
and that no cause was assigned for the event except that the 
lady “ had changeil her mind.” She tried to persuade him 
that the case was as hopeless as ever for himself, and she 
resisted the temptation of telling him it was whisperecl that 
a preference for himself was the true cause of the rupture. 
Although she longed to communicate what she knew must 
give him pleasure, even she wais aware that it woultl be weak¬ 
ness and folly to keep alive a passion to which no j)rosperous 
termination could be anticipated. 

Her intelligence, however, was sufficient to inspire He 
IViolton with an ardent desire to return to England. Lady 
Blanche was free : honour no longer called upon him to avoid 
her; on the contrary, honour seemed to demand that he should 
now proh'ss his unxit ly to devote himself to her for life; and 
he bitterly lamented having so rashly banished himself from 
his native land. Yet, iijnui his first arrival in India, he could 
not iti diceney apply i'or leave of abset'ee. lie suffered tortures 
of 2>erplexity, doubt, a*id anxiety. At otic time, he thought 
he would write to Lady Blanche, and regularly make her an 
tiffer of himself and of his fortunes. 'I'hen he shrank from 
doing so ; for what were tiie fortunes he wais able to offer her.f^ 
and, moreover, such a proceeding would be assuming that it 
was for his sake she had broken oft* lier marriage wdtli Lord 
Glenrith, — a conclusion he had in fact no right to draw. 

Tlie new's contained in his mother’s letter was already six 
months old. Before his answer could reach England, another 
six months must have elapsed. What events might not have 
taken place in tliat time ! Lady Blanche would have passed 
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through another season in London ; with her beauty, slie must 
have been surrounded by admirers. It was possible, nay pro¬ 
bable, that his letter might find her married, or on the eve of 
marriage with some one else. How ridiculous then would his 
conceited assumption appear in her eyes! No — he would 
wait, at all events, for further information ; at the same time 
fully resolved to let slip no opportunity of returning home, 
when he might easily judge for himself whether an offer on 
his part would or would not be esteemed presumption. — 
Then again he thought, if for his sake Glenrith had indeed 
been rejected, how cold and how ungrateful must he appear, 
not instantly to avail himself of the chance afforded him. — 
Fortunately for him, his thoughts were necessarily in some 
measure withdrawn from his own annoyances, by his regiment 
being marched up the country, and by being engaged in some 
slight but animating skirmishes with the Pindarries. 

The prospect of active service rendered his applying for 
leave of absence absolutely out of the question. All doubt 
upon that subject was thereby set at rest. It also seemed to 
set at rest the question whether he should or should not ad¬ 
dress Lady Blanche herself: — it w^as impossible to hint at 
her plighting her troth to him in a foreign land, from which 
he miglit never return, or of her keej)ing herself disengaged 
in the hope, at some future indefinite period, of following the 
drum with him from country quarter to country quarter. 

He relieved his mind by writing to his mother a full state¬ 
ment of his perplexed feelings, and hy imj)loring her, if pos¬ 
sible, to convey them to Lady Blanche; and having done so, 
he resolutely bent all his energies to the discharge of Ins pio- 
fessional duties; wliile his heart heat high witli the cheering 
hope of returning to her feet, his nameVoupled with deeds of 
.valour, and illustrated by feats of military prowess. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

« 

The soote season that bud and bloom forth brings 
With greene hath cladde the hyll, and oke the dale ; 

The nightingall with featliers new sVie sings, 

Thu turtle to her mute hath told tlic tale. 

Loan SuRREV. 

The “ soote season had arrived, and the Falkingham family 
were in London. Lady Blanche’s heart sank within her at 
the prospect of the wearisome pleasures in which she would 
be forced to join. She shrank also from the idea of being 
looked upon in the light of a jilt. 

Though Lady Falkingham, by her system of education, had 
not been able to subdue the natural warmth of Lady Blanche’s 
feelings, or her somewhat headlong indulgence of them, she 
had succeeded in inspiring her with her own horror of being 
subject to the animadversions or the ritlicule of the world, and 
Lady Blanche felt, more keenly than most girls, what is con¬ 
sidered as a disgrace by all who have been well brought up. 

She thought that the only mode of redeeming herself in the 
estimation of others was to adopt manners the most reserved ; 
and to justify, by her scrujmlous fidelity to the object for 
whom it was now pretty generally understood she had rejected 
Lord (ilenrith, the inconsistency from which she could not 
clear lierself. 

Lady Falkingham, whose most ardent wish was to see her 
daughter settled, was in a continual state of vexation at the 
distant and chilling manner with which Blanche received the 
most common attentions. There was truth in the charge her 
mother brought against her, of being on the defensive, even 
before she was attacked : ami though there is nothing more 
attractive than the reserve winch springs from innate modesty. 
Lady Falkingham knew full well, that few things more offend 
the self-love of men, and render them proof against the charms 
a w'oman may really jiossess, than the reserve which seems to 
proceed from contempt, or from a pre-determination to check 
their advances. 

Blanche would gladly have passed her days in retirement, 
hut her parents believed that the only mode of effacing the 
iini)rcssion made by Captain l)e Molton was to place her iu 
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the society of others. Moreover, to seclude herself entirely 
from the world, would be a tacit acknowledgment of deserving 
blame. At all the usual places of amusement they were con- 
seijuently seen. But the calm brow of Lady Falkingham had 
acquired a careful and discontented expression ; and the bright 
glances and glowing smile of Lady Blanche had given place to 
a cold and stately pensiveness. She danced occasionally, but 
partners no longer disputed the honour of her hand. She 
sometimes received compliments; nor did she dislike them, 
for as she felt an internal dissatisfaction, she would have en¬ 
joyed anything which tended to reconcile her to herself; but 
she was so afraid of appearing to enjoy them, that she assumed 
a disdainful manner which effectually prevented any recur¬ 
rence of what appeared to give offence. 

With Lady '\^’'esthope alone did she find any comfort. To 
her she opened her whole heart — with her she talked over 
each trifling incident which had occurred during their visit to 
Paris — to her she repeated every word De Molton had said 
— to her she dwelt on his looks, his manner, his expression, 
in their last interview at Cransley. Lady Falkingham little 
guessed that the cold, the discreet, the immaculate Lady ^Test- 
hope, could be a companion so little calculated to lead her 
daughter to a reasonable and worldly view of her own pro¬ 
spects ; — Lady Westhope, who, unknown to herself, was 
every day acquiring a more thorough conviction, that in 
mutual affection alone can a married woman expect to find 
happiness. Blanche's conversations with Lady Westhope 
tended not only to keep alive the impression ]iroduced at Paris ; 
they also made her feel still more pledged to adhere to the 
attachment which she professed. 

It Avas about the'mid<llfc of the season when Lord Glenrith 
arrived in London. He and Lady Blanche occasionally met 
at public places, in large and mixetl society. Their first meet¬ 
ing was inexpressibly awkward. By some untoward accident, 
they found themselves vh'-a-tns of each other in a quatlrille. 
Although good breeding might prompt the fourteen or eighteen 
other people in the quadrille to withdraw their eyes from the 
pair who had once been lovers, their attention could not fail 
to be riveted upon them. They •w’ere to meet as friends; 
consequently, they bowed when first they caught each other’s 
eye ; and both blushed equally crimson. The rest of the time. 
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tliey advanced and retreated, performed their queues de chat 
and their dos-d-doSf without raising their eyes from the floor; 
but when poor Lord Glenrith was obliged in the pastorellc 
to figure before Lady Blanche as cavalier seul, she felt ready 
to sink into the earth with distress on his account as well as 
on her own. The effect which this position had upon Lord 
Glenrith, and the degree to which his pride and his self-love 
suffered under the gaze of others, may be deduced from the 
circumstance of his having that night resolved he would not 
long be seen in the light of a discarded lover, and of his having 
the very next day begun a series of devoted attentions to the 

lovely daughter of the Duke of L-. Before the London 

season drew to a close, the magnificent trousseau of the future 
Lady Glenrith was the general subject of conversation among 
young ladies ; and the beautiful horses and equipages of Lord 
Glenrith that among young gentlemen. 

Then came the morning when the narrow entrance to St. 
George’s Church was crammed w’ith lovely bride’s-maids, and 
weeping, smiling relations; and the afternoon, when half the 
coachmen and footmen in the Park appeared with gorgeous 
favours in their hats ; and the evening, when little morsels of 
tinsel ensconced in white satin ribbon were seen pinned to the 
side, or stuck in the button-hole, of all the most distinguished 
personages of both sexes. 

Blanche and her affairs were utterly forgotten, and she 
heard on all sides descriptions of the loveliness of the bride 
ami the happiness of the bridegroom. 

In sober earnest, Blanche rejoiced that her anticipations 
with regard to Lord Glenrith had been so soon realised; and 
if she could have seen De Molton — if she could have heard 
him speak, — if she could have received any communication 
from him, — if she could have indulged any hope of ever her¬ 
self knowing the liappiness of reciprocal affection, she would 
hav^e utterly des])ised the frivolous grandeurs which excited 
such a sensation in the London world. 

But with her all seemed a blank. She had w'ished her story 
should be forgotten, — and it was forgotten. No one seemed 
to remember that she might have been in Lady ISIary L.’s 
situation. She wished people to be aware that, though she had 
jilted Lord Glenrith, she was no flirt; — and she had suc¬ 
ceeded ! No one attempted to make love to her. 

V 2 
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She was sitting with Lady Westhope, when Mr. Wrox- 
holme, who had also been paying a morning visit, took his 
leave. “ I have just heard what is to me a very melancholy 
piece of intelligence,” said Lady Blanche. Mr. Wroxholme 
tells me Parliament will sit three weeks longer. I feel so 
weary and so jaded with the joyless entertaiiiments to which 
mamma thinks it her duty to take me ! She fancies 1 may 
thus forget; but she is mistaken. My thoughts only recur 
the oftener to him from •whom she hopes to w'can them. I 
think, when among a number of indifferent people, one feels 
the want of the person with whom one would fain interchange 
thoughts and feelings, even more acutely than in the retirement 
of one’s own home.” 

That is only too true,” answered Lady Westhope, with a 

sigh. 

“ This is to 1)0 alone— this, this is solitudo.’* 

I like Mr. Wroxholme,” rejoined Lady Blanche. “ lie 
looks as if he could understand one. I always feel at my ease 
with him.” 

“ I told you you w'ould like him ! For my part I think he 
is quite an acquisition. I know' no one who is d'uii plus doux 
commerce. He has so much tact, and he is particularly 
obliging ! One has but to express before him a wish for any¬ 
thing, and one is sure to find one's wish gratified.” 

“ And then he has another great merit in my eyes : he 
cannot endure Mr. Stapleford.” 

“ And 1 know' of one more merit stiii,” added Lady "VWst- 
hope with a smile — “he likes Captain He Molton. They 
were schoolfellow's, you know-.” 

Mr. Wroxliolme had been always interested for Lady 
Blanche and her lover, aiwl, with the tact for which he was 
supposed to be remarkable, had from the first read her feelings. 
When her marriage had been broken off’, Lady W'esthope had 
not scrupled to speak confidentially to a person who had shown 
so much sympathy and kindness concerning her friend. Mr. 
Wroxholme had warmly approved of Lady Blanche's disin¬ 
terestedness, and, naturally enough, had spoken his sentiments 
on the subject of worldly marriages. 

He seemed to consider congeniality of tempers, tastes, and 
Opinions, as the only objects to be sought in such a connexion ; 
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ami there was something to Lady Westhope’s feelings singu¬ 
larly soothing and agreeable in hearing such sentiments so 
warmly expressed, especially as her strict notions of propriety 
could not take the alarm at a disprejudiced observer merely 
giving an opinion upon the affairs of a third person. 

All he said breathed a tone of high respect for the sex in 
general —a generous horror of seeing a woman thrown away 
upon a man who was not worthy of her, or who did not suffi¬ 
ciently value her, which could not fail to be gratifying to a 
person who felt such to be her own case. 

The indignation he felt at Lor<I Westhope's neglect of his 
wife, and the pleasure she took in finding herself appreciated, 
might gradually and unconsciously have led them both to 
entertain sentiments for which both would have reproached 
themselves, had nothing occurred to arouse them to a sense of 
their danger. An incident did however occur, which, though 
trifling in itself, served to open the eyes of one who had no 
wish to keep them wilfully closed. 


CHAPTER IX. 

rjontil jiarl.ir, in <-ni rhiaro rpfulsn 
< 'on soinma cortesia, sonima onestate ; * 

Kior Ui virtfi ; I'oniana «ii boltatp ; 

Cli’ ogni basso peusicr del cor m'avulse. 

Petraroa. 

Lady "ITesthope’s praises of Mr. ATroxholine, and her in¬ 
timation of his early intimacy wuth Captain l)e Molton, led 
Lady Blanche to talk to him •with more satisfaction than to 
anv one else. When in conversation with him, her coun- 
tenance resumed some of its former animation; and they 
frequently met, and always met with pleasure. 

One evening Mr. Wroxholrne had been recounting to Lady 
Blarmhe some boyish prank at school, in which he had con¬ 
trived to let her know that De Molton had been engaged ; she 
had been listening with an expression of amusement, which 
had been succeeded by a look, half confusion, half tenderness, 
on the incidental mention of De Molton’s name, when Mr. 
Stapleford remarked to Lady Westhope, I think the con- 
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versation in that recess seems to justify the report I heard 
yesterday.” 

What report ? ” inquired Lady Westhope. 

'*Why, that Wroxholme might succeed in consoling Lady 
Blanche for the loss of her penniless, as well as of her wealthy, 
lover." 

** Oh, what an idea ! ” exclaimed Lady Westhope. 

“ I assure you the report is very general, and I think there 
can be no doubt but that Wroxholme is very much in love.” 

There never was so unfounded a notion ! What could 
put it into anybody’s head ?” 

Though no blue-stocking, I presume Lady Westhope 
knows enough of optics to be aware that the rays of light re¬ 
flected from objects actually before us, passing through the 
different lenses of the eye, are impressed upon the retina, and 
are, by some process beyond the comprehension of us poor 
mortals, thence communicated to the brain : in plain English, 
Lady Westhope has heard the old adage, that seeing is 
believing.” 

His eyes, when he began to speak, were fixed upon Lady 
Blanche, who was diligently picking to pieces the bouquet she 
held in her hand; (Mr. Wroxholme was telling her what a 
good-hearted fellow Frank De Molton was at school, and how 
kind he had been to a poor boy who had been run over by a 
cart;) but as he finished his sentence, he withdrew his most 
penetrating and disagreeable eyes from the couple, whose feel¬ 
ings he, for once, misinterpreted, and let them fall gently and 
fixedly on Lady Westhope. 

“ I can assure you, you are perfectly mistaken in this in¬ 
stance,” Lady Westhope replied with sonje quickness. “ Lady 
Blanche is only likely to be perseveringly, foolishly, constant; 
and as to Mr. M’roxholme’s being in love with her, it is quite 
out of the question.” 

\Fhy out of the question " asked Mr. Stapleford, with 
the most provoking matter-of-fact coolness. 

Lady AFesthope did not very well know why it was^so ; 
but she answered — 

*‘^,Oh, he is not the sort of man to fall in love with Blanche.” 

He is an odd sort of man, then, if it is out of the ques¬ 
tion for him to fall in love with one of the handsomest girls 
in London, who plucks off* every leaf of a beautiful camellia 
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while he is talking to her ! A prepossession in another quarter 
might steel a man’s heart even against such attractions as 
those I have alluded to ; and I have no doubt Lady West- 
hope is better versed in the mysterious workings of the human 
heart than I can pretend to be, I must bow therefore to her 
superior knowledge of the state of Mr. Wroxholme’s affec¬ 
tions — and, with a supercilious bow, he joined a knot of 
politicians. 

Lady Westhope felt prodigiously annoyed. She could not 
tell why she disliked so much to hear that Mr. Wroxholme 
was in love with Lady Blanche. There "was no harm in it if 
he was. She looked upon him as a man with whom a woman 
might be very happy ; and, although not rich, he had a com¬ 
petency. \V’'hy was she so certain he entertained no parti¬ 
cular preference for her friend ? and why did she feel 
aggrieved at the suspicion ? It could not be that, at her age, 
after having passed unscathed through all the trials of her 
youth, her ow'n heart was in any danger ? What a humili¬ 
ating, what a degrading surmise ! She felt almost ashamed 
of suspecting herself of such a w’cakness ; one that she would 
always have thought criminal, but that now would be ridi¬ 
culous as well as criminal. It was evident, how’ever, that Mr. 
Stapleford did suspect her of harbouring so ridiculous a pre¬ 
possession, and she scrutinized her own feelings with resolute 
accuracy. 

'riio truth was, that she had been accustomed for some 
months to feel herself the first object with Mr. AVroxholme ; 
and although no w’ords ever passed which expressed, or im¬ 
plied, that such might be the case, it was that consciousness 
wdiich made her find his society so agreeable. She had felt so 
secure that she was past the age when she need guard her 
heart from tender impressions, that she had relaxed in her former 
w^atchfulness; she had felt so strong in her virtue, that she 
had not taken heed lest she might fall; and it was with a 
sense of deep humiliation and self-abasement that she aw’oke 
to a conviction of her weakness. She thenceforth resolved to 
keep strict watch and ward over her inw^ard feelings, as well 
as over her outward actions. 

These resolutions were more easily taken than carried into 
effect: she had no right to assume coldness towards a person 
W'ho had never given her the slightest cause of offence, whq 
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bad never presumed upon the intimate footing to ■which he 
had been admitted in the house. 

Ho-w difficult is it, •with the very best intentions, for a wo¬ 
man who lives in the world to steer entirely clear of suspicion, 
or misinterpretation, unless there exists between her and her 
husband a frank and cordial understanding! If, with all her 
knowledge of the world. Lady Westhope did not find it easy 
to shape her conduct so as to be discreet without prudery, and 
cool without unkindness, it is not surprising that the inex¬ 
perienced should, without really deserving it, occasionally lay 
themselves open to blame. 

The subject of love is one which young ladies are not 
allowed to discuss ; at least, not tvith their elders. But how 
much have parents to answer for, who, by their avoidance of 
the subject, leave the responsibility of forming their «laugh- 
ters’ minds on a point of such vital importance, to the man 
whom they may chance to marry ! How much has the hus¬ 
band to answer for, who, by his neglect, his sternness, or his 
profligate notions, fails to become the guardian of the virtue 
he is bound to protect ! Yet, by light conversation, by re¬ 
porting gossiping anecdotes, and witty though immoral jokes, 
how frequently does he treat with levity, and make the sub¬ 
ject of mirth and ridicule, errors, nay crimes, which hitherto 
the girlish matron has scarcely ventured to contemplate ! Is 
it wonderful that the young mind should sometimes, when it 
fancies it only throws off the shackles of old-fashioned pre¬ 
judice, discard at the same time the restraint of rigid prin¬ 
ciple ? And the husband w'ho has thus contaminated the 
fountain whence the actions flow, is surprised and iruliguant 
that the purity he once admired should have given place to 
notions more resembling his own ! Is it surprising that a 
young creature, whose mind is thus deprived of ballast and of 
rudder, should in the voyage of life fail to steer clear of shoals 
and hidden reefs ? 

Fortunately, Lady Westhope had withstood the first trial, 
— that of being early united to an unprincipled man ; and 
she had now acquired knowledge of the world, ■which enabled 
her to meet her present difficulty. 

She debated wdthiu herself whether talking to him freely 
concerning marriage, and advising one, who appeared to en¬ 
tertain such exalted notions of the hajipiness to be found in 
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the wedded state, to enter into it himself, might not be a good 
mode of proving how completely she considered herself in the 
light of a friend, though of a kind friend deeply interested in 
his welfare ; bnt, upon the whole, she decided that it was 
entering upon a dangerous topic. It might he construed into 
the common artifice of coquettes to pique, or to lead to senti¬ 
mental conversation ; and if, unknown to himself, he did en¬ 
tertain for her the feelings she more than suspected, it might 
open his eyes to the true nature of them, as Mr. Stapleford’s 
insinuations had opened hers. 

In her early youth she had made to herself a rule never to 
admit male visitors in the morning: hut, since she had ap¬ 
proached the middle age, she had gradually relaxed in the 
strictness of her prohibition ; and gentlemen now lounged on 
her sofas, and whipped their hoots before her fire, as freely as 
in any other house in Lon<lon ; and no one more frequently 
than Mr. M''roxholme. These visits, in the first place, she 
resolved to check ; hut she knew that an explanation was 
always a thing to he most scrupulously avoided. By remain¬ 
ing late in her boudoir, and denying herself to all persons 
equally, on the plea of not being dressed ; by seizing every 
opportunity of taking an early drive into the country; she for 
some time succeeded in her object, without w'ounding one 
whose only fault consisted in regarding her with respectful 
partiality. tThen he did find her at home, she received him 
cordially, and he was for the moment re-assured that she had 
not intentionally avoided his society. When they met in 
])ublic, though she sjioke to him but little, she carefully pre¬ 
served the tone of friendliness and intimacy. 

Still, in the long run, gently and gradually as the change 
was made, Mr. Wroxholme perceived that there w'as a change. 
He could not but become aware that he was less frequently 
invited to dinner; and when invited, that it was to large set 
parties, and not to the hasty repast before the play, the 
friendly gathering of a few intimates ; and he could not but 
be struck with the numerous avocations and engagements 
which so often prevented his finding Lady Westhope at home 
of a morning. 

In the course of time, he became hurt and half angry. 
He had alw’ays heard that fine ladies w^ere apt to be capricious, 
and his pride was wounded: he W’as a gentleman in mind, in 
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manners, and in birth ; and his spirit rose at the bare suspicion 
of having been so sported with. He, in his turn, avoided Lady 
Westhope, and this was the severest trial she had yet met with. 

They still, however, occasionally met; for both parties 
wished to preserve the same demeanour towards the other. 
Mr. Wroxholme took an opportunity of expatiating upon the 
meanness of those men who could condescend to be toad-eaters 
and hangers-on of the great: “ He had no notion how any one 
with the feelings of a gentleman could endure being take up, 
and set down, at pleasure; ” and asserted, “ that a man who 
could submit to such treatment, amply deserved to meet with 
it! ” There was a tone of asperity in his mode of speaking 
which proved that his was not a general observation on men 
and manners, but that he spoke from personal feeling. She 
was inexpressibly hurt, and she determined she would, by 
some means, let him know she was not one of the heartless 
fine ladies to whom he alluded. 

The evening before their departure for the country, she 
invited a few friends to meet at her house ; and, among others, 
Mr. Wroxholme. She had formed no distinct plan ; and yet 
she vaguely hoped she should be able to undeceive him, and to 
correct the impression he had so erroneously received of her 
late conduct. 

Notwithstanding his wounded pride, he could not resist the 
temptation to pass one more evening in her society. 

7'he party was small, the conversation general: subjects of 
literature were discussed ; the novels of the day were naturally 
mentioned. From them she easily led the discourse to the 
French novels of the day that is passed, and she took the 
opportunity of remarking how just -were the little observations 
and reflections with which they were often interspersed. Mr. 
Wroxholme added, that in knowledge of the smaller workings 
of the human heart, he thought Madame de Getdis was 
scarcely inferior to Madame de Staiil. 

But none of Madame de Genlis’s are equal in poAver to 
Delphine,” replied Lady AFesthope, 

“ Are you a great admirer of Delphine ? ” inquired some 
one. 

“ A great admirer of the eloquence and fire with which it 
is written ; and if the motto at the beginning is borne in 
mind, the truth of which is forcibly exemplified by the fate of 
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both the hero and heroine, I think a great moral truth may be 
extracted from it; though I grant that the charm thrown 
around immoral feelings might render it a dangerous book for 
the young.” 

“ And what is the motto ? ” 

‘ Que rhomme doit braver I’opinion, la femme s’y sou- 
mettre.’ AU the miseries of Leonce and Delplnne arise from 
their neither of them following the maxim contained in the 
motto. How fortunate it is for us women, that the opinion 
of the world, and virtue, always prescribe the same line ot 
conduct! There are many occasions in w'hich it is praise¬ 
worthy, nay, admirable, in a man to risk the censure of 
his fellows ; many in which he may act ill without risking it. 
But with us it is quite different : it is seldom that we incur 
the condemnation of our own consciences, or the disapproba¬ 
tion of others, if we avoid not only what is really wrong, but 
that which may bear the semblance of wrong.” 

AVell," interrupted a young man present, *^^1 think it is 
enough for man, or woman, to do what is right, and to leave 
appearances to take care of themselves.” 

“ I am glad it is a man, not a woman, who says so,” re¬ 
sumed Lady Wcsthope, smiling. am always grieved and 

alarmed when I hear a woman speak with contempt of the 
opinion of the world : it argues in her neither good feeling, 
cleverness, nor true courage. True courage (in woman) con¬ 
sists in at once giving up what may be agreeable and innocent 
in itself, rather than risk having one’s good name called in 
question.” 

jMr. Wroxholme had listened with interest, for his attention 
had been arrested by the earnestness with w'hich Jjady West- 
hope spoke. He suddenly understood all that had previously 
puzzled him in her conduct. He admired and respected her; 
and his w’ounded pride, his oflPended vanity, were soothed. 

B'hen she bade him adieu, she expressed a hope that he 
would join their Christmas party at Cransley ; she did not 
invite him for partridge-shooting in September, as she had 
done the previous year. He felt that she meant to be kind, 
yet firm ; and although the intervening six months appeared 
to him immeasurably long in perspective, he had too much 
principle himself to blame her, or to repine. 

There was a cordiality in the respectfid devotion wdth w’hich 
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Mr. 'Wroxholme took his leave, which convinced Lady West- 
hope that he no longer looked upon her as a capricious fine 
lady, but as a woman of rigid, uncompromising virtue. 

She felt, however, lowered in her own estimation when she 
could not disguise from herself how great an effort it cost her 
to exercise this same virtue ; and she was indignant, almost 
disgusted, with herself when she found her home cheerless, 
and her time unoccupied, upon her arrival in the country. 
This very feeling roused her to shake off the disgraceful weak¬ 
ness ; and she resumed her wonted employments, and strove 
to make to herself new ones. 


CHAPTER X. 


And words of small import, but tinged with gall, 

Jar on the sense by their iinKindly tone. 

The morning greeting may sound liarsh withal. 

Tilt* evening benison a eur.st; may own ; 

While oft a smile — a kindly look alone — 

Horn of eompunction, falls rigid sootliingly 
On the sick heart, the past offence t’atone. 

Ere word be spoke at all. As violets sliy. 

By their sweet brcatli betray where tltey are lurking nigh. 

I'npubiished Poems. 

The events of the last few weeks in London had also awakened 
Mr. Wroxholme to the state of his own affections ; and he no 
sooner admitted to himself that he had been in danger of 
liking Lady Westhope too well, than he rejoiced in the pru¬ 
dence and discretion with which she had checked his growing 
preference, and felt grateful that he had been preserved from 
the danger w'hich beset, him. 

During the period when London is nearly deserted, and 
that the few who are still detained in its dreary and dirty 
streets are naturally drawn into habits of closer intimacy, he 
was much thrown with the daughter of an eminent lawyer, 
with whom he often had professional intercourse. 

He fancied a considerable resemblance to Lady Westhope’s 
in the profile of her nose : her complexion was of the same 
tone ; and he perceived a decided likeness in the setting on of 
the head. 

When Christmas arrived Mr. Wroxholme wrote an excuse 
to the Westhopes, informing them that he was on the eve of 
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marriage with the daughter of Sir II. B-, and that the 

arrangements attending this happy event must detain him in 
London. He told Lady Westhope that his future bride bore 
a strong resemblance to herself in outward appearance, and 
that he only hoped she might take her as a pattern in more 
essential qualidcations. 

How did Lady Westhope feel upon the reception of this 
letter ? She felt exceedingly surprised, for experience only 
can teach woman how short a time love can survive hope in 
the heart of man ; but she felt satisfied, nay relieved. She 
bail for six months devoted herself to the performance of her 
duties, — she had repelled every weak emotion. She rejoiced 
that Mr. W'roxholme should be happy, slie rejoiced that she 
would no longer be called upon to keep strict watch and ward 
over her owm heart, and she was gratified by the manner in 
which he spoke of herself. The likeness which he professed 
to discover in Miss B. was a balm to her vanity, and prevented 
its obscuring her reason. She was therefore able to rejoice, as 
her principles pointed out she ought to do, that they had 
escaptal all further trial. 

AThile Lady Westhope was thus regaining tranquillity and 
self-esteem, Blanche toiled through a long summer of very fine 
weather and the usual country occupations, — through a long 
autumn and its shooting-jiarties. She had to listen to the 
number of head of game killed at battues, or to the merits of 
the young hounds or of the new Inmtsman ; and she con¬ 
scientiously danced through the winter balls at the county tenvn. 

In some respects she gave great satisfaction to the neigh- 
])Ours. No one could accuse her of showing the slightest pre¬ 
ference for the most distinguished young heir apjtarent over 
the most Tony Lumpkin-like son of the most humble country 
'squire, or the most penniless young curate, who might sum¬ 
mon courage to ask Lady Blanche l)e Vaux to dance. In¬ 
deed, the more out-of-the-question the partner, the more 
gracious W’us Blanche ; so that the jropularity of the house of 
Falkingham was greatly on the increase. Unfortunately there 
w'as no son, or his chance of being returned for the county 
would have been considerably augmented: Lord Falkingham's 
family consisted only of daughters, among whom his personal 
property would be divided; while his whole landed estate 
would descend, with the title, to a nephew. 
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A second spring arrived. To London they went again. 
The brilliancy of Lady Blanche’s complexion was gone ; her 
step had lost its elasticity, her figure something of its round¬ 
ness. The last month or two had been to her a period of 
much uneasiness, much mortification. 

She had calculated that the intelligence of her marriage 
having been broken off, must have reached De Molton, and 
by this time she might have received from him a passionate 
expression of his joy and his devotion. Day after day elapsed 
and no letter arrived. It is impossible to say whether, suffer¬ 
ing the pangs of (as she imagined) unrequited affection, she 
might not have found a remedy, as it were, in the very excess 
of the disease, had not a circumstance occurred which again 
excited hope. 

Even in woman, love can seldom exist if completely «le- 
prived of aliment, though it thrives upon the very smallest 
portion of sustenance imaginable. 

Blanche frequently met Lady Cumberworth and her daugh¬ 
ters in society : the very sight of De Molton’s mother caused 
a tremor and an agitation which roused her from the state of 
apathy into which she had fallen. JMoreover, she often per¬ 
ceived Lady Cumberworth’s eyes fixed upon her with a kind 
and motherly expression ; and she even fancie<l she looked as 
if she longed to speak to her, although they had never been 
regularly introduced. Lady Falkingham watched wnth a 
jealous eye every symptom of intercourse with Lady Cumber- 
w'orth ; and if they found themselves within speaking distance 
of De IMolton’s mother, never failed to move to the other side 
of the room. 

One morning Lady Falkingham complained of a cold, and 
jiromulgated at breakfast that she should not go to Mrs. Bal¬ 
timore's party that evening. Now Mrs. Baltimore was a 
relation and a particular friend of Lady f.’umberworth’s. 
Blanche quickly replied, “ Oh, <Io not run any risk on iny 
account, dear mamma! You know Lady Westhope can 
chaperon me.” 

Bless me, Blanche ! ” exclaimed her father ; “ you, wish¬ 
ing to go out, and your mother to stay at home! I am de¬ 
lighted to find young and old are resuming their natural 
characteristics.” 

Ileally, Blanche,” said Lady Falkingham, I think you are 
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the most perverse girl I ever knew. Every evening I am 
obliged to urge you to go and dress, to drive you by force to 
the best parties in London ; and the one only night I would 
rather stay at home, you are seized with such a fury of dissi¬ 
pation, that you wish to send all over the town to find a 
chaperon ! Nothing I dislike so much as that a girl should 
be hawked about, one night with one person, and the next 
night %vith another ! ” 

“ But surely, mamma, sending to Lady Westhope is not 
sending all over the town ; and I was so long with her at 
Paris, that it is not like going out with a stranger.” 

“ Don't talk to me of Paris, Blanche, if you wdsh me to be 
able to eat any breakfast; the sample she gave of her cha- 
peronage there, is not calculated to make me anxious to entrust 
you to her again I ” 

Really, my dear, I think it is you who are rather perverse : 
you often find fault wdth Blanche for wishing to shut herself 
up, anil for not exerting herself to recover her spirits, and now 
you check her when she attemj>ts to do what you so often 
urge. 1 have some business with Lord \l'’esthope this morn¬ 
ing, and if I find Lady ^^'esthope at home, I cannot see any 
objection to my asking her to take Blanche to-night.” 

Lady Falkingham could say no more: she could not, before 
Blanche, explain her objections to Mrs. Baltimore’s party. She 
resolved, however, to risk a fit of rlieumatism, rather than 
allow her daughter to elude her vigilant eye. 

Lord Falkingham ijuickly settled the evening arrangements 
with Lady Westhope, and as quickly took his leave, to avoid 
the formality of a w'edding visit from Mr. and Mrs. Wrox- 
holme, who had just returned from passing their honey-moon 
in the country 

Lady M'esthope was exceedingly surprised to find IVIrs. 
IFroxholme small and slender, whereas she herself tvas tall, 
and was altogether a fine woman rather than a pretty one. 
She was also surprised to find that her mouth was wide, 
(though her teeth w'ere so bright, and her .smile so sunny, that 
no one who spoke to her would be disposetl to criticise it too 
severely,) w’hereus Lady Westhope’s was peculiarly small, and 
classical in its form. The setting on of the head was concealed 
by the winter apparel; and Lady Westhope was not suffi¬ 
ciently well acquainted with her owm profile, to be struck w’ith 
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any resemblance in Mrs. Wroxholme’s. She scarcely knew 
whether or not to be flattered at Mr. VV'roxholrne’s having fan¬ 
cied a likeness where so little existed ; and yet it proved that 
she had been present to his thoughts, and that he could not 
admire any one without trying to discover in her a resem¬ 
blance to the person he had fixed upon as the type of female 
perfection. 

Mr. Wroxholme looked the happiest of the happy. Mrs. 
Wroxholme was modest without being awkward, and did not 
seem to be indisposed towards her husband’s friend, as is so 
frequently the case when the husband has injudiciously praised, 
or the woman has a narrow mind or a jealous disposition. On 
the contrary, she seemed disposed to take it upon trust, that 
the person of whom her husband approved must be deserving 
of esteem. 

Lady Westhope was much pleased with all she saw of the 
bride in this morning visit; and she was gratified by her evident 
inclination to like, and her desire to be liked. 'N\’'hen they were 
taking leave, she took an opportunity of expressing to Mr. 
"Wroxholme, how much she was flattered at his having found 
any resemblance between so charming a person as bis young 
wife, and herself. Mr. Al'roxholme looked surprised, and 
wholly unconscious to what she could allude ; then suddenly 
recollecting himself—“Oh yes, so I did! I thought Emma 
very like you when first 1 knew her ; hut 1 have not been so 
much struck with the likeness of late.” 

The truth was, that since he had become so exceedingly in 
love with his wife, as he now' was, he had utterly forgotten 
what had at first been to him her greatest attraction. 'W'ith 
the generality of men, love, Avhen once over, leaves not a trace 
behind. With worner., on the contrary, a person whom they 
have once loved, or even one by whom they once helievt'd 
themselves to be sincerely loved, remains to them an object of 
interest, though the sentiment itself may long have ceased to 
exist. 

Lady lil^'esthope felt almost abashed when she replied in an 
explanatory tone—“ I should not have had the vanity to make 
such a remark, if, in announcing your marriage, you had not 
yourself mentioned the resemblance.” 

M rs. ■W'roxholme, who caught what was passing, said with 
sudh an air of honesty, that she "was “ really distressed at 
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hearing the comparison made,” and looked as if she sincerely 
thought Lady Westhope so much handsomer than herself, that 
Lady Westhope felt gratitude towards the wife, mixed with a 
momentary (it was but a momentary) emotion of pique to¬ 
wards the husband. 

To Lady Falkingham’s infinite annoyance, her cold in¬ 
creased towards the evening — she was threatened with the 
tooth-ache — the night was extremely cold ; she could not, 
without openly saying she v/ould not trust her daughter out 
of her sight, insist upon accompanying her to Mrs. Baltimore’s ; 
neither was her illness such that she could make it a pretext 
for keeping Blanche at liome. 

Meanwhile Blanche looked unusually animated at dinner, 
and her father rejoiced exultingly to see her dark hazel eyes 
sparkle once more with the rich lustre which w’as natural to 
them. Lady Falkingham, on the contrary, was suffering, and 
uncomfortable, both in body and mind. Her tone was que¬ 
rulous ; and she found it impossible to agree either with her 
husband or daughter upon any subject, whether of literature, 
society, or politics. She felt provoked and oppressed by the 
unaccountable spirits of both father and daughter. 

Lord Falkingham had been trying to talk his wife into good- 
humour, and, nothing daunted by the ill success which had as 
yet attentled his efforts, he proceeded: “ I find Mapleton is 
quite sure of the county if he stands next election.” 

'fliat is very odd !” said Lady Falkingham : Mr. Evans 
told me that Mr. Talpoys had eight hundred votes to spare.” 

‘‘ Well ! Ma])lt ton himself tokl me he had more than fif¬ 
teen hundred to spare.” 

I do not believe Mr. Mapleton knows anything at all about 
the matter. He believes wliat his agents tell him ; and they 
wish him to persist in his op]>osition to Mr. Talpoys, that they 
may make their own perquisites.” 

“ Mapleton must be a great fool if he is so taken in.” 

“ I never heard he was clever,” answered Lady Falkingham, 
with a sarcastic smile. 

“ How pretty the new lamps look ! ” remarked Lady Blanche, 
who knew that her father had a regard for Mr. Mapleton, and 
did not like to hear him spoken of slightingly. I think they 
give a most agreeable, soft l^ht, — do not you, mamma?” 

z 
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I cannot say 1 agree -with you, iny dear. To my mind, 
they are not near so pretty as the old ones.” 

Lord Falkingham, who always felt a vague uneasiness when¬ 
ever he saw his wife look out of spirits, as he amiably termed 
and thought what others might have deemed being out of 
humour, made another attempt to say something agreeable. 

Is that pretty cap the handiwork of your new maid, my 
dear ? If it is, I think she is likely to suit you.” 

“ ]My dear Lord Falkingham, you mean to be very com¬ 
plimentary, I dare say ; but it would be infliiitely more com¬ 
plimentary if you had recognised the old friend you have seen 
me w'ear half the winter at Temple Loseley.” 

This was another failure ; but he laughed at his own mis¬ 
take, said he evidently was not born to be a milliner, and 
remarked what a good vol-au-vent he was eating. 

“ I am glad you like it. I thought it very bad, I must 
confess, and had meant to speak to the cook about it; but I 
will tell him you approve.” 

Lord Falkingham was provoked at last. He piqued himself 
upon his taste in gastronomy, and <lid not at all like any one 
presuming to have a more refined palate than his own. Little 
more xvas said. 

Blanche counted the moments till Lady Westhopo called for 
her, with something of the same eagerness she would have tlone 
had it been De JVJolton, instead of De Molton's mother, whom 
she expected to meet. 

To her great joy, the first person she saw on entering the 
room was Lady C'umberworth ; and she felt, she knew not 
wherefore, that this evening was big with events of the utmost 
importance. 


CHAPTER XI. 


So, bounUhiji o'er the billows.’ride our fleets, 

'I’o reacli the laod that owns the sacr*!d name 
Of Aowe ; and high among the shrouds brave licarts 
Beat towards that home with strong tumultuous j<iy. 

L’nfm/jlishcd Poems. 


Ladit Bt.A?tcHE and Lady Cumberworth were at opposite ends 
of the room. They were not acquainted with each other. 
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Rubber after rubber was played by the elder people; some of 
the yoimger won and lost considerable sums at ecarte. The 
evening wore away ; Blanche’s high-wrought expectations 
seemed likely to end in nothing. “ After all,” she thought, 

what did I expect ? What was to happen ? How foolish I 
have been ! Lady Cumberworth does not even turn her head 
my way.” She might have seen that a very charming young 
man was in deep conversation with the fourth Miss De Mol- 
ton": and Lady Cumberworth would not have moved an inch, 
or even looked as if she could ever wish to move, as long as this 
conversation lasted. When the charming young man had, how¬ 
ever, taken his leave to grace some more splendid assembly 
witlt his presence. Lady Cumberworth changed her position, 
and crossed to the side of the room where Lady Blanche stood. 
She was slightly acquainted with Lady Westhope, and seated 
herself by her. Blanche’s heart beat quick—something would 
surely occur now. 

Presently Lady Cumberworth begged Lady M’'esthoiJe to 
introduce her to her cousin. Lady Blanche ; which common¬ 
place ceremony was performed in the most common-jilace 
manner: but Lady Blanche’s eyes were full of tears, and she 
blushed to her very temples. Lady Cumberworth saw that 
her darling son was as truly loved as ever, and, though she 
knew it would be reckoned imprudent, she could not help 
ardently wishing to let her know that De Molton was neither 
faithless nor indifferent. After all,” thought she, in the 
good-natured w^eakness of her heart, “ it is evident they are 
both so deeply attached, that they never can be happy if they 
are separated. Lord Falkinghara is rich — he has no son ; if 
he chose to provide for Lady Blanche, he could make them 
tolerably comfortable. 1 must give the poor girl pleasure by 
letting her know what are Frank’s feelings ; and then he wdll 
lx? so very happy if I tell him I liavc seen his Blanche, and 
that she is constant!” She took the opportunity of Lady 
Westhope’s changing her position to draw nearer to Lady 
Blanche. Now,” thought Blanche, “ something is coming ; 
Lady Cumberworth looks as if she did not wish my cousin to 
hear.” 

Lady Cumberworth asked her “ if she had been at the last 
ball at M. House.” Lady Blanche answered ‘‘ Yes,” and felt 
disappointed at so unmeaning a question. 

z 2 
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Lady Cumberwortli did not know how to open the subject. 
“ Were you much amused ? ” she inquired. 

No! I did not think it was very gay,” was Blanche’s 
reply. 

“ I had a letter from my son in India the other day,” con¬ 
tinued Lady Cumberworth, while Lady Blanche’s heart seemed 
almost to stop its pulsations from excess of emotion, “ and he 
tells me the society of Calcutta is very dull. He is gone up 
the country now, on an expedition against some native chiefs.” 

Lady Blanche changed colour, and her eyes turned fearfully 
and inquiringly on Lady Cumberworth, who proceeded : — 
“He soothes my maternal fears by telling me that it is not a 
service of much danger ; but he adds, that while there is any 
active service to be expected, he cannot, in honour, follow his 
own inclination, which would be to return to England instantly. 
He seems very much to regret having gone to India at all.” 

This was enough. Hope again danced in the heart of Lady 
Blanche; but she dared not raise her eyes from the ground ; 
she did not utter—she could not think of anything which 
would not too openly commit her to a person who was, in fact, 
a stranger. But Lady Cumberworth saw enough to convince 
her that Frank’s devotion was amply requited, and she abso¬ 
lutely loved Lady Blanche. She was a kind, nay, a tender¬ 
hearted woman. She never coidd resist doing the thing 
which she saw wished by others, and many a lecture had she 
received from more sage and worldly matrons for allowing her 
daughters to flirt uselessly, and for permitting herself to be 
completely managed by them upon most subjects. Several 
very imprudent marriages had been in question for the girls, 
and had from her met with little discouragement. Fortunately 
Lord Cumberworth’s heart was not so soft, while his head was 
somewhat harder. 

From this time, whenever Lady Blanche and Lady Cum- 
herworth met, a few words of cordial recognition passed 
between them. Lady Falkingham, to avoid the necessity of 
being introduceel, was either affectedly engaged in earnest con¬ 
versation with some one else, or statelily reared herself to her 
full height, her eyes looking over, or beyond. Lady Cumber- 
worth. The greetings, consequently, became each evening 
shorter and more constrained ; but still they were sufficient to 
keep Blanche’s mind engaged with the idea of De Molton. 



BLANCHE. 


341 


The letter which his mother wrote to him immediately 
after her conversation with Lady Blanche, found him one 
sultry day lying in his bungalow, exhausted both in body and 
mind. The expedition against the Pindarries was over. He 
had distinguished himself by his eager and ardent courage, 
and his previous study of the history and nature of the country 
had enabled him to be of essential service to his commanding 
officer. The novelty and excitement of this desultory warfare 
had assisted to divert his thoughts from dwelling exclusively 
on the subject of his unfortunate attachment; but that ex¬ 
citement was over. The regiment was at present established 
in bungalows, near the borders of tiie British possessions, and 
removed to a great distance from any European society. 

The weather was so oppressively hot, that, except for some 
hours about sunrise, and for a few more in the evening, it was 
impossible that even any military duty could take place. 

The intervening space of time was generally passed by the 
officers languidly stretched on mats, and gasping for breath. 
They were cut off from all communication with any of their 
countrymen, and the unhealthiness of the climate had wofully 
thinned the number of those who had originally formed their 
small society. The few books possessed by the party had been 
read and re-read a hundred times. An occasional tiger-hunt 
before daybreak, — the exhilarating intelligence of a crocodile 
having been seen on the bank of a neighbouring tank, — the 
punishment of some native discovered in one of the thefts, 
which were so often perpetrated and so seldom detected, or the 
deatli of another comrade, —were the only events which oc¬ 
curred to vary the monotony of De Molton’s existence. 

In the vacuity of such a life, the image of Blanche would 
rise before his mind, more beautiful, more fascinating than 
ever; and he would pass whole hours with his eyes fixed 
upon the blinds wdiich the natives were constantly watering to 
preserve some freshness in the atmosphere, while his thoughts 
wandered far away from the melancholy and uninteresting 
sights around him, to the festive and brilliant saloons of Paris, 
or to the <liinly-lighted stairs of the private-box entrance of 
Covent-Clarden, or to the long dinner-table at Cransley, with 
the epergne and its projecting flowers, — or, dearer than all, 
to the library where he last beheld her, — where he caught the 
expression of her countenance when she said, And do you 
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then love me ? ”— to the library where she had uttered tlie 
few words which had changed the whole tenour of both their 
fates — “ Why did you not tell me this sooner ? ” 

He was feasting his memory on these precious recollections ; 
he was wondering whether she still remembered him, whether 
he should ever return to England, whether he should find her 
free from any other engagement — whether tliere was a possi¬ 
bility that she might ever become his, or whether he was not 
flattering and deceiving himself in attaching so much import¬ 
ance to these few words; — when he was roused from his 
reveries by the arrival of despatches from Calcutta with En¬ 
glish letters, and his eyes were greeted by the sight of many a 
well-known handwriting. 

It is only those who have been in distant lands, far from all 
most dear to them, who can judge of the mingled emotions of 
joy and fear with which letters from home are received by the 
exile. The mogic contained in that word Home ! — the thou¬ 
sand tender, delightful, and painful feelings that crowed upon 
the soul ! The anxiety with which the letters are hastily ex¬ 
amined to see that they are not sealed with black, — the 
eagerness with which the one from the person nearest and 
dearest to the heart is selected from all the rest, — the sicken¬ 
ing agitation with which it is torn open, and the nervous 
haste with which the eye glances to the top of the page to look 
for the accustometl All well,” and the glow of delight with 
which the comfortable words are hailed ! 

De Molton seizetl his mother’s letter, — perused the assur¬ 
ances of the welfare of his father, his brothers, his sisters, his 
uncles, his aunts, his first cousins, and his second cousins ! 
Nothing could be more satisfactory than the report his mother 
gave of every branch of the family, and yet he was not 
satisfied. 

At length came the postscript; and there he found tht 
name he had been longing to see. There he found that 
Blanche was still free and unfettered, that Blanche did not 
enjoy society, that Blanche still blushed when she heard his 
name. 

H is impatience to return home now exceeded all bounds. 
Two years had elapsed since ht left England ; there seemed 
little chance of any war in which his services would be useful 
to his country, or in which he could himself acquire fame. 
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He lost no time in negotiating his exchange into a regiment 
which was shortly to sail for his native land; and towards the 
mid of the third spring from the time of his departure, he 
once more set foot on English ground, and hastened to his 
father’s house, with ail the trepidation and anxiety experienced 
by any one who arrives at a home from which the last intelli¬ 
gence is nearly a year old. 


CHAPTER XII. 


I.ovo mocks all sorrows but his own, 

Autl damps each joy he does not yield. 

Vripuhlishcd Poems,. 


1>E Molton liad the happiness of finding no chasm in the 
dear and well-known family circle. He could look round and 
meet the beaming, tearful, tender glance of his doting mother, 
the gay but kindly smile of his father, the affectionate coun¬ 
tenances of his sisters; and he felt that the joy of reunion 
almost compensates for the pain of separation, when the return 
is not embittered by the absence of any familiar face. 

Three years, however, had worked some changes in those 
around him. Ilis mother was thinner, her eyes were dimmer, 
her nose appeared sharper, and she w'as altogether a smaller 
person than he had left her. His father was fatter, and his 
head more bald. His elder sister had acquire<l an air which 
lx*spoke the spinster of a certain age. His youngest sister was 
wonderfully improved : hut it was Cdiarlotte, the fourth, in 
whom he perceived the greatest alteration. 

The very charming young man w'hose conversation Lady 
C-umherworth had been so unwilling to interrupt, had at length 
made his proposals; and Charlotte, whom her brother Frank 
reraemberefi pale, and thin, and shy, and dull, was grown rosy 
and blooming, with a peculiarly expressive countenance, and 
singularly speaking eyes. 

The moment He Molton could draw his mother aside, he 
questioned her concerning Lady Blanche ; and from her he 
learnetl that the Falkinghams were still in London, that Lady 
Blanche was still unmar4ld, and that she was supposed to 
have lately refused a most excellent and wrorthy man. 
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De Melton’s heart throbbed with joy which he did not 
attempt to conceal from his mother; but the very hope, to 
which, in her tenderness, she had not been able to resist 
ministering, alarmed her, now she witnessed its excess, and she 
began to remind her son how impossible it was that he should 
ever marry Lady Blanche, how improbable that the Falking- 
hams should ever consent to such an union, and, even should 
tha^not oppose it as strenuously as she anticipated, how im¬ 
possible it was^that he should by any means muster an income 
sufficient to provide against real, actual poverty. 

But Lady Cumberworth’s prudential reasonings came too 
late. Her son had made up his mind that honour arul grati¬ 
tude now demande<l the same line of conduct as that prompted 
by inclinafion, and he resolved if, upon the first interview 
which he could obtain with Lady Blanche, he had reason to 
believe he still held the same place in her affections, that he 
would brave all the frowns of fortune, and gladly, gaily, 
gallantly encounter any degree of poverty, provided she were 
willing to share it with him: if she were not willing to do so, 
she could but refuse him. 

In vain did Lady Cumberworth use every argument she 
might have recollected before she imprudently revived the 
hopes he had been attempting to crush. De Molton, when 
once he had taken a resolution, was immovable ; and his 
mother, although frightened at what she had assisted to bring 
about, could not help loving him the better for his ardour, and 
her heart went with him, w’hile she dreaded the reproaches of 
others for having fomented what she ought to have repressed. 

De Molton left a card at Lord Falkingham’s the day after 
his arrival. On returning from the morning drive, Blanche 
found it upon the table, and she could not entirely check a 
faint exclamation. Her mother looke<l at her with a stern 
and reproachful, but melancholy glance, which suddenly drove 
back the colour already mounting to her cheeks. She felt 
ready to faint; but she was ashamed to show such emotion 
before one whose feelings w'ere so little in unison with her 
own, and by a strong effort she mastered herself. She would 
have given the world had Lady Falkingham spoken, even to 
reproach her. This chilling silence was more awful, more sub¬ 
duing, than any words which coum|be uttered. 

She gladly seized the first excuse to retire to her own room. 
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and there to enjoy the delight of finding that her lover was in 
England, safe, and faithful;—for she felt convinced he was 
faithful. She had seen Lady Curnberworth only two days 
before. He was not then arrived. His calling the very day 
after his return, before he had any printed cards (for his name 
was only written, and, as she thought, written with an 
unsteady hand), spoke volumes to her hopeful heart. ^ 

They dined out on that day ; and, after their dinner, were 
to proceed to a party at which Blanche thought it possible she 
might meet the Cuinberworths, and, consequently, De Molton. 

If Lady Blanche’s reputation for good manners had de¬ 
pended upon her conduct on that memorable day, she would 
certainly have been reckoned the least well-bred yaung lady 
who ever sat at “ good men’s feasts.” Three times did the 
master of the house ask her to drink wine before she took any 
notice whatever of his request, and then she answered, 
“ Mutton, if you please.” The servants were repeatedly 
obliged to touch her sleeve with the silver dishes containing 
the entrees, before they could induce her to turn round ; and 
her next neighbour gave up the point of leading her into any¬ 
thing like connected conversation ; not, however, till he had 
made many fruitless attempts to do so ; for there w^as an ani¬ 
mation in her countenance, there was a fire in her eye, and a 
blushing consciousness pervading her whole demeanour, which 
convinced him it was not because she was either dull, or shy, 
or stupid, that it was impossible to excite or to interest her. 

It was with infinite vexation that Lady Falkinghain re¬ 
marked all these symj)toms. Not a wortl was spoken during 
their drive from the dinner to the party. She knew Blanche’s 
frank nature, and she knew, if once the ice was broken, she 
would speak boldly and strongly all that Lady Falkinghain 
least wished to hear. 

When they entered the assembly, the room was not full, 
and Blanche at once saw that none of the Curnberworth 
family were there. Though she ardently desired to see De 
Molton, yet she almost dreaded it. So many eyes would be 
upon her, that she would willingly have postponed the long- 
wished-for moment of meeting. 

The rooms began to fill. She fancied a likeness in the hair of 
this man, in the forehead of affother : but no ; when the crowd 
allow'ed her to see the rest of the face, it was not De Molton. 



346 


BliANCHE. 


At length the door opened wide, and she heard announced 
in a loud voice, Lady Curaberworth, the Miss De Moltons, 
and Captain De Molton.” 

Every thing swam before her eyes: she could scarcely dis¬ 
tinguish Lady Cumberworth’s delicate and fragile, though 
faded beauty, as she entered the apartment followed by three 
fine handsome girls, all taller and larger than their mother. 
Behind them all, slie at length perceived the stately figure of 
De Molton ; his face bronzed, — yes, and oldened too,—but 
there was the same look of feeling and of dignity, although 
he seemed to wish to glide unperceived into the room till his 
eager and inquiring glance had ascertained whether his long¬ 
loved Lady Blanche was present. 

Their eyes met, and as insatntly fell; but that one glance 
revealed to each that, although so long separated, time hatl 
worked po change in their feelings. In one secontl he was by 
her side — the crowd had again closed in — Lady Blanche was 
seated while most of those around were standing, and their 
meeting was more private than in many a less crowded apart¬ 
ment. 

But Lady Falkingham was by her daughter’s side ; both 
felt her cold and searching eyes upon them, and both were 
unable to utter. Lady Falkingham, after a somewhat lofty 
recognition of De Molton, made nor sign nor movement 
which could encourage him to seat himself ; and he stootl 
before them, growing every moment more and more shy, and 
feeling himself more inconveniently tall than ever he did 
before. 

Blanche, in a trembling voice, had asked him when he 
landed, and inquired whether his voyage had been prosperous, 
to w^hich questions he had made some indistinct answers; 
when Lady Falkingham’s attention being for a moment with¬ 
drawn by some one on the other side, he asked in a low voice 
whether he should find Lady Blanche at home the next 
morning ? She answered she hoped so.” 

I must see you,” he added ; but not here — not thus ! ” 
Lady Falkingham turned round, and he hurried away, leaving 
Blanche in a confused state of perfect happiness. 

He mingled among the crowd, and was soon overpowered 
with greetings from numerous old acquaintances, and friendly 
congratulations upon his safe return ; but Lady Blanche was 
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aware that his eye still turned towards her, and that she was 
still in his thoughts. 

She was romantic ; her heart was formed for love ; while, 
for nearly three years, her taste for the romantic, and the 
warmth of her attachment, had been [nearly deprived of ali¬ 
ment. Since her last definitive conversation with Lord Glen- 
rith, she had had no delicate distresses, no interesting perse¬ 
cutions, no occurrences of any kind. This very blank had, 
to a person of her disposition, been a greater trial than any 
more active trial would have been. Perhaps it was one which 
her constancy might not have stood, if her rejection of Lord 
Glenrith had not caused her pride, as well as her feelings, to 
be engaged in preserving an undeviating fidelity to her absent 
lover. Be that as it may, the pleasure of again knowing her¬ 
self beloved, of again meeting eyes which beamed softly upon 
hers, of being once more engaged in all the pleasing agitations 
of a love-affair, was inexpressibly delightful. 

De Molton, on his part, returned home intoxicated with 
the rapturous conviction that the beautiful, the admired Lady 
Blanche had for his sake rejected many of the best matches 
in England ; that among all the temptations of the London 
world, and in spite of all the opposition of her parents, she had 
enshrinetl his image in her heart of hearts. The result was, 
that they were both desperately in love; and they both won¬ 
dered how they had endured existence during their long and 
hopeless separation. 

The next morning, De jMolton called at an unusually early 
hour ; but Lady Falkingham, as a measure of precaution, had 
ordered the servants to say — ‘not at home,’ and he was re¬ 
fused admittance. He bit his lips, and retired from the door 
with a flushed brow, but a more lofty bearing even than usual. 
He returned home to indite a long and passionate epistle to 
Lady Blanche, as passionate as might be expected from a man 
who had loved long, fervently and hopelessly ; -who felt him¬ 
self presumptuous in offering himself, yet was conscious that 
his effusions would not meet a cold and disdainful eye, but 
that they were addressed to one who fully returned his 
affection. 

At the same time he wrote to Lord Falkingham, giving a 
true and undisguised account of his present situation and of 
his future prospects ; both of w’hich were, it must be con- 
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fessed, as unpromising as can well be imagined. Yet, while 
he honestly detailed his own unworthiness to match with such 
a person as Lady Blanche, there was a proud humility per¬ 
vading every line he wrote, which proved that, althougli on 
the score of fortune he owned himself her inferior, he felt 
conscious of being an honourable and high-minded man, her 
equal in birth and situation, and one who would not brook 
being treated with any want of consideration or respect. 

Blanche received his letter with unalloyed delight. She 
read over and over again the glowing expressions of devotion 
it contained, and resolved that nothing short of the positive 
commands of both parents should prevent her returning such 
an answer as might reward De Molton for all he had suffered 
on her account. 

With his letter in her hand, she hastened to her fjither’s 
study, in order to open the subject to him before her mother 
had had an opportunity of influencing him against her wishes. 
“ Papa," she said, I have had a letter ! ’’ 

“ So have I, my dear !" answered Lord Falkingham, who 
was sitting in his leathern arm-chair, one foot on the fender, 
the other on a bar of the grate, with one hand holding the 
open letter, with the other stroking his eyebrows, as he often 
did when thinking deeply and unpleasantly. 

Papa, mine is from Captain I>e INlolton,” and she co¬ 
loured a little, — but it was only a little ; for she was resolved, 
and not trembling. She knew her father was aware of her 
attachment ; and she did not experience the confusion attend¬ 
ant on the first confession of a budding preference. 

“ So is mine," rejoined Lord Falkingham, and very dis¬ 
tressing it is. Take it and read it, my dear Blanche, ami you 
will perceive that, knowing as 1 do how completely you return 
Captain De Molton’s affection, it is a communication wliich 
must exceedingly distress a father’s feelings ! ” 

Blanche’s countenance fell: she seized the letter ; she 
fancied there must be some difficulty, some oVjjection on his 
part, to which he had not alluded in his letter to her, and she 
devoured each line with her eyes, dwelling with delight upon 
the expressions of devotion to herself, on the impossibility he 
had experienced to drive her from his mind ; she admired the 
noble pride which pervaded the whole; she fully appreciated 
the candour with which he entered upon the subject of his 
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poverty ; and quickly glancing over the sums specified as his 
younger brother’s fortune, the amount of his pay, &c., as 
topics in which she had no interest, and which were papa’s 
affair,” she returned the letter to her father with a pleased 
and animated countenance. “ What a beautiful letter, papa! 
There is nobody the least like him ; nobody so noble, so true, 
so constant ! ” and she clasped her hands earnestly ; and 1 
know, papa, you value such qualities a thousand times more 
than riches ! ” 

“ Yea, iny child, more than riches; but they will not do 
instead of a competency. You have been brought up in 
luxury, and you are very little calculated to make a poor man’s 
wife.” 

“ Oh, papa ! you know that Lord Glenrith’s splendour did 
not gratify me the least. You know how indifferent I was to 
the tliamonds ; that I never felt the least wish for his wife's 
beautiful froutiseau, which all the world was admiring; nor 
for the long-tailed roan horses ; nor for anything of the sort. I 
could be happy without those things ; but, papa, I could not 
— no, I could not live with a husband I did not love:” she 
spoke with strong emotion : and 1 never shall love any one 

c'xcept ('aptain l)e Alolton. So, if you forbid me to think of 
him, you may rest assured I shall never marry as long as I 
live. I have proved this is not a girlish fancy. It may be a 
first love ; but it is not the contemptible first love of every 
young lady which you and mamma despise so much.” 

Wtmld to Heaven it were ! ” exclaimed Lord Falkingham. 
“ Blanche, you make me very unhappy, for 1 see nothing be¬ 
fore you hut a choice of evils; no happiness, or much un¬ 
happiness.’’ 

‘‘ No, papa ! not unhappiness. People cannot be unhappy 
when they are truly attached, and when they are together. 
And indeed ours is a true attachment. It has stootl the test 
of time and of absence. It has conquered all difficulties. If 
it \vas the ])assing fancy people can be laughed out of, I 
should have been cured long ago. If I could not forget 
Captain He Molton when I was uncertain whether he remem¬ 
bered me or not, shall I forget him now, when I find that, 
among strangers, in foreign lands, in another hemisphere, he 
has thought of me, and me only ; when, added to my admira¬ 
tion of his character, I must feel gratitude for his constancy ? ” 
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“ This is very perplexing,” rejoined Lord Falkingham ; I 
wish the fellow was not so very poor. He is an honest, 
straightforward gentleman, though; he has no humbug about 
him : he does not try to make the best of himself.” 

Blanche smiled through her tears, and looked up at her 
father with such a proud exulting tenderness at hearing him 
speak in these terms of De Molton, that his heart was toucheti, 
and, kissing her forehead, he said, ‘‘ Well, my child, I will do 
my best. If he can get his father to assist him, and if we 
can make up anything like an income -- ” 

“ Remember, 1 despise riches, dear papa ; I hate the very 
name of money.” 

“ Yes, my love, yes ; and so do a great many other people, 
who want the things which cannot be got without money, as 
much as their neighbours do. "Well! 1 will see De Molton ; 
1 will talk to him.” 

At this moment Lady Falkingham entered. Blanche felt a 
little alarmed at having first flown to her father in the tumult 
of her joy ; but still she w^as glad her father was not to re¬ 
ceive his first impressions upon the subject from her mother. 
Lady Falkingham looked surprised at finding father and daugh¬ 
ter together, with evident traces of agitation visible on both 
their countenances. Lord Falkingham began ; — 

“ My dear, I have just received this letter, and I have been 
talking to Blanche very seriously upon the subject.” 

Lady Blanche was grateful to her father for so wording his 
sentence that it might almost seem as if he had sent for her ; 
for she now felt that Lady Falkingham might be Imrt, and 
perhaps with some reason, at her first impulse having brought 
her to her father, rather than to her mother, upon such an 
occasion. Lord Falkingham dwelt upon the serious manner 
in which he had spoken to his daughter ; for he knew his 
wife would disapprove of his having allowed her to hope there 
was any chance of his ultimate approbation. 

Lady Falkingham took the letter, and after having perused 
its contents with an unmoved countenance, she returned it, 
merely saying,— 

1 think Captain De Molton is as presumptuous a young 
man as 1 ever heard of. He cannot surely expect that Lady 
Blanche De Vaux is to follow him in the baggage-waggon.” 

The colour forsook Blanche’s cheek, but the next moment 
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it rushed again to her face, and her eyes flashed at hearing 
De Mol ton thus spoken of. The few words her father had 
said in approbation of his conduct had justified and sanc¬ 
tioned to her own mind her resolution to abide by him through 
all opposition. Her father thought him noble in soul, and 
worthy in character; he found no objection to him but the 
want of contemptible worldly advantages ; and she felt it was 
both generous and consistent to persevere in her devotion. 

Lord Falkingliam, having once said he admired the manly 
candour of De Molton’s letter, was not disposed to agree with 
his wife; and the severity of her remark made him adopt the 
side of the lovers more decidedly than he might otherwise 
have done. “ Nay, my dear,” he answered, there is no¬ 
thing presumptuous in the manner in which he offers himself. 
He speaks most humbly of his own situation.” 

“ It is the pride that apes humility. The very fact of pro¬ 
posing, is presumption in itself.” 

“ It might be, if be did not know that Blanche was in love 
with him ; but as he cannot doubt that fact, I must say I 
think the young man has acted very properly in offering him¬ 
self. "VTc should think him cold and calculating if lie did 
otherwise.” 

“ Certainly, if a girl throws iierself at a man’s head, pro¬ 
claiming her attachment to the sound of the trumpet, and 
making her h(‘lle passion the talk of the town, it alters the case. 
I once thought it impossible a daughter of mine should ever so 
tlegrade herself. But Blanche has long been beyond my control.” 

Blanche was so indignant for De Molton, that, although 
deeply hurt at what her mother said, she was not softened, 
and did not weep, as she would otherwise have done. She 
had always fancied that if Lady Falkingham had knotvn more 
of De jMolton, she would have perceived his superiority to 
the rest of mankind; that, like Lady Westhoi>e, she would 
have admitted that he was formed to captivate the heart of 
woman, even while she condemned the marriage as imprudent; 
but now that her mother had read this touching and manly 
effusion, this epistle breathing the very soul of honour and of 
loyalty to the lady of his love, she was indeed astonished, disap- 
l>ointed, and mortified, at finding her still unmoved; and for 
a time her heart shut itself up from one parent, while it 
opened to the other. 
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I think the best thing I can do,” resunaed Lord Falking- 
ham, “ is to have some conversation with Lord Cumberworth, 
and see whether it is possible to arrange anything.” 

“ It is utterly impossible Lord Cumberworth can ever make 
Captain De Molton a fit match for Blanche.” 

“ But the girl says she can never marry anybody she does 
not love, and that she can never love anybody except Captain 
De Molton.” 

She has never tried,” rejoined Lady Falkingham : “ from 
the moment she so foolishly reiected Lord Glenrith she has 
wilfully fostered her silly predilection for this interesting pen¬ 
niless captain, though she has seen how miserable her infatua¬ 
tion has made me. If she had not nurtured it by every 
means in her power, it would have die«l away like other young 
ladies’ first loves.” 

There was a contemptuous expression thrown into these 
last words, which roused all the heroine in Blanche. 

Mamma,” she said, “ I am very sorry I have made you 
unhappy ; 1 am very sorry to have given my father any un¬ 
easiness ; but it is not in my power to command my feelings. 
I can tell Captain De Molton that 1 will never marry him 
without your consent ; but I can never cease to love him, nor 
can I ever love another. lloV can you say I have not tried 
to please vou, and to obey you ! Did I not accept Lord Glen¬ 
rith, and nave 1 ever ceased to repent having done so? If 
you command it, I will now refuse Captain De Molton ; but 
when 1 do so, I cannot attempt to conceal from him that my 
affections are wholly his, that they have been hi.s during thrw 
years of absence, and that they will be his as long as 1 live.” 

“ You see, ray dear, that you will not manage Blanche in 
this way. The truth is, the girl is desperately in love, and 
we must try to make the Ix'st of it.” 

Blanche was glad that her father at length treated her at¬ 
tachment with some respect, but she would greatly have pre¬ 
ferred the phrase ‘ irrevocably attached,’ to ‘ des])erately in 
love.' 

Indeed, Lord Falkingham, if you encourage your daugh¬ 
ter in these highflown notions, there is no use in my inter¬ 
fering, and I must make up my mind to seeing her a bc^ggar, 
and an unhappy beggar ; for Blanche is not formed to struggle 
with poverty ; she has been accustomed to every indulgence; 
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every wish, every fancy has hitherto been gratified. No 
young lady thinks it more indispensable to be perfectly well 
dressed, no one is more alive to any want of refinement in 
those with whom she lives. I know my own child ; she will 
never be happy in the style, and among the associates to whom 
she wilfully <looms herself.” 

Lady Falkingham wept, but her tears were not all tender¬ 
ness ; some anger, some mortification were mixed with the 
feeling which prompted them to flow. 

Blanche felt all this, without knowing that she felt it, and 
was somewhat shocked at her own want of filial piety in not 
being more touched by the tears her mother shed over her. 

This most unpleasant family colloquy ended by Lord Falk- 
ingham's writing to Lord Cumberworth to request an inter¬ 
view, and by the mother and daughter returning to the 
<lrawing-room, with less cordiality between them than is usual 
in modern days, when mothers are oftener over indulgent, 
than over severe. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Oc demeurai Otourdic, rnuette, ot confuse ; cc qui etiat signe que j’etuis charinee. 

Mahival’x. 

Blanche’s life had not of late been a happy one, and in 
addition to the natural wish of being united to the object of 
her love, she experienced considerable anxiety to change her 
present mode of existence ; and having candidly avowed to 
her parents that she wouhl not attempt to conceal the state of 
her affections from Do Molton, and having received from them 
no prohibition to answer his letter, she retired to her ow'n room 
to indite a suitable reply. 

She longed to be alone, and at length to communicate freely 
with the person who had so long been master of her affections. 
She spread the paper before her, she dipped the pen in the ink; 
and when she had thus prepared herself, she found herself 
totally at a loss what to say. She was going to write a love- 
letter : — how ought she to begin ? She had written, Dear 
Captain De Molton; ” she thought it looked very common- 
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place and cold ; and she did not know how to proceed. It 
was true they had been long and faithfully attached, but they 
had seen very little of each other. Not more than half a 
dozen words of love bad ever passed between them, and those 
had passed three years before, so that there were no habits of 
intimacy ; and now it came to the point, she felt inexpressibly 
shy at the thoughts of confessing her love in words addressed 
to the object of it. 

If a man is doubtful of the success of his suit, he should 
never propose by letter. It is very easy to write the kindest, 
the civilest, the prettiest, refusal in the worhl ; whereas a 
gentle and good-natured, or a timid person, finds it always 
difficult to vitter, in plain distinct words, to a man’s face, “ I 
do not like you ; you are disagreeable to me.” The hesitation 
produced by the difficulty of couching such sentiments in 
pretty language may be construed into encouragement: silence 
is proverbially consent; ‘and a wmnian may easily become 
entangled, in cases where the feeling on her part does not 
amount to positive dislike. 

Blanche’s epistle would, to the eyes of the indifferent, have 
appeared a very stupiil, ill-written letter. It was formal at 
first : as it proceeded it almost too plainly expressed the 
warmth of her attachment ; she then professed her determina¬ 
tion to abide by the decision of her parents. In short it was 
not consistent,—it was not in keeping; but Ue Alolton 
thought it perfect. He perceived ardent feelings struggling 
wdth maiden modesty and filial obedience, and he thought the 
eloquence di8]»layed in it might render it worthy a place among 
the effusions of a Sappho or an Ileloise. 

I’he next morning Lord Cumberworth waited upon Lord 
Falkingham. He did not like the idea of the marriage, for 
be feared he should bt expected to make some sacrifices for 
his son’s happiness, and he w'as not a man who was fond of 
making sacrifices. He had, however, an unfailing and excel¬ 
lent excuse for never doing anything he disliked, in the number 
of other sons and daughters w'ho had an equal claim upon his 
parental care and tenderness,—a tenderness which consisted 
in imperturbable good humour, and in allowing them all the 
run of the bouse. 

The tw'o fathers w’ere slightly acquainted ; and Lord Cum¬ 
berworth, seating himself with an easy air by the fire, rubbed 



BLANCHE. 


355 


his hands several times wp and down his shins, and at length 
said with a half smile and a shake of the head, My dear 
Lord, this is a sad business of my son’s and your daughter’s ; 
I am very sorry for it, upon my soul !” 

Lord Falkingham felt that he had more reason to regret it 
than Lord Cumberworth, inasmuch as Blanche would have 
twelve thousand pounds at his death, and De Molton would 
only come in for the eleventh part of fifty thousand pounds at 
his father’s death ; inasmuch as Lord Falkingham was an earl, 
and Lord Cumberwortli only a baron. He looked a little 
aw'ful, and replied, 

“ V'our Lordship cannot regret the circumstance more than 
I do.” 

I have done rny utmost to prevent it; I have told him 
from his boyhood that a man is never undone till he is married. 
Just before he sailed, 1 said, ^ Frank, my boy, remember peril 
bv marriage is the worst peril a man can fall into.’ But, as 
they say, every one must buy his own experience ; and when 
young peoj)le have taken a fancy into their heads, we cannot 
preach them out of it. We cannot put old heads on young 
shoulders, as you have found with your daughter, my Lord.” 

Lord Falkingham did not half like hearing Lord Cumber- 
worth speak as if Blanche was as resolute in her predilection 
as her lover was in his, though it might be perfectly true that 
she was so. 

“ My daughter places herself in my hands, and has no idea 
of ilisobeyitig my commands.” Lord Cumberw'orth slightly 
elevated his eye-brows, and the expression of his countenance 
did not betoken that he participated in Lord Falkingham s re¬ 
liance on his daughter’s submission. ‘‘ But as 1 know her 
happiness is deeply concerned in this affair, I am anxious to 
do every thing in rny power to forward hers and Captain De 
Molton’s wishes.” 

Lord Cumberworth’s countenance brightened: he did not 
exactly know how strictly Lord Falkingham’s property was 
entailed upon his nephew, and he drew his chair nearer to 
Lord Falkingham, hoping that his son was going to make a 
better match than he had been aware of. 

That is exactly what I say ; as their happiness is con¬ 
cerned, poor young things, parents should strain a point, 
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rather than see their children pine, and pine, as poor Lady 
Blanche has done.” 

This was unpleasant to Lord Falkingham’s pride and his 
delicacy : he instinctively pushed his chair back as many 
inches as Lord Cumberworth had advanced his. The good- 
humoured, but unrefined father of De Molton was totally un¬ 
suspicious that he had at all offended, but on the contrary 
flattered himself he was cleverly pushing his son’s interests. 
“ After all, what do any of us wish but to see our children 
happy ? 1 am sure there is nothing I would not do that was 

compatible with my means.” 

You are aware,” resumed Lord Falkingham, that my 
estates are all entailed upon my nephew; but my person^ 
property will be equally divided among my four daughters, so 
that I shall be able to leave to each twelve thousand j)ounds at 
my death. This sum 1 will give to Blanche upon her mar¬ 
riage ; and if you will make up Captain De Molton’s income 
equal to the interest of her fortune, I will consent to their union, 
although by so doing 1 Ixdieve I am acting the part of a weakly 
indulgent, rather than of a truly kind father.” 

Lord Cumberworth’s countenance fell. He had imagined 

— he scarcely knew what ; and although nothing could be 
more fair than Lord Falkinghatn’s proposal, it fell infinitely 
short of what he had expected, and he fountl himself not only 
unwilling, but unable, to do what was required of him. 

De Molton had hitherto lived upon his pay and an additional 
lOOZ. per annum from his father. Lord Cumberworth was 
very little juepared to make such an addition to the 100/. per 
annum, and avplied evasively, “ that he would do all in his 
power, — but that he ha<l duties towards his other children, 

— that he could not exactly say, — that he would communi¬ 
cate with his man of business, — that his daughter Cliarlotte's 
marriage, and tlie expneses attendant upon it, did not render 
him just then very flush of money, &c. &c.” In short, he 
took his leave, somewhat disappointed with Lonl Falkingham, 
while the impression he left upon Lord Falkingham’s mintl 
was by no means a favourable one. 

Meanwhile, Lady Cumberworth, who could not endure to 
witness the state of nervous excitement and agitation in which 
her darling Frank paced the floor of her boudoir, resolved she 
would herself seek Lady Falkingham. She felt sure she could 
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80 work upon her womanly and maternal feelings as to tvin her 
over to the side of the lovers. She accordingly ordered her 
carriage, and soon after Lord Oumberworth’s return from his 
momentous interview with Lord Falkingham, she found her¬ 
self at the same door. 

She did not inquire if Lady Falkingham was at home, but 
sending in her card, she desired the servant to take it at once 
to his lady, and to ask if she could see her for a few minutes. 

By this means she effected lier entrance ; but Lady Falk¬ 
ingham was exceedingly annoyed at what she deemed an un¬ 
warrantable intrusion, and was disposed to think Lady Cum- 
berworth, who was the most humble and the meekest of her 
sex, a pushing, obtrusive person. 

Lady Cumberworth was somewhat abashed when she 
entered ; for although she hail worked up her courage to take 
this step by reminding herself that Lady Falkingham was 
universally allowed to a most exemplary mother, and that 
therefore she must surely understand, and sympathize with 
the maternal feelings of another, she could not quite shake off 
the impression produced by Lady Falkingham’s constant 
avoidance of lierself. 

Lady Falkingham was alone, and received her with the 
most awful perfection of good-breeding. The gentle, the 
kind, the unsus{)icious Lady Cumberworth felt chilled ; but 
she thought of her son’s care-worn face, and she found resolu¬ 
tion to open the subject- ‘‘ She was sure that Lady Falking¬ 
ham’s own tenderness for her daughter would plead her excuse 
for intruding upon her: that her son’s peace of mind w^as so 
comi)letely involved in the event which was then pending, that 
she could not withstand the temptation of seeking I^ady Falk¬ 
ingham, and of pleading his cause. She was fully aware that 
her Frank was by no means worthy in point of fortune and 
situation to match with Lady Blanche ; but that still, in point 
of character and disposition, he was so perfect, so kind — so 
dutiful a son ! so affectionate a brother ! so excellent in all 
the relationships of life ! — that if personal qualities could 
make up for the absence of w'orldly advantages, he was not 
unworthy of any good fortune.” 

Lady Falkingham listened with stately politeness, and when 
Lady Cumberworth paused, she answered : that she had no 

doubt his mother’s account of his moral perfections was per- 
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fectly just, but she feared these qualities would not provide 
the conveniences of life. She regretted, as much as Lady 
Cumberworth herself could do, the necessity of attending to 
such paltry considerations ; yet, as the world was now con¬ 
stituted, it was impossible to disregard them.” 

“ But, dear Lady Falkingham, surely anything is better 
than that two young creatures should die of broken hearts ! ” 
If young people regulated their feelings, we should not 
hear of such unreasonable proceedings.” 

“ But in youth the feelings are strong, and the reason is 
not matured. We have all been young ; we all know-” 

“ (Certainly — I also have been young ; and therefore I 
know that in youth, as well as in maturity, it is possible to 
take reason, rather than impulse, for our guide.” 

La«ly Falkingham had jiever deviated for a moment, in 
principle, inclination, or practice, from the strictest line of 
prudence and propriety. Lady Cumberworth thought of her 
own early love, and of its tragic ending, and ardently wished 
to preserve her child, and the object of his love, from the 
blight which had passed over her own young days. In 'the 
warmth of her feelings she could not help saying: “ You have 
been a fortunate w'oman. Lady Falkingham ! If you had 
known what it is to give the whole treasure of your young 
affections to one only object, and to be deprived of that object 
for ever, you would pause before you doomed anything you 
loved to such a fate ! It is hard to bear when the <leprivation 
comes from tVie hand of Heaven ; how much more har<i if 
from the ham! of man ! ” 

Lady Falkingham did not reply. The deep tone of emotion 
w'ith which Lady (Cumberworth spoke, made her unwilling to 
maintain her own side of the argument; neither could she he 
brought to allow the expediency of Blanche’s marrying Cap¬ 
tain lie Molton. 

At this moment, Blanche accidentally entered the room. 
She started at seeing Lady Cumberworth, but approached her 
with a glowing, blushing countenance. La<ly Cumberworth, 
whose feelings were excited by her previous conversation, re¬ 
ceived her with open arms, embraced her tenderly, and burst 
into tears. Bland#, surprised, delighted, overpowered, re- 
Itorned her caresses with corresponding emotion. Lady Fal- 
Itingham sat by, provoked to see how everything conspired to 
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bring about the dreaded union, and somewhat jealous of her 
daughter’s sudden tenderness for a stranger. 

The following day a second interview took place between 
the fathers, in which Lord Falkingham ascertained, through a 
profusion of fine words, that Lord Cumberworth eitlier could 
not, or would not, do anything more to assist his son in making 
up an income; and Lord Falkingham thought it his duty to 
inform his daughter, that she must in good earnest exert 
herself to conquer her attachment, — that the marriage was 
impossible. 

Lady Falkingham lookt^d triumphant. Lady Blanche gave 
way to utter despair. She wept, she was in hysterics ; she 
would not leave her room ; she fretted herself really ill; phy¬ 
sicians were sent for, draughts prescribed. Even Latly Falk¬ 
ingham began to be alarmed, and tvas unremitting in her at¬ 
tentions. But these attentions did not relieve or soothe 
Blanche’s perturbed spirit. Her mother had never attempted 
by kindness to win her from her imprudent attachment, and 
she had completely failed in ridiculing her out of it. The 
consequence was, that she had lost all influence over her mind, 
and much of that which she had possessed over her affections. 

De Molton of course heard of Blanche’s illness. He wan¬ 
dered about the neighbouring streets ; he inquired twenty 
times a day at the door ; and at length, upon hearing that 
Lady Blanche was considered worse, and that a new physician 
had been called in to a consultation, he sent a message to 
Lord Falkingham, to implore one moment’s conversation. 

Lord Falkingham was uneasy and confounded at the serious 
asj)ect of his daughter’s illness, and was beginning to think 
anything was preferable to the present state of affairs. l)e 
Molton was admitted, and a passionate apj)eal on his part did 
not meet with an absolute refusal. The matter was again 
renewed ; Blanche was allowed to liope — her health rallied 
surprisingly, and in the course of three or four days she was 
able to descend to the drarving-room, atid there to receive De 
Molton as her plighted lover, her affianced husband. 

Ami now di«l they at length enjoy many delightful tete-a- 
tetes ; and so fully were they engaged in detailing to each other 
all the sorrows ami fears, doubts, anxieties and sufferings of 
their years of separation, that they had little time to talk over, 
or to arrange their plans for the future. They had both been 
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duly warned what were their prospects. Even the tender 
Lady Cumberwortb had told them that they must not expect 
to possess all the blessings of this world; that as they would 
be rich in that which seemed to her the greatest of all earthly 
ones, mutual aftection, they must make up their minds to be 
happy without others. Lord Cumberwortb repeated, “ Re¬ 
member, Frank, there are twelve of you: I cannot rob ray 
other children:” — which meant, “ 1 do not mean to give up 
any of my own comforts for you.” Lord Falkinghara said 
everything that was reasonable and kind, and at the same time 
provided them with a plain travelling-carriage, with all that 
is useful and necessary in the way of jilale, and with as much 
household linen as would be advisable for people who must 
change their abode as often as their regiment changed its 
quarters. Lady Falkingham, who had been too much ter¬ 
rified by Blanche’s despair and her illness actively to oppose 
the marriage, contented herself with shaking her Itead mourn¬ 
fully, and with secretly detesting her future son-in-law : but 
she spared Blanche many of the home truths and useful se¬ 
verities, which might have been of much service had tliey 
been duly attended to, but which, under the present circum¬ 
stances, might have been productive of no good effect. 

Blanche and De INJolton, however, acquiesced in the truth 
of all that was urged by their other relations and friends, and 
declared, with the utmost sincerity, their contempt for filthy 
lucre; a contempt unconditionally expressed by Blanche, hut 
by De Molton in more measured terms, as considering it un¬ 
worthy to be put into a competition wdtli the affections of the 
heart. 

Immediately after their marriage, they were to repair to a 
very pretty villa belonging to a friend of Lord Cumberworth’s ; 
after which they were to pay several visits ; and towards the 
autumn they were to join De Molton’s regiment, Avhich was 
quartered in one of the most lovely parts of Devonshire. 

As they had no Iiouse of their own, there was i>o need to 
procure furniture. Lord Falkingham had already providetl 
plate and linen; Lady Falkingham of course selected the 
irou^ifean; presents of all kinds flocked in from the numerous 
connexions of both families, — presents which, as they were 
jkoown to be poor, were all intended to be useful; china ink- 
stands — Sevres ornaments for chimueypieces — bulil clocks. 
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and beautiful dressing boxes, with cut-glass bottles, mounted 
in silver gilt! 

Nothing could exceed the happiness of the lovers,—nothing 
could excee<l their gratitude to their friends for their consi- 
lierate kindness ; and Blanche felt how preferable were these 
tokens of affection, to the Glenrith diamonds, which she had 
received so coldly. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


Lordly pnliants, toll me this ; 

'J'liDUHh Illy coiitoiit you weigli not, 

In voiir grcatrioss what one hliss 
llave you gaiiiM, that I enjoy not? 

Vou have honours, you have wealth,— 

1 have peace, and 1 have- health ; • 

All the (lay 1 merry make. 

And at night no cure 1 take. 

(iBoncE Wither. 

The honeymoon was spent at Sir Frederick Vyneton’s villa ; 
whose rnan-cook Jind whole establi.shmeiit were devoted to the 
new-married couple, while the good-natured proprietor was 
making a tour in the Low (Countries. 

\V'hcn C'aptain and Lady Blanche De Molton entered the 
dark-green travelling chariot which Lord Falkingham had 
given them, and drove from the portico of Sir Frederick 
Vyneton’s villa, on their way to t'ransley to pass a fortnight 
with the Westhopes, Lady Blanche exclaimed, “ How strange 
it is that there should exist people who can sell themselves 
for money, or for an estahli.slunent! Should we be happier, 
Frank, if we possessed tlie mines of (iolconda, than we are 
now ?” She threw her beaming eyes upon him with an ex- 
pres.sion of joyous tenderness which made him indeed feel 
himself the happiest of men ; yet he trembled to think how 
little she knew the details of that poverty with which he was 
already acquainted, although only in the limited degree ex¬ 
perienced by a single man, whose wants, and consequently 
whose privations, are merely personal. 

Dearest Blanche,” he rejilied, “ you know nothing of 
poverty yet. Repeat wliat you have just said, two years 
hence, and 1 shall indeed esteem myself the most blessed of 
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human beings. I hold it a matter of duty and of conscience 
to live within one’s means whatever they may be; and if, 
when you really have learned what is the life of a soldier's 
wife, you still say you despise worldly wealth, I shall be 
happier—yes, still happier—than I am at this moment; for 
I now feel as if you had engaged yourself in a fate you are 
not prepared for. But I have warned you, dearest Blanche 

— I have not won you under false pretences !” 

We shall see,” replied Blanche, smilingly. I think 1 
am made for a poor man’s %vife ; for nobody can more heartily 
detest everything appertaining to pomp and splendour, and 
that odious thing called money.” 

Blanche expected a rapturous glance of gratitude from De 
Molton, and was surprised at hearing him sigh. The truth 
was, they knew little of each other’s dispositions when they 
liecame irrevocably engaged. Blanche was warm, enthu¬ 
siastic, inconsiderate; she followed her impulses, without 
looking forward beyontl the present moment. l>e Molton was 
not without enthusiasm, but his was of a more thoughtful 
and serious cast. A high notion of honour was in him 
paramount to all other considerations. It enabled him to 
leave Paris when he found his friend w'as in love with Blanche, 

— it enabled him to quit England when he discovered that 
she was in love with himself, — it enabled him to stay in 
India while there was any military duty to be performed,— 
it prompted him to throw himself at her feet when he found 
her still free, although by so doing he scarcely hoped for 
axiything but a contemptuous refusal on the part of her pa¬ 
rents. It now made him resolve that his love for his beautiful 
wife should not lead him into any ex])enses which his limited 
income could not meet; and that, however painful he might 
find it to see her deprive(> of the luxuries to which she had 
been accustomed, he would never be tempted to run into debt, 
or to be a burthen upon his father, who was neither able nor 
willing to assist him. 

But when he made this resohition, he did not look forward 
with unmixed pleasure to installing her in the temporary home 
which he should be able to procure for her, near M * * *. 
She watched the serious expression of his countenance ; and 
ahe admired that expression, though she wished at this mo¬ 
ment to dispel it; — nor was it long before she succeeded in 
driving away all traces of care from his countenance. 
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Several agreeable visits succeeded that to Cransley; and at 
last, when they approached the neighbourhood of M * * *, 
he left her for a few days at the house of a cousin, while he 
preceded her to his quarters, for the purpose of preparing 
some comfortable habitation for her reception. 

He was fortunate enough to find a very pretty cottage, 
with a veraiula and a ganlen, to be let, within a mile of the 
town. He arranged the furniture so as to make it look as 
little like a lodging-house as possible; he unpacked all the 
presents which had, at a considerable expense, been forwarded 
to M * * * ; and before Blanche joined him, he had so dis¬ 
posed the buhl clock, the inkstands, the paper-cutters, the 
letter-pressers, the IVrsian table-covers, and the low, 
luxurious, well-cushioned arm-chair which Lady Cumber- 
W'orth insisted should form part of the camp equipage, as to 
give the room a look of home. 

De Molton hastened to receive Blanche at the door, and 
ushered her, with more complacency and satisfaction than he 
had antici]>ated, through the narrow entrance, into the treil- 
laged <lrawing-room. 

It was a lovely evening! The flowers had not yet all 
faded, — the little garden rvas bright in the westerrr sun. The 
view was enchanting ! —rich varieties of luxuriant trees clothed 
tlje undulating slope to the sea-shore, and the clear blue sea, 
at a little distance, which from their elevated situation reflected 
to their eye the azure of the heavens, formed as it were a 
background to the tvoodod bank. 

Blanclie tvas enchanted. “ How lovely, how beautiful! 
Oh, what are castles, halls, abbeys, parks, or palaces, to such 
a home .as this, with the person one loves?” 

l>e Molton was indeed ha])py — too happy for utterance. 
A tear gathered in his eye, which he was almost ashamed 
shoidd be seen even hy his w'ife, — and yet he could not avert 
his eyes from hers \vhen she looked up so tenderly in his face. 
He gently drew her arm within his own, and they walked 
forth to enjoy in tlie fulness of their hearts the beauties of 
nature, and the delight of enjoying them together. 

I'lianks to the snow-white table-cloth, the handsome plate, 
the presents of Lord Falkingham ; the pretty dinner service, 
that of Lord Cumberworth ; the lovely dessert service, that 
of Latly Cumberworth ; the cut-glass bottles, that of the eldest 
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Miss De Molton ; the tea-things, that of Miss M. De Molton ; 
the breakfast-things, that of Miss J. De Molton ; the silver 
urn, that of one of Blanche’s married sisters; and the silver 
coflfee-pot, that of another; the first four-and-twenty hours 
of Blanche’s life as the mistress of her own house, passed in 
a state of rapture and of constant exclamations at the useless¬ 
ness and contemptibility of money. 

She forgot that she was all this time enjoying money’s 
worth, and that indifference to worldly advantages is not put 
to the test wdiile a person possesses every luxury, every 
elegance, though on a small scale, — at the moment of all 
others, too, when married lovers wish only for the enjoyment 
of each other’s society. 

One of the soldiers, wdio had been trained by De Molton 
to act as his valet, served as footman. His horses were, of 
course, taken care of in the barracks; and as he had a gig, 
they were able to drive every day in different directions, ex¬ 
ploring ne^v parts of the delightful country around. Blanche’s 
life was a day-dream of <lelight — lier rich hazel eyes sparkled 
with feeling and gaiety — her rosy lips smiled joyously whtni- 
ever De Molton enteretl the room ; to her 

“ This earth was all one l)eautiful dream.” 

Still, De Alolton felt that Blanche had not steadily and dis¬ 
passionately weighed the advantages and disadvantages of their 
present situation, and that it w'as not with a thorough know¬ 
ledge of what she was undertaking that she had made choice 
of poverty with him. 

Too much reliance must not be placed on those who, hav¬ 
ing never had a wish ungratified in the way of worldly con¬ 
veniences, profess to despise them. If those who have already 
experienced privation deliberately form a poor marriage, we 
may conclude that they will know how to abide by the selec¬ 
tion they have made, and we need not anticipate for them 
mortification and disappointment. 

De Molton, from his early youth, had had many opportuni¬ 
ties of seeing the real details of a married officer’s life; and 
though, for the sake of the woman he loved, he gladly encoun¬ 
tered the difficulties which he knew awaited him, he was tho¬ 
roughly aware what they were, and he regretted tltat she should 
be exposed to them. He almost trembled at her exuberant 
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happiness, knowing that he might not always procure for her 
a pretty cottage orne in the neighbourhood of his barracks, and 
that they sliould not always be quartered in so cheap a country 
as Devonshire. 

He would rather have seen her more soberly contented ; and 
when she, proud as it were of being so happy, looked towards 
him for applause, she was half-mortified at the flatness with 
which her unworldly sentiments were received. 

These sentiments were not so frequently expressed as the 
season advanced. The flowers were all gone; the little gar¬ 
den was very damp ; the veranda kept out the sun, and the 
windows did not keep out the wind; the roof did not always 
exclude the rain ; and black beetles abounded on the ground 
floor, and sometimes a stray one mounted to the bed-rooms. 
The walks were muddy, the drives were windy, the trees had 
lost their foliage, and the chimneys smoked. 

One evening, as they left the little dining-room, and entered 
the small drawing-room, they were half-stifled with smoke.— 
“Oh, <learest Frank ! make haste and open the window, or we 
shall be smothcre<l.’’ Hut the window was a French window, 
an<l the wind set that way. There was no fastening it open 
so as not to run the risk of breaking it, or letting in a jjerfect 
hurricane. I'hcy agreed to open door, and wdndow, and to 
la-turn to the dining-room till the atmosphere was once more 
iit for respiration. 

Tiiis desirable result was soon accomplished, as small rooms 
are soon filled with smoke, soon cleared, soon warmed, and 
soon cooled. Accordingly, wdien they re-entered their snug 
a])artment, they might as well have established themselves under 
the veranda, for any benefit they derived from the fire, which 
was only now beginning to burn. “ Tliis is the only objection 
to small rooms ! ” exclaimed Lady Blanche. “ If one keeps 
the doors shut, they become oppressively hot; and if one opens 
a door or a window, they are as cold as if they had never been 
inhabited.” 

“ It is very trvie indeed,” rejoined De Molton: “ shall I fetch 
you a shawl, dearest Blanche ? ” 

“ Thank you, dearest F'rank, 1 think it would lie comfort¬ 
able : ” and she drew her chair close to the fire, and placed her 
feet upon the fender, when a great puff* of black smoke turned 
hack from the chimney, as if to fly in her face. She quickly 
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pushed back her chair. “ How stujiid that Devonshire girl is I 
— she always will heap the grate with small coals. Surely a 
housemaid’s business is to know how to light a fire ! ” 

‘‘ It is, indeed ; but I am afraid a raw Devonshire girl is 
not likely to be an accomplished housemaid.” And l>e Molton 
hastened out of the room to seek liis dear Blanche’s shawl. 

** Now, Frank, you must read to me while 1 work: that 
will be so comfortable ! and 1 have a great deal of work to do. 
I shall show you what a good poor man’s wife I am ! ” She 
took out of her delicate ivory w'ork-box a small cap of tiny 
dimensions, which she was beginning to embroider with the 
the most intricate patterns. 

De Molton looked really i)leascd, and smiled upon her with 
the gentle sentimental smile which bad always appeared so 
bewitching. 

The room became warmer, the fire clearer ; the shawl was 
very tenderly arranged by De Molton himself; ami they sat 
down to pass a comfortable, domestic, and rational evening. 

“What book shall I read to you?” inquired De Molton. 
“ Some of your own youthful library, which your mother so 
kindly sent after us?” 

“Oh no! I know all those books by heart; but you have 
some of your own upon that shelf. I dare say they will be 
quite new to me.” 

“ I dare say they will, dearest, for they are all upon mili¬ 
tary tactics, engineering, ami fortification, — V’auban, Coehorn, 
ami Jomini, &c.” 

“ Oh, that will never do,” rejoined Blamdie. “ But there are 
some novels from the circulating library at M * * which I 
have not yet looked at. 1 dare say that you will find some¬ 
thing to amuse, though it may not instruct us.” 

He turned over the volumes — the usual trash of a country 
town library—Lady hivelinas and Allemlorfs, and Cecilias and 
Mortimers, Albertinas and Ildelheims, Kleanoras and Miral- 
dinis, by the dozen, ’i'hey attempted one or two, but could 
not proceed beyond the first three pages. 

“ Dearest Frank, why would you not subscribe to a London 
library, as I begged you to do ? Y ou see these books are not 
readable.” 

“ The expense of the carriage, dear Blanche, as well as that 
of the original subscription, made me very unwilling to do so. 
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Moreover, even the London libraries do not supply one with 
very good books, when one is at such a distance in the country.” 

“ Well! we will return these horrors, and you shall see 
what you can procure to-morrow. By the by, do send for 
the mason, or the bricklayer, or whoever the man may be, who 
does chimneys, and let him try to prevent the smoke. Look, 
again J now we have had fresh coals.” 

‘‘ 1 will send about it to-morrow ; but I am afraid we shall 
not be able to effect much good in a lodging-house.” 

The next day “ the man who did chimneys ” came, and he 
proposed new setting the grate, contracting the sides, and alter¬ 
ing the flue. Blanche said, by all means, if these measures 
W’ould secure the absence of smoke. l)e Molotn inquired what 
wovild be the cost of the alteration, and found that it would be 
nearly a third of the house-rent for the year. He paused, dis¬ 
missed the man, and explained to Blanche, that as they were 
to pay her father and mother a visit in the spring, and as a 
great part of the winter was over, and as they would ]>robably 
be quartered in some different part of the world the following 
winter, it would not be wise to spend much inontw upon this 
chimney ; and he advised their silting iji the dining-room when 
the wind happened to blow from the smoky quarter. 

To this she assented, hut it was with an efibrt; and she 
evidently did so. to prove that she was indeed tlie good poor 
Uian's wife she had ]>rofesKed to he. 

Colonel .lones, the colonel of the regiment, and his wife, on 
their return from a short absence among their friends, waited 
upon Lady Blanche. i\s she could not, in this remote comer 
of the world, enjoy the best society, Blanche would much 
have preferred living in complete seclusion. But De Molton, 
who thought any slackness on their part would be a want of 
attention from an inferior to a superior officer, did not allou^ 
her to piit off” the visit of propriety. 

The weather was fine, though cold ; and they walked to call 
on (Colonel and Mrs. Jones, who lived in the town, close to the 
barracks. 

As they entered the door, their noses were assailed by the 
smell of roast mutton and rice pudding ; and they were ushered 
into a dark two-windowed country-town drawing-room, with 
a dirty green paper, anil a high dado, which had once been 
])ait»ted white ; while remarkably smart hell-ropes rendered the 
dingiuess of the rest more conspicuous from tlte contrast. 
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Nine rosy children and the igoverness were seated at dinner; 
Mrs. Jones officiating as carver, and the head nurse assisting 
the youngest to guide its food safely to its mouth. A smell of 
pudding and of small beer pervaded the apartment, and greatly 
annoyed Lady Blanche. 

De Molton introduced her to the Colonel’s lady, who, relin¬ 
quishing the carving knife to the governess, retired from the 
scene of action to the sofa with Lady Blanche, and apologised 
for her children being so late at dinner, saying, “ The colonel 
had taken the boys out with him to see the itinerant menagerie 
in the market-place, and had kept them beyond their usual 
dinner-hour; or else,” she continued, “ I always make it a 
point to be fit to be seen at visiting hours, for when one lives 
in the worlti, one can never tell wlio may drop in.” 

The little Joneses, who, having always lived in the world,” 
were not shy, and were not more awed by the De Moltons than 
by Mr. and Mrs. M‘Vining, or Mr. and Mrs. Green, or any 
of the other misters and mistresses who “ dropped in,” pro¬ 
ceeded with their repast somewhat noisily : they were healthy, 
and there were nine of them ! 

Blanche could hardly hear herself speak, but she was too 
w'ell-bred to be fine ; and she contrivetl to look as if she heard 
all Mrs. Jones said, and as if she was quite accustomed to noisy 
children and clattering plates. 

Dinner was over; grace w-as said in French by the eldest 
girl; they rose simultaneously ; and, after being kissed by 
their mamma, were dismissed to have their faces washed, and 
their brown holland pinafores taken off, prej)aratory to the 
afternoon w'alk. 

Mrs. Jones was an excellent woman, who w'as devoted to 
her domestic duties, anti she considered the wliole proceeding 
as so completely in the common course of things, that she 
made no apologies; and was so far from being di.stressed or 
annoyed by the bustle, the fertnent, and the clatter, that she 

was scarcely aware a noise had existed, or that when the door 

•> 

closed upon the last child a calm succeetled to the storm. 

When the De Moltons took their leave, Mrs. Jones good- 
humouredly ran to the top of the stairs and called aloud for 
John, at the same time complaining how troublesome it was 
that neither of the bells in the drawing-room would ring. John 
was not forthcoming; and a dirty housemaid appeared in his 
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stead, hastily tying a clean apron over the very dirty one 
beneath: she opened the street-door, and Blanche squeezed 
past her into tne welcome open air. 

“ Oh, Frank ! ” she exclaimed, how can people submit to 
live in so wretched and vulgar a manner ! Mrs. Jones is «ot 
so dreadful herself, but her entourage!’^ 

“ My dear Blanche, Colonel Jones is very poor: and he has 
nine children.” 

“ But there is no occasion to have things about one so dirty, 
so untidy, so uncomfortable. We are poor, but how different!” 

“ Our cottage would not contain one ninth of Colonel Jones's 
children.” 

“ But why have no bell ? And why such bell-ropes ? ” 

“ Poor people cannot afford to furnish every temporary 
lodging-house with elegancies.” 

“ But why have all the Master and Miss Joneses dine in 
one's drawitig-roorn ? ” 

“ I dare say all the other rooms are pre-occupied as sleep¬ 
ing apartments for said Master and Miss Joneses.” 

“ Now you are resolved to be provoking, and I could beat 
you for not agreeing with me.” 

“ 1 am afraid, Blanche, that poverty is not a pretty thing in 
reality, though it sounds pretty in a book.” 

De Molton looked serious ; he could not joke upon the 
subject. Blanche also looked serious, for she thought he was 
rather over solemn, and she firmly resolved she w'ould not be 
poor after Mrs. .lones’s fashion. 

Jiianche worked very diligently at the little cap ; and when 
she had finished the cap, she embroideretl the body of a little 
frock, and showed them exultingly to her husband. Still tliese 
preparations did not go far towards providing the expected 
scion of the house of De Molton with the necessary wardrobe, 
ainl Blanche feared she should be obliged to procure many 
articles ready-made in the town. 

“ Why shoukl not your maid work at them, my dear.'*” 
suggested De Molton, as he found her considering, and won¬ 
dering, and calculating what plan she had best pursue. 

“ VV"hy, perhaps she would undertake the caps for me; but 
she has never been used to anything but dress-making. Mamma 
never expected her to do anything else.” 

B B 



370 


BliANCHB. 


You have been working so much yourself, surely you 
must have done a great deal.” 

Oh yes ! — this cap and this body. Look, how beautiful 
they are ! ” 

•JBlauche’s distresses on this score were however soon re¬ 
lieved by learning from Lady Cumberworth that her good- 
natured sistcrs-in law had amused themselves by making and 
providing everything she could want, and that a lovely set of 
baby-linen would meet her at Lord l'''alkingham’s, where she 
was to pass some time previous to her confinement, in order 
that she might be under her mother’s eye. 

She was not sorry when the time came for leaving the pretty 
smoky cottage. The March winds did not agree with the 
chimney, and she was not well enough to he able to roam 
among the dells and dingles, the shaws and the banks, in 
search of violets and j)rimroses ; anti she thought it would 
certainly be more desirable to enact the invalid, with all ap¬ 
pliances and means to boot, in her father’s luxurious mansion, 
than in the windy, smoky, creaking lath and plaster cottage, 
which looked so pretty in the l)eginning of September. 

In London, Blanche would have Ixren perfectly happy with 
her kind father, — her mother who loved her, though not 
with the usual melting tenderness of a mother, — with her 
husband, who was as handsome and interesting in appearance, 
and if possible more affectionate in his attentions tlian ever, 
— and wdth her husband’s family doting upon her, — if it had 
not been that Lady Falkingham treated l)e Molton with a 
shade of superciliousness. She always spoke of her daughter 
as poor Blanche,” wondered to see her look so well after the 
terrible W’inter she had passed in a houst^ scarcely weather-tight, 
alluded constantly to the great change that ha<l taken ]*lacc in 
her situation, and almost ridiculed the notion of the Miss I>e 
Moltons having presented her w'ith such pretty worked caps 
and embroidered frocks for the “ poor little creature ” that 
was expected ! 

These speeches, although they contained some undeniable 
truths, were extremely galling to De Moltt>n, and very un¬ 
pleasant to Blanche, for his sake, as well as for her own. 

Blanche found herself infinitely happier with her Imsband’s 
family, where, instead of being treated as a person who was 
now to be looked down upon by those who were once her 
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compeers, she was considered the most charming of her sex ; 
adored by Lady Cumberworth for having loved her son so 
disinterestedly ; made a fuss with by the Miss de Moltons 
because they were good-humoured girls, by nature inclined to 
like rather than dislike any fine, natural, affectionate creature 
of their own age; and very much admired by Lord Cumber- 
worth, who thought she was an exceedingly fine woman, and 
that Frank was a very lucky fellow, for the present at least, 
however the marriage might turn out in the long-run. 


CHAPTER XV. 

Thoro little love or canty clieer can come 
]‘'rae iluddy doublets and a pantry tuom. 

Allan Ramsay. 

As De Molton expected, the quarters of his regiment were 
changed ; anti soon after Blanche’s confinement, he left her to 
superintend the removal of their goods and chattels, and the 
arrangement of them in some other temporary domicile. 

Fnfortunately, the regiment was sent to a small town, 
built principally of retl brick, situatt*d in one of the midland 
counties, — ugly, bare, and bleak. There were no pretty 
cottages with nice gardens in the neighbourhood ; not even a 
retired farm house, with a few' rooms to be let ; for the rustic 
inconveniences and rural inelegancies of a rambling farm¬ 
house are infinitely preferable to the pert vulgarity of a red 
house in a street. 

To this last alternative De Molton w’as most unwillingly 
reduced, and all be could accomplish w'as the acquisition of 
one of the few tenements to which was affixed a bright light- 
green balcony, wdiich fbrme<l a brilliant contrast to the ver¬ 
milion of the walls; at least, the untarnished freshness of 
the colouring gave promise of new furniture and cleanliness 
within. 

He returned to London for his w'ife and child, and his de¬ 
light at seeing them was somewhat alloyed by finding that, 
<luring his absence, Blanche and her father had ascertained that 
’I'unon was very little out of the way to 'fernpie Loseley, and 
that, consequently, he and her mother w'ould pass a night or 
two witli Blanche on their way into the country. 

B B 2 
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If his heart had sunk within him at the thoughts of intro¬ 
ducing his wife to the vulgar abode which he had been obliged 
to provide for her, how much more did it sink at the thoughts 
of exhibiting to her parents their graceful, their beautiful, 
their high-born daughter, as mistress of this same abode. 
Moreover, the house was not calculated to receive an influx of 
company. 

Still every one ought to be proud and happy to receive their 
father and mother-in-law under their roof ; and he was deter¬ 
mined to be so. He reminded himself that, though he was 
poor, he had never pretended to be otherwise, he never would 
pretend to be otherwise : there was no disgrace in j)overty ; he 
had presented himself under no false colours; he knew his 
own situation, and he would not throw a ridicule over it by 
seeming ashamed of it. 

Blanche had pictured to herself another cottage, of the same 
stamp as that in Devonshire: and as the country was now in 
full beauty, and as there was no occasion to put the chimneys 
to the test, she anticipated with pleasure showing her mother 
how happy and how pretty an humble home might be ; how 
dignified De Molton could look, thougli employed in working 
in his garden ; and how little she deserved the pity that had 
been lavisheil upon her. 

She was extremely vexed when her dear Frank broke to her 
the nature of the country, the situation of the town, the sort of 
house he had been compelled to hire. 

“ Is there nothing else to be procured for love or money ’’ 

“ For money, yes; for love, not !” he replied. 

“ But if something else is to be got, for Heaven’s sake make 
any sacrifice ! ” 

"There is one house much larger than we require, which 
has been fitted up with every luxury by a retired brewer, who 
now wishes to travel, and wouhl gladly let it.” 

Oh, that will lie just the thing ! ” 

My dear ! the rent is far, far beyond our means.” 

" Oh ! but for one year, ilearest Frank ! ” 

" With a limited income, one year’s extravagance unavoid¬ 
ably entails many, many years of real distress. I will not run 
the risk of being unable to answer the just demands of my 
tradesmen. I never sent a creditor away without his money, 
an4 I never wilL” 


f-'V'r5.»vrv».iv..* 
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De Molton spoke with seriousness, and something approach¬ 
ing harshness ; for he suffered under the mortification of his 
wife, and the tone was meant to confirm his own determina¬ 
tion, not to be unkind to her. She thought him stern. 

We had much better put oflP papa and mamma, and say at 
once we cannot receive them.” 

Her tone was a little pettish. De Molton’s task was no 
longer so difficult ; he dreaded seeing her unhappy, but the 
moment he perceived there was temper mixed with her sorrow, 
his fortitude returned, and he replied, “ By no means: such 
as it is, our home is ever open to our parents ; and we have 
only to regret that it is not in our power to make them more 
comfortable.” 

“ I had a thousand times rather mamma did not come at 
all, than that she should see me in such a hole as you describe.” 

Her voice was half choked Avith rising emotion : she had led 
her motlier to expect something so very different ! The Devon¬ 
shire cottage had grown under her glowing descriptions into a 
miniature terrestrial paradise. 

“ Blanche, this is not kind by your parents ; you should 
wish to see them for their own sakes.” Certainly De Molton 
did not wish to see them, but he would not have pleaded guilty 
to such a weakness for the world. 

“ I do not knoAV how 1 can wish to be exposed to mamma’s 
taunting expressions and contem])tuous looks ; ” and partly from 
vexation, and partly from bodily Aveakness, she burst into tears. 

Blanche, this is clnldish ! You chose to marry a poor 
man, and you must abide by it.” 

You should not be the person to speak so coldly and un¬ 
kindly. You knoAv the thing I mind most of all is, that 
mamma always seems to despise you ; and I had hoped to 
show her that, though we Avere poor, aac did not deserve pity.” 
Her sobs here interrupted her words. In addition to her 
other mortifications, she felt injured by the husband whose 
dignity she was so anxious to uphold. 

De Molton was quite overcome by finding it was for him 
her feelings Avere so strongly excited. “ Blanche, dearest 
Blanche!” he exclaimed, you do not think me ungrateful 
for all you have given up for my sake ! Oh no! you cannot 
think that ! ” And he soothed her by every attention and 
kindness in his poAver. 
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The effervescence of her mortification and vexation'had 
exhausted itself, and she was sorry to have wounded him ; he 
was also annoyed at having allowed an unkind word to escape 
his lips ; and they were still sufficiently lovers for their little 
quarrel to be almost a renewal of love : almost, — but not 
quite. Blanche could not forget that he had said, “^You 
have married a poor man, and you must abide by it; ” and 
De Molton remembered that she had said, ‘‘ She should be 
ashamed to be seen in such a hole” as the only home he could 
take her to. 

These words recurred to his mind more and more frequently 
as they drew near the small town of Turton. He felt quite 
angry with the Horse-guards for having built any barracks in 
so frightful a country as that which they were approaching. 
It was all arable; but there were no enclosures, no hedges, no 
hill, no dale, no woods, no copses ; merely a succession of 
fields ; in the highest state of cultivation it is true, but that 
circumstance did not add to their beauty in Blanche’s eyes. 
She would gladly have seen the wheat enlivened by some 
brilliant scarlet poppies, some beautiful old-fashioned blue 
corn-flowers, now almost exploded by the improvements in 
agriculture; she would gladly have been greeted with the 
fragrance of a distant field of charlock. 

They bad a good view of Turton long before they reached 
it; for it was placed in the midst of a large basin of land, 
divided into squares by the various crops, though by no other 
visible mark. From the last hill, as they looked down into 
the broad vale below, De Molton felt resj>onsible for its ugli- 
ne.ss, and tried to carry off a sensation something resembling 
shame, by remarking that, though such scenery was not to our 
English eyes picturesque, it was very like '‘^la l>elle France.” 
The day was grey and colourless: there were no gleams of 
sunshine, no passing shadows, which will invest any extensive 
view with a certain degree of beauty. The wheat was all 
green, the barley was green, the oats were green, the tares 
were green, the clover was green ; there was no variety of hue, 
except where, here and there, a field lay fallow, or had been 
newly ploughed up. 

De Molton looked cheerlessly upon Blanche’s spiritless face, 
and fairly wished the first evening in their new domicile come 
and gone. Blanche wished, upon her arrival, to be able to 
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say she fount! it better than she expected, but the words died 
away upon her lips. She walketl to the window, and looked 
up and down the straight street. There was the lawyer’s 
house opposite, with a brass knocker well polished ; then came 
the Sun Inn, all new, and red, and staring; then a paltry 
shop; and then the apothecary’s door, surmounted by a gilt 
pestle and mortar. The road was dusty, and the cut lime- 
trees before the houses on the other side of tlie lawyer’s %vere 
rather whitish-brown, than green. I'he street ran north, and 
south ; a gust of wind drove down it from the north, which 
gave the poor leaves a fresh coating Ix-'fore her eyes. 

It w%as as cold as days sometimes are in June: she turned 
from the window, and i>ro))osed a fire ; they both dreaded the 
attempt, but it succeeded, and there was no smoke. 

lilanche wished the days had not been so long, that they 
might sooner have let down the green Venetian blinds (there 
were no shutters), drawn the short and scanty white curtains, 
and shut out the dismal prospect. She tried to place the 
furniture in such })ositions as to give the room an inhabited 
appearance, but she only succeedtxl itt making it look untidy. 
'J’he little <Umity covered chaific-lnugue was wlieeled out from 
the wall, and placed betw^een the fire and the window, till 
they found that so sharp a draught cut across from the ill- 
closed sashes, that it was quickly wheeled back to its original 
situation. A card-table w'as set open, and made to enact the 
part of a stand for pt'tits ohjrtfs, Blanche collected all her 
baskets and boxes, in hopes of makitig the apartment look 
comfortahle, hut her efforts w^ere not as yet crowmed with success. 

Tlie next day she bought a square of dark red cloth, and she 
hound it witlt gold-coloured binding, and with it concealed a 
great portion of the card-table, and set off to better advantage 
the vh(‘f-<.Cifinvrva of art and the .vo/eecn/r.v of sentiment. The 
arm-chair, the dear arm-chair, was unpacked ; and the buhl 
deck, it was hoped by both of them, would be a redeeming 

Alas ! there was no part of the room in wdiich the buhl 
clock coukl be safely and advantageously placed 1 'I'he little 
chimney-piece w'as infinitely too narrow ; the card-table was 
already filled ; and the one other table which was not in con¬ 
stant requisition was by far too rickety to be entrusted with so 
precious an article. 
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At length the small souvenirs were removed to the rickety 
table, and the clock was established upon the card-table ; and 
De Molton, when he looked upon his wife with her child upon 
her knee, saw no fault in the arrangement of the room. 

There was, however, one misfortune to which even De 
Molton could not close his eyes or bar his senses, — a misfor¬ 
tune, too, which was utterly irremediable. 

A kind of fixture, — half cupboard, half Iwokcase, — the 
lower part of which opened like a cupboard while the top 
finished in shelves, adorned each side of the fire j)lace. Now, 
in the lower part of one of these nondescript things there was 
every reason to heheve the predecessors of the De Moltons had 
been in the habit of keeping apples. When the room was 
closed, this dire smell of ai)ples assailed their noses, and at 
length it w'as traced home to the guilty spot. 

Chloruret of lime, eau de Cologne, every sort of fumigation 
was tried, but the indomitable sniell was only quelled for the 
time : it returned with fresh vigour ! Blanche was in utter 
despair, for Lady Falkingham was expected in a day or two, 
and she was renowmed for the extreme acuteness of her olfac¬ 
tory nerves ! Blanche had rei)ressed any expression of her 
feelings, till this last blow quite overcame her fortitude. 

“ Can nothing be done about this smell, Frank ? It will 
distract mamma ! ” 

Upon my word I do not know what more to recommend. 
Let us wash it again with chloruret of lime just before your 
mother comes.” 

I would not mind all the rest if we could but get rid of 
this smell of aj)ples ! 

That expression — “ all the rest,” spoke volumes. De 
Molton was fully aware how much it implied of tliscomfort. 

Love in a cottage is a thing very frequently met with in 
books, and not unfrequently in actual life ; but love in a re<l- 
brick house in the street of a country town can never exist in 
poetry, and seldom in reality. 

There is one other thing I would fain alter, Frank, and 1 
think it might be accomplished without much expense.” 

Blanche spoke timidly, for she had learned to be afraid of 
proposing anything which he might deem extravagant. “ Could 
we not get rid of the knocker on the door ? It looks dreadful; 
but the horrid vulgar sound is worse than the appearance. It 
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is impossible to forget where one is, when one hears that rap- 
a-tap ! ” 

lie Molton sighed to think she should so wish to forget that 
she was in her home, with her husband and her child; and 
Blanche, two years before, would not have believed she could 
ever have been otherwise than contented, when certain of De 
Moltan’s constancy, of his undivided affection, and when 
united to him by the holiest ties. 

The day arrived on which the almost dreaded parental visit 
was to be paid. De Molton proposed driving to a nursery- 
garden at no great distance, and buying some flowers, which 
would make the room look rather more gay and countryfied. 
To this Blanche gladly assented ; and she took great pains to 
fill all the little ugly vases upon the chimney-piece, and all the 
finger-glasses which were not wanted after dinner, with such 
flowers as could be procured. 'I'hey had arranged everything 
for the accommodation of Lord and Lady Falkinghamas well as 
the capabilities of the house permitted. Blanche’s maid was 
turned out of her room, and into the nursery, for Lady Falk- 
inghain’s maid ; an arrangement which by no means met with 
her ai)prol»atioti, atul which had not been accomplished with¬ 
out considerable difficulty. 

De Molton relinquished his dressing-room to his father-in- 
law, and, unknown to any one, as he hoped, performed his 
toilet very early in the morning in the dining-room ; the little 
back-parlour having been consecrated to the ladies’-maids, and 
anytliing being more practicable than to interfere with their 
morning repast. 

Both Blanche anti De Molton bad looked repeatedly into 
each room, and had ascertained that everything was as com¬ 
fortable as they couhl make it, and they sat waiting in some 
agitation for the arrival of their guests. 

(lenerally speaking, if there is a moment of unmixed hap¬ 
piness, it is that in which parents pay their first visit to a 
married child, and in which children receive the first visit from 
their parents. 

The pretty, half-childish, half-matronly pride with which 
the young wife cloes the honours of her domestic arrange¬ 
ments; the tearful joy of the mother as she inspects and 
admires ; the honest happiness of the father ; and the modest 
exultation of the bridegroom who has installed the creature he 
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loves in all the comforts with which she is surrounded, — 
render the moment one of pleasing interest to the most care¬ 
less bystander. 

But such were not the feelings which animated any of the 
present party. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


Somo (lifforpiicp of this <lanf;(*roii8 kind,’ 

IJv which, though Uglit, the links tlnU bind' 

'I'he tiindest hparts may soon be riven ; 

Some shadow in I^ove’s summer lieav’n. 

Which, though a Heecy cloud at first. 

May yet in>wful thunders burst. 

Latin Jiookh. 

The Falkinghams did not arrive till very late. Blanche 
knew that every moment's delay was injtrrious to the repast 
she was so anxious should be toleraVdy well dressed. She 
several times ran down into the kitchen herself, to enforce 
upon the cook that she must contrive to keep buck the dinner 
without letting the meat he over-roasted. 

At length they heard a great rumbling of w'heel.s and halloo¬ 
ing of little boys, and the well-known carriage with four 
horses drove rapidly by, and drew up at the Sun Inn opposite. 
The postillions were soon directed to the right house ; the 
whole equipage was turned rouml, and at length drew up 
before the little door. 

All this caused a sensation ; and well crepeW heads were 
seen popping up above the white blinds of the lawyer's 
opposite, and frilled caps appeared at the windows of the 
house with the cut lime-trees, and waiters, chamber-maids, and 
boots thronged to the door of the inn, hoping the coroneted 
carriage was going to put up at the Sun. 

The first greetings were over, aiid Blanche was eager to 
show her mother to her room, lor, on hospitable thoughts 
intent,” she was reflecting on the over-lx)iled chickens and the 
over-roasted beef. But their progress was arrested by the 
imY>erial ! It was stuck in the turning of the stairs; and 
Lady Falkingham’s tall footman, who measured six feet two 
inches and a half, and De Molton’s omnipresent John Benton, 
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were struggling, and lifting, and pushing, and shoving in 
vain ! 

'J^his was an unlocked for misfortune ; one which might 
have been laughed at, among people so nearly and intimately 
connected, and one which might have been an excuse for 
(lining very merrily in travelling costume; but with Blanche's 
feelings, with Lady Falkingharn’s, with De Mol ton’s feelings, 
the misadventure had a contrary effect. Blanche was ex¬ 
tremely annoyed, and led her mother back to the drawing¬ 
room : while De Molton hastened to lend his assistance, and, 
with the help of his more judicious mode of turning the im¬ 
perial, it was extricated from its inconvenient position, and 
was safely dt?posited in Lady Falkingham’s room. 

All this produced some delay ; theti came their respective 
toilets; and they were not seated in the dining-room till an 
hour and three quarters after the cook had expected to dish 

V * 

up. 

It re(juires the coolness, the presence of mind, the decision 
of the bolder sex, to be able to accelerate or to retard the 
dinner-hour. ’riie humble cook of the De Moltons was 
thoroughly feminine in her timidity, and the consequence was, 
that the chickens fell to pieces in the dish, that the beef 
crackled under the teeth, that the j»otatocs were watery and 
sodden, that the greengages of the pudding had burst through 
their surrounding paste, and presented a shapeless, confused, 
and uninviting mass to the eye, w'hile the maccaroni was 
stringy, strong, and burned. 

De Molton had wished the dinner to be plain and without 
j)rerension, and he had flattered himself that, by attempting 
nothing, they must be secure from a failure. Alas ! they had 
the mortification of seeing both their guests scarcely able to 
finish what they had upon tlieir plates, and of perceiving that 
Lord Falkingham hel[)ed himself thrt*e times to cheese, and 
that La<Iy Falkingham demolished full half the sponge-cake at 
dessert? De Molton, who was habitually reserved and pos¬ 
sessed much self-command, maintained a calm exterior; but 
Blanclie, wdio, whatever might be her wish to do so, was never 
able to conceal her feelings for any length of time, was in a 
fussy state of agitation, and was the first to complain of the 
badness of the dinner. 

Her remarks disturbed the equanimity of John Benton, 
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who was most anxious that all should go off well. In his 
eagerness, he made more noise, jarred the plates, knocked the 
glasses together, clattered the knives and forks, and placed the 
dishes on the table in a more fearful undeci<led manner than 
he was ever known to do before ; constantly brushing by Lady 
Falkingham’s cap to give a finishing touch to the arrangement 
of the table. Blanche’s martyrdom increased every moment! 

It is very easy to be tranquil, composed, and agreeable at 
the head of one's table, if one has the comfortable assurance 
that all will proceed properly and <lecorously ; but when one 
has no relijince that such will be the case, it is not so easy to 
preserve the careless air of perfect good-breeding ; still less so, 
should one actually see one’s guests hungry and incommoded : 
such tranquillity amounts to a lofty pitch of stoicism scarcely 
attainable by common mortals. 

If the Faikinghams had smiled good-humouredly, it might 
have been better ; but the mother preserved a civil semblance 
of not perceiving what was amiss, evidently treating the ])re- 
sent, as the best entertainment it was in the power of the l>e 
Moltons to give, and considerately sparing their feelings. 
When the ladies retired after dinner, J^ady Falkingham made 
no allusion to the house, the establishment, the cookery, or any 
part of the niiiinye, except the baby, on whose growth she ex¬ 
patiated, and whom she Avished to see in its crib. 

Blanche accordingly took her mother up-stairs to the garret, 
where Lady Falkingham was shocked at finding two beds in 
the small room. “ IVIy dear Blanche, do you allow tAvo people 
to sleep in such an apartment as this? It is very bad for the 
baby to be so confined as to air and space.” 

“ My maid sleeps here just now,” Blanche replied ; “ it 
cannot hurt the baby for a little Avhile.” 

“ The weather is so hot, I oaa'ii I should dislike it very 
much ; I always Avas very particular about giving you all an 
airy nursery ; — but I supi)Ose it cannot be helped,” added 
Lady Falkingham, checking herself. 

“ Oh this house is horrid ! ” exclaimed Blanche ; “ if you 
had but come to see us in our Devonshire cottage, mam¬ 
ma—! ” 

I wish I had, my dear.” 

“ But you know we have this only for a time, mamma ; 
and next year we may be quartered in a prettier country, and 
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a nicer neighbourhood, and where we can get something out of 
a town/’ 

I hope you will, my love,” replied Lady Falkingham, 
who was resolved to dwell as little as possible upon her 
daughter’s present discomfort, and who thought herself very 
kind and very meritorious in not saying what she thought, 
felt, and looked, — viz, “ I told you how it w'ould be.” 

The breakfast was not more prosperous. The bread was 
baker’s bread : the French rolls, well rasped and very tough, 
were exceedingly unlike the rolls and cakes of every variety 
w'hich graced the breakfast-table of Temple Loseley. The 
butter was bought at the shop ; and Turton was situated in 
an arable, not a grazing country ; they churned every morning 
at Temple Loselt!y. The cream was thin, colourless, and 
tasteless: the Alderneys at Temple Loseley were renowned for 
their perfection in beauty and brc'eding. 

Most assuredly, urban and rural poverty are very different 
things. Witli a pretty garden ; with flowers, poultry, cream, 
butter, eggs, and vegetables in profusion ; vulgarity and dis¬ 
comfort may always be avoided, though splendour may not be 
attained. 

The Falkinghams went away, sincerely commiserating their 
daught('r, although Lady Falkinghain’s sincere sorrow was 
somewhat alleviated by being able to remark to her husband 
how ])recisely everything had^ turned out as she had foreseen 
and jn'cdicted. 

M’heii they had driven from the <loor, Blanche sat down to 
W’ork at her needle, witli a sensation of depression more over¬ 
whelming than she had ever felt before. “ 1 am glad mamma 
is gone ! ” sht* exclaimed, after having hemmed nearly a yard of 
muslin without uttering : ‘‘ when peoj)le are no longer young, 
they miss the comforts to which they have been accustomed!” 

l)e Molton said nothing. He also had been deeply hurt, 
mortified in every way ; hurt to see his wife exposed to mor¬ 
tification, and mortified to see her feel it so keenly. 

“ Not but what mamma behaved beautifully,” continued 
Blanche, for she was half angry with her husband for his 
very silence: — she wdshed him to declare how annoyed and 
unhappy he also was ; but he was a proud man, and when 
such a man does feel mortification, it docs not find vent in 
W’^ords. Being somewhat displeased at his silence, she did 
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not spare him. The feelings of the daughter got the better of 
those of the wife, and she proceeded: IVIamma never com¬ 
plained of anything. It was only through her maid that 1 
heard she could not sleep a wink on account of the baby 
crying over head; and the partition being so thin, she 
heard her as plainly as if she had been in the same room. 
Mamma was very kind, she took care to say nothing to vex 
me. 

De Molton thought mamma would have been infinitely 
more kind if she had appeared a little less miserable, and hati 
not looked at Blanche as if she thought her a victim. He 
did not feel in charity with Lady Falkingham ; he found no 
pleasure in bearing her praised. 

“ I am going to call on Colonel Jones,” said De Molton ; 

I shall be at home again in time to walk with you.” He 
took his cap and his stick, and sallied forth ; but he had 
walked far beyond Colonel Jones’s, before he recollected his 
intention of calling upon him, and he had to retrace his steps 
for some quarter of a mile. He found him just returjiing 
from a long walk with some of his children, who were joy¬ 
ously sporting around him ; and they all together mounted 
the narrow staircase which led to a <lrawing-room much in 
the same style as Blanche’s, though somewhat larger in it.s 
dimensions. 

Mrs. Jones and her eldest girl were busily engaged in 
needle-work, while the second daughter was reading history 
aloud. She. cordially greeted De Molton, and said they had 
been taking advantage of the Colonel's having clearetl the 
house of the boys to get on with the education of the girls ; 

for in a small house, and with such a family, it is difficult 
to find a quiet moment,” added Mrs. Jones, witli a cheerful¬ 
ness and good-humour which seemed to prove she found no¬ 
thing unpleasant or disgraceful in poverty. 

She was the daughter of a country curate, and although 
well educated, and tolerably well horn, she did not feel the 
want of luxuries and elegancies to w’hich she had never been 
accustomed, and which none of those with whom she asso¬ 
ciated missed any more than her.seif. 

De Molton wished he could teach his wife to accommodate 
herself to her circumstances, as Mrs. Jones did. But how 
many habits had she to unlearn and to forget before she could 
be happy as Mrs. Jones was happy ! 
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He resolved to cultivate the Joneses, and he asked them to 
dinner that very day, frankly bidding them come and feast 
upon the remains of the provisions they had laid in for his 
father and mother in law. The hay>py and good-humoured 
Joneses accepted the invitation in the same unceremonious 
spirit in which it was made, and De Molton returned home to 
inform his wife of the company she might expect. She de¬ 
tested the thoughts of encountering another dinner in her own 
house; hut De Molton was not a person who would ever 
condescend to ask his wife’s permission before he invited a 
friend to dinner, and of that she was fully aware. 

The Joneses arrived just five minutes before the appointed 
hour ; and Mrs. Jones asked Blanclie’s leave to take off her 
bonnet, and arrange her hair at her looking-glass, as she had 
walked from her own house. She shortly re-appeared with 
her bows and her ringlets in the most perfect order, for she 
had never been in tlie liabit of dejiending upon the services of 
a maid. She also appeared in a smart silk gown ; her fair, 
fat, handsome arms uncovered, a necklace on her neck, and 
ear-rings in her ears. 

Blanche, on the contrary, was in a more seemly costume 
for a country dinner by day-light ; and Mr.«. Jones wondered 
her hostess sliould wear in the evening what seemed to her a 
morning dress. 

’’I'he cook’s nerves had not been agitated, and the dinner 
was very good. Colonel Jones was gay and conversible : he 
had served in the Peninsula ; he, and liis wife also, had been 
at Paris when the allied armies entered it ; they had seen 
many different countries, had been mixed up in many of the 
events of that period, when every day brought changes wdiich 
affected cm})ires ; they had been tlirown wdth many of the 
personages who already figure as historical characters. They 
were delighted wdth De Molton, who was an excellent lis¬ 
tener ; delighted wish Lady Blanche, who possessed the charm 
to which all j)eople in all ranks arc sesisible,—the real good¬ 
breeding of real high fashion ; ami Blanche was astonished 
to find herself in better sjurits than she had been in for some 
days. 

No fund of natural spirits, how'ever inexhaustible it may 
he, can stand the trial of seeing the guests under your roof, 
cold, abstracted, and comfortless; whereas tlie phrenologists 
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could certainly point out some organ in the human head which 
takes pleasure in being developed when you feel that those 
towards whom you are exercising the rites of hospitality are 
really and thoroughly enjoying themselves. 

There was a good deal of broad humour about Colonel 
Jones, and no shyness ; he was animated in his descriptions. 
De Molton’s wine was good of its sort; and the dinner was 
gay, — noisily gay. Blanche thought them a little vulgar, but 
still she liked them both ; and after the cheerless restraint 
which had prevailed during the two preceding days between 
ths nearest and dearest relations, there was something which 
expanded the heart in the warmth and cordiality of the Joneses. 

The dinner which they gave the De Moltons in return 
proved less agreeable. 'I’he astonishing clatter made by the 
servants, the badness of the cookery, the multitude of child¬ 
ren, and the friends who were invited to make up the party, 
did not conduce to reconcile Blanche to the real work-day 
details of poverty, as De Molton had at first intended it 
should, by showing her how happy people could be in its 
despite. 

The summer wore away, but without any summer enjoy¬ 
ments ; the autumn siicceeded, and winter followed in due 
succession. They had many invitations from different friends, 
but travelling was expensive ; and having been in London for 
some months during the spring, they could not obtain leave of 
absence for any length of time which might make it answ'er 
to leave home. 

The following year saw them removed to a fresh habita¬ 
tion, and saw another olive-branch added to the parent stock. 

The nurse now professed her inability to attend to two 
children, both babies as it were ; .she could not do justice to 
the dear little loves. Miss Emma, she w'as just old enough 
to get into mischief; and she w’as more work, a body might 
say, than the infant himself.” There was no denying the 
reason and truth of the nurse’s statement. It w-as also true, 
as the nurse added, that iny lady was very particular, and 
liked to see the children always nice ; that it w'as not as if 
she did not mind their being just dressed in browm holland pina¬ 
fores, and such like, as the little Master Joneses were ; that, 
for her part, she couhl not a-bear to see children look so,— 
just like anybody’s children.” 
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De Molten, as well as Blanche, was proud of little Emma’s 
exquisite beauty, and they could neither of tiiem endure the 
thoughts of their children not being thoroughly well taken 
care of. ‘‘Could you not ask Mrs. Green to help nurse?” 
suggested l)e Molton ; “ she might walk out with Emma, and 
might make her clothes. Our life is such a quiet one, surely 
she must have a great deal of time upon her bands.” 

Blanche stood rather in awe of Mrs. Green, who was a 
regular fine lady, and who felt the change in her situation to 
the full as acutely as Blanche herself could <lo, and who had 
not the same strong motive for bearing it with uncomplaining 
fortitude, inasmuch as she was not married to the man of her 
choice, neither had she any character for consistency to main¬ 
tain. In many of the minor distresses and difficulties which 
had occurred, Mrs. Green had not failed to make her mistress 
feel how great was her merit in submitting to them ; and 
Blanche knew it was utterly impossible to accomplish what 
De Molton (who was not so well versetl in the nice limits and 
boundaries of the honourable office of lady’s maid) thought 
couUl be so easily arranged. 

“ It is quite impossible, my dear Frank ! Green has alrea<ly 
})ut up with a great deal to oblige me, and I could notask her 
to w’ait upon the nursery.” 

“ 1 do not want her to wait upon the nursery, but she might 
assist the nurse.” 

“ I cun part with her, Frank ; but I cannot propose to her 
to attend upon the children.” 

De Molton, wdio saw no reason why one W'oman should sit 
idle, while another had more to do than she could well per¬ 
form, was half atmoyed with Blanche, and he answered 
rather quickly, “ All 1 can say is, I cannot afford to keep 
another servant.” 

“ I will tell Green what yoti say,” replied Blanche, with 
the tone of a heroine and a martyr ; and accordingly she lost 
no time in informing Green that she must look out for another 
situation unless she would wait on Miss Emma, as C’aptain 
De Molton rvislied ; and as, of course, Mrs. Green declined 
to <Io. 

So much separated from all former connexions, friends, and 
relations, as Blanche had been of late, she naturally felt a 
good deal annoyed at parting with a person whom habit 
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had rendered agreeable to her, who was an excellent lady’s 
maid; and was pleasing in her manners. De Molton could 
not sympathise in her annoyance at getting rid of a fine lady, 
and infinitely preferred the stout good-humoured girl who 
came in her steatl, and who was too happy to fetch and carry, 
and was too much honoured hy being allowed to wait on my 
lady. 

Unfortunately, the last remnant of Blanche’s trousseau was 
growing very shabby, and her wardrobe needed recruiting. 
Green was gone; the girl Phtebe was no milliner ; Blanche 
could embroider beautifully, and she could now accomplish 
children’s frocks with considerable success, but she could not 
make her own clothes. How should she ? She was obliged 
therefore to have her wants supplied by the country milliners, 
and both she and De Molton were appalled at the bills which 
were the inevitable consequence. 

Blanche wished exceedingly not to be expensive, but she 
knew not how to avoid being so. She had never had any 
allowance when a girl: she had been so amply supplied with 
every article of dress upon her marriage, and had since led so 
retired a life, that little occasion to spend money had occurred 
until now ; and she was ignorant how miraculously, when 
once the purse-strings are opened, the contents vanish as it 
were of themselves. 

It is a great fault in the education of girls, to omit teaching 
them, in some measure, the value of money. They suddenly 
find themselves at the head of an establishment, in which, if 
large, considerable sums pass through their hands ; if small, 
on them depends the comfort, or discomfort of the tnenagK; 
and they are not aware, (except from theory, which has little 
to say to practice) that twenty shillings make a pound. 

'I’he loss of Green was an annoyance of daily recurrence. 
Blanche could not dress her own hair ; and the awkward 
attempts of the shy and frightened red-fisted maid to brush 
and to curl, to braid and to crcper, made her every morning 
come down to breakfast in a ruffled and uncomfortable state. 
She found it necessary now and then to buy herself a cap, 
and unluckily the bill for these caps came in at a time when 
De Molton’s finances were at a very low ebb. Blanche had 
no pin-money, and she applied to him for the requisite sum. 

“ What nonsense, Blanche, to buy tawdry caps, when you 
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have all that beautiful brown hair, which is so much prettier 
and more becoming than any cap that can be made.” 

“ I never learned to dress hair ; and since Green is gone, 
I find it impossible to do without a cap. I have not quite 
made up my mind to go about a perfect figure, yet; but I 
dare say I soon shall. It is impossible to be welhdressed 
without a maid.” 

“ But surely you could soon learn to arrange your hair. 
You told me Mrs. Jones always dressed her own, and I am 
sure it is very smart—in bows, and all kinds of things.*’ 

This was too much for Blanche to endure. To have been 
forced to part with her maid ! I'o be refused a cap ! To be 
twitted with Mrs. Jones! To have Mrs. Jones set up as a 
pattern ! Indeed I should be very sorry to look like Mrs. 
Jones !” she exclaimed, with a heightened colour, and an eye 
which was very beautiful in its increased brilliancy: “ if you 
wished to have a wife who should look and dress like Mrs. 
Jones, you should not have selected me ! I hope I may never 
arrive at such a pitch of vulgarity as that! I had rather look 
like anybody in the whole world than Mrs. Jones !” and in 
her anger and petulance, she spoke, as she would not have 
done in a cooler moment, of a person whom she both respected 
and liked. 

“ Mrs. Jones is a most excellent and exemplary woman,” 
replied De Molton, with some solemnity of manner ; “ one 
who p«‘rforms the duties of her situation in life cheerfully and 
admirably. 1 have a very great regard for Mrs. Jones. Where 
is this bill.^” he added, with an awful calmness: “I am 
sorry to say you must buy no more caps. I have not tlie 
means of paying for them !” He gave her the money, w’hich 
she took with pain and indignation. 

It is very disagreeable to ask for money, — very disagree¬ 
able to receive it wdien it is given grudgingly. Women should 
ba ve, settled upon them when tliey marry, the sum which, in 
proportion to the income of their husband, they may in fair¬ 
ness spend upon their dress ; otherwise, if extravagant, there 
are no regular limits to their extravagance : while, on the other 
hand, however economical they may be, and however liberal 
the husband may wish to be, they may chance to ask for 
money at a moment when it may prove inconvenient to pro- 

c c 2 
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ciuce a sum which the man had not calculated would be called 
for at that particular moment. 

An expression of annoyance will wound and distress a high- 
minded woman, will anger a high-spirited one, or will induce 
a timid one to conceal her bills, and to acquire the habit of 
contracting debts unknown to her husband. 

Blanche received the money with a swelling indignant heart, 
and her feelings were not soothed when a tradesman entered 
with a long bill, for which I)e Molton drew a draft without a 
remark or a murmur, and most politely dismissed the man, 
pleased with his exactness aiul punctuality. 

Blanche thought, " After all, he is not really so poor as he 
pretends to be. He only talks thus to prevent my spending 
anything. He has money enough for every one else.” 

De Molton had appointed that very morning to pay tdiat 
very bill. He had purposely reserved the requisite sum, and 
he remained with scarcely enough for the weekly unavoiilahle 
expenses. But he did not explain all this to his wife. He 
was resolved never to run into debt, and he was unapproach¬ 
ably serious and correct uj)on the subject. If he had can¬ 
didly explained the state of the case to her, shown it her in 
black and white, perhaps she would have joined with him in 
cheerfully accommodating herself to existing circumstances ; 
but he dealt in general expressions of poverty and distress, and 
yet, at the very moment he complained most bitterly, the money 
was forthcoming for those things which must be paitl for. It 
was exactly because he wouhl have wherewithal to meet ne¬ 
cessary expenses, that he so strenuously opposed any which he 
deemed unnecessary. 

Having once come to the conclusion that he had acquired a 
habit of complaining, ami that he could find money if he chose 
to do so, she only felt injured wdien he enforced economy, and 
mentally accused him of making needless difficulties. 

Two more years elapsed, and their family consisted of four 
promising children, wlien De .Molton’s regiment was ordered 
to Brighton : they were again thrown among people of their 
own class, and friends of former days. 

They had been married nearly five years, and during those 
years w'ords had been spoken which could not be forgotten. 
Poverty had come in at the door, and if Love had not quite 
flown out at the window, he fluttered on the window’-sill. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 


' And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin, 

And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in comtship’s smiling day. 

And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said j 
Till, fast declining one by one. 

The sweetnesses of love are gone. 

Lalla Room. 

A.MttNtj Other old acquaintances, the Westhopes were esta¬ 
blished at Brighton; and it was wath mixed feelings that 
Blanche prepared herself to meet the friend of her youth, the 
person wdio had most unintentionally assisted to foster her 
love, by always appearing so impressctl with De Alolton’s at¬ 
tractions. Uj)on that subject both men and women are more 
influenced by the estimation in which the object is held by 
others, than they would willingly allow : they are ashamed to 
l)e so easily ])leased as to prefer a person whom no one else 
thinks pleasing, aiul they are decidedly proud of being pre¬ 
ferred by one whom every one else admires. 

Mingled with her desire to see her early friend, Blanche ex¬ 
perienced a certain dread of the scrutinizing eye of intimacy. 
She felt she should never be able to echo, with the accent of 
truth, the romantic sentiments in which they used once to in- 
<lulge ; and she did not wish her friend to discover that the 
love which she had spoken of as equal to endure any trials, 
had nearly sunk under the petty and undignified vexations of 
pecuniary difficulty. 

Time, however, had worked some changes in Lady West- 
hope. She had long conquered her incipient inclination to¬ 
wards Air. Wroxhohne ; she had learnt that a well-regulated 
mind can make itself contented, if not happy, under almost all 
circumstances; she had quite given uj* the point of being the 
youngest and most admired person in her circle ; and she had 
convinced herself that she ought to be grateful for the worldly 
comforts with which she was surrounded, for the ample means 
of doing good which were wdthin her reach, and for the cir¬ 
cumstance of having a very good-humoured husband, who, 
whatever might be his faults, was no tyrant. 

Lord AVesthope, also, was somewhat altered. He was now 
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eight years older than -when we began our story, and twenty- 
two years older than when he began liis infidelities. It was, 
indeed, time he should have sown his wild oats, and accord¬ 
ingly he was become infinitely more domestic. Although love 
was a feeling which could never again exist between them, 
there subsisted a considerable regard, and their society was far 
from disagreeable to each other. 

On the morning after the arrival of the De Moltons, when 
Lady Westhope called upon Blanche, one of the disputes, 
which were now of too frequent occurrence, had just taken 
place between her and her husband. Blanche had made a 
desperate effort to persuade De Molton to take a house which 
was to be let at a rent, low in proportion to its size, but still 
higher than he thought he could afford. Blanche shrank from 
l)eing seen by her former associates in the mean and paltry 
lodging which, in so expensive a place as Brighton, was the 
only one he found within his means. He persiste«l in his 
usual resolution, never to do anything which might eventually 
lead to a shabby action, for the sake of avoiding a shabby ap¬ 
pearance. He had not long left the room, after a peremptory 
refusal to accede to bis wife’s request, when Lady AI'’esthope 
entered. 

After the first greetings were over, and Lady '\yesthoi>e had 
admired Blanche’s l)eautiful children, they drew their cliairs to 
the fire, and Lady Westhope exclaimed, “ How I envy you 
those lovely children, Blanche ! I think, if I had four such 
enchanting creatures, I should be quite happy ! I should so 
like to have a large flourishing family growing up around me !” 

“ Heavens! dear Lady \\'esthope! and I consider each 
addition to mine as a visitation which gives me the blue devils 
for months ! When once they are there, and they have made 
themselves Ix^doved, one would not part with them fur worlds ; 
but if you knew what unceasing trouble they give, and how 
difficult it is to do one’s duty by them, you would not wish for 
a large family.” 

ec Well! perhaps there are advantages, as well as disad¬ 
vantages, in everything. I have schooled my mind, and 
brought myself to think everything is for the best. 1 am a 
much more contented person, Blanche, than when we used to 
talk over your love affairs in former days. Now^, tell me a 
little about Captain De Molton. Is be as handsome as ever ? 
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and are you as much in love as ever ? I certainly never did 
see such a regular love-match as yours ! The longer you were 
separated, and the more you were thwarted, the more despe¬ 
rately constant you both were ! ” 

“ Opposition has always been supposed to have that eflfbct; 
1 believe it has often turned many a passing fancy into a 
grande passion.*’ 

“ ^V'hy, you are not implying such treason against yourself 
as to say that opposition assisted to foster your grande pas¬ 
sion ? ” 

“ Oh dear, no ! I only spoke generally. But do you tell 
me a little about Lord Westhope,” she added, to turn the 
conversation from her own affairs. 

Oh ! he is grown so kind and attentive ! I assure you 
■we are settling down into a most domestic comfortable old 
couple.” 

The entrance of Mr. Staplefoid interrupted the mutual in¬ 
vestigation of conjugal felicity which the friends had set on 
foot. Mr. Stapleford said he had just met De Mol ton in 
the street, who had told him where he should find Lady 
Blanche, and he had lost no time in paying his respects to 
her. “ But, dear Lady Blanche, you are going to remove 
from this horrid place In such a situation too ! A mile and 
a half from the sea. I could scarcely believe De Molton, 
when he pointed out this as your abode; and should have 
imagined he was playing off a practical joke upon me, if I 
had not known he was not given to being facetious. But I 
suppose you are only here till you can procure something in 
the land of the living.” 

Blanche did not wish Mr. Stapleford to perceive she was 
not jierfectly contented %vith her fate, and she replied that she 
did not like being within hearing of the sea, — the constant 
monotonous breaking of the waves upon the shore made her 
melancholy. 

“ There is no accounting for tastes,” he replied, with a 
polite bow, and a glance which quickly ran over the shabby 
furniture, the once smart trellised paper, (a sort of paper pe¬ 
culiarly in vogue at sea-bathing places, where real flowers and 
real green leaves are rare,) the little round convex mirror sur¬ 
mounted by an eagle with a chain in its bill, and the other 
lodging-house elegancies which adorned the room, especially 

c c 4 
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the l>ell-ropes, which were as fine, and much more dirty, than 
those at Mrs. Jones’s, which, four years before, had excited 
such strong feelings of horror in Blanche’s mind. She saw 
the excursive glance of his eye, and she saw the affectation of 
politeness with which he then let it fall on the ground, while 
a slight smile just played about the corners of his mouth. She 
always disliked him ; and she now most devoutly wished he ha«l 
not fancied the sea-air bracing, and the society of Brighton 
agreeable. 

“ You will be at Mrs. L.’s this evening, shall you not ? ” 
inquired Stapleford. 

“No!” replied Lady Blanche; I am not acquainted 
with her.” 

“ Ah ! by the bye, she has come into fashion since your 
time. How long is it since we lost sight of you ? ” 

“ I have been married five years.” 

Married ! Ah ! marriage is a holy rite, synonymou.s with 
honourable sepulture. You have, from that day, been dead to 
all your frieruls ! By the bye, 1 was with the W'entnors a 
month ago. You know your old friend (llenrith is become 
Lord \Yentnor now. He, however, seems determined not to 
be buried alive. He is giving balls ami fetes of all descrip¬ 
tions ; or rather *•/«* is, for he is such a doting husband, that 
every fancy of hers is a law to him. It is <juite pretty to see 
such love-making after eight years of marriage, especially as 
the result of this Arcadian conjugality generally is a splendid 
entertainment by which half England profits.” 

Stapleford’s instinct for saying the disagreeable thing had 
not deserted him ; and he left Blanche to }>onder on the fate 
she had rejected, and to compare it with that she had per¬ 
sisted in choosing. Lady H’esthope, too, was happy ! She 
rejoiced that such should be the case ; but certainly the re¬ 
flections she made during the rest of that day were not un- 
worhlly ones. 

De Molton had again met Stapleford in his morning walk, 
who, after complimenting him upon the unimpaired beauty of 
his w'ife, attacked him most unmercifully for having kept her so 
long in seclusion, and for now burying her in such an out-of- 
he-way place, and implied (wdiat he had no right to know, 
out wliat he had guessed from the expressive countenance of 
Blanche, in which her feelings might always be read as in a 
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mirror,) that she was an unwilling denizen in that remote 
suburb. 

l)e Molton returned home somewhat displeased at having 
been, as he imagined, spoken of as a tyrant and a miser. The 
tete-a-tete in the evening did not promise to be agreeable. 

Mr. Stapleford called this morning/’ Blanche began. 

“ So he told me,” replied l>e Molton. 

“ And Lady Westbope has been here.” 

Did they tell you any news? 

“ Mr. Stapleford told me he bad been staying at Wentnor 
f'astle ; and he gives such a description of their happiness ! 
They seem to be giving splendid fetes and beautiful enter¬ 
tainments, all to please her; for, he says, that every wish of 
Lady ATentnor's is a law to her husband.” 

l)e Molton felt this last sentence as an implied cut at him. 
“ It is very fortunate for Glenrith that he has money to throw 
away in gratifying every foolish whim of a fantastical woman.” 

Blanche felt that this %vas a bit at her ; and forgetting that 
by ap))lying to herself what her husband said, she gave him 
a right to conclude she meant to be personal in her ac¬ 
count of Lor<l AVentnor as a husband, she followed her im¬ 
pulse, and replied : — 

1 cannot see that there is anything fantastical in wishing 
not to be laughed at by all one’s acquaintance, and in disliking 
a house one’s friends can hardly bring themselves to enter.” 

Blanche, when you married me, you knew you married a 
])oor man : if you wished for riches and splendour, why did 
you not marry Glenrith ? ” 

“ I am sure, if 1 wished for kindness and for good-humour 
I had better have married Lord Glenrith. I do not know 
what foolish, girlish infatuation came over me.” 

‘“It is, imleed, unfortunate, that in consequence of this 
foitlish, (/ir/i-s/i iii/htnotioii, which are the terms by w’hich you 
designate your attachment to your husband, you should have 
thrown! away a situation in wdiich you would have been so 
much happier. I have but to regret that I should have 
marred your fortunes — so unwittingly marred them, — for 
neither tilenritb nor yourself can accuse me of having, by 
any arts or underhand practices, attempted to wdn your affec¬ 
tions from him.” 

This implied, according to Blanche’s interpretation of his 
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words, that she had allowed them to be gained before he had 
made any attempt to do so; and, as angry people usually do, 
answering to the sense she chose to attribute to his speech, 
rather than to its plain and obvious meaning, she replied, — 

If it was only pity for the unfortunate passion which 
you supposed me to entertain for you, which induced you to 
profess love at Cransley, it is indeed unfortunate that you 
allowed your pity so far to overcome your prudence. If I 
had imagined such to have been the case, I should most 
assuredly never have broken off my engagement with Lord 
W entnor.” 

** I can only again lament that I should have been the cause 
of your doing what you so much regret.” 

If this is my reward for having rejected, for your sake, 
the best parti in England, a gootl man, too, and one who 
loved me ; for having disaj)pointeil and angered my parents ; 
for having preserved an undeviating constancy for three years 
to a person who now laments that I did not marry his rival, 
and confesses he only married me out of pity, I uni indeed 
the most unfortunate woman in the w'orld!” She burst into 
a flood of tears of anger and vexation. 

Blanche, you wilfully pervert the meaning of all I say. 
When did I imply that 1 married you for anything hut love ? 
But these reproaches, this petulance, are not the right method 
to preserve a husbamrs affection.” 

“ If nothing but a slave, — a patient, meek Griselda, — a 
Mrs. Jones, — can preserve your affection, I am afraid I have 
no chance of preserving it! I do not know what I can do 
more than I already do. I work for my children ; T go with¬ 
out all the comforts I have been used to ; 1 have no maid ; 
and I must refuse going to Lady Wesihope’s to-morrow niglit, 
because the nursery-maid cannot dress my hair, and because 
I have no gown fit to appear in.” 

** I am very, very sorry I have not the means of providing 
you with the luxuries you regret, and I am very sorry you 
refuse yourself the pleasures and amusements that so naturally 
fall in your way. I had hoped that at Brighton, wdiere 
people may join in society withcut much expense, and where 
it is not necessary to keep a carriage, you might have mixed 
with your friencls. I should have thought tlie art of hair¬ 
dressing was not so very difficult to acquire, when one sees 
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every attorney’s daughter, every milliner’s apprentice, every 
shop-girl, with hair which puts to shame all the exertions of 
M. Hippolite." 

I am not a shop-girl or a milliner’s apprentice”, answered 
Lady Blanche, while all the blood of the Falkinghams mounted 
to her cheek, and all the spirit of an ancient race flashed from 
her eye. 

But you are the wife of a popr man, although of one as 
nobly born as yourself! ” and all the pride of the De Moltons 
rendered the brow of her husband absolutely awful. 

‘‘ 1 know full well that I am the wife of a poor man ; there 
is no need to remind me so often of that truth,” replied Lady 
Blanche, tvith some bitterness in her tone ; ‘‘ and therefore I 
shall stay at home, and not expose n)y poverty to the eyes of 
the pitying world, or to the sneers of a Air. Stapleford.” 

“ You will do as is most agreeable to yourself. I shall 
certainly go to Lady Westhope’s, as I shall feel sincere plea¬ 
sure in sei‘ing my old friends again.” 

To Lady ^Yesthope's went De Molton ; and Blanche stayed 
at home. She had originally intended, for the sake of enjoy¬ 
ing agreeable society, to brave the slight mortification of not 
finding herself, as was once the case, the best dressed woman 
in the room ; but the conversation of the preceding evening 
had left her so unhappy, so discontented, and so indignant, 
that she found a certain pleasure in martyrdom. It was, 
however, only in the eyes of her husband that she tvished to 
enact the martyr ; from the world she would fain conceal that 
she had so inisju<lged the strength of her own attachment : 
she meant to persuade others that it was from choice, from 
bad health, or from any motive rather than the true one, that 
she persisted in leading a retired life. 

But with her candid disposition, and her speaking eyes, it 
did not require the malicious tact of a Stapleford to read the 
true state of her feelings. AYith Lady Westhope, especially, 
she could not always be on her guard ; and to her it was soon 
only too evident that the love for which she had given up 
everything else did not repay her for the sacrifices she had 
inatle. Lady AYesthope began indeed to doubt whether this 
much-vaunted love had not, w’hen tried in the balance against 
privations of every sort, been found utterly tvanting. 

It may be asked, should then Blanche have married Lord 
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Glenrith ? No, certainly ; for she was not in love Avith him. 
More especially no, for she was at the time in love with ano¬ 
ther. But we Avould urge that if affluence without love is 
insufficient to wedded happiness, so is the most romantic love 
without those habitual luxuries, and that dispensation from 
sordid details, which, to persons in a certain situation, may 
almost be termed the necessaries of life. 

Let not those who, valuing the good things of this world, 
are dazzled into forming an interested marriage, anticipate 
the delights of sentimental affection, nor be disapi>ointed if 
one whose situation was the attraction prove destitute of those 
qualities winch were not sought; and let those Avho are “all 
for love and the Avorld Avell lost,” keep in mind the latter half 
of the sentence, and not expect to find both that which they 
prize, and that Avhich they profess to contemn. Above all, 
let not those who have an opportunity of uniting in their 
choice true affection with the enjoyments of those comforts to 
which they have been accustomed, be induced, by any tempta¬ 
tion of rank, wealth, or poAver, to give up virtuous happiness 
for heartless splendour. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


Tlie path of sorrow, ami tliat path aionc, 

Ix-aiis to the lamt wlu-ri- sorrow is unknown ; 

No travpilor ovor ro.irh’ii tiiat blest abode. 

Who found not tiiorns and briers in ids road. 

Cowi'idt. 

In her intercourse with the De IVIoltons, Lady A\’csthope ob¬ 
served that they seldom addressed each other; and that, in 
speaking of her husbantl, Blanche invariably called him Cap¬ 
tain De Molton, instead of Frank, as she had formerly done; 
and that De Molton also, when speaking of his wife, atlded 
the title to her name, and even occasionally addressed her as 
Lady ” Blanche. 

These were trifles, but yet they indicated much. Though 
grieved for her cousin’s sake, Lady AI'’esthope’s reflections 
served to reconcile her to her own fate, and to confirm her in 
her opinion that 

Every black must have its white. 

And every sweet its sour. 
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and that true wisdom consists in dwelling on the ‘^sweets” of 
one’s own peculiar lot, and striving to forget the “sours;” 
and though for herself she would still have chosen Blanche’s 
trials rather than her own, it might be that she knew her own, 
and was not so well versed in Lady Blanche’s. Yet her cha¬ 
racter was better fitted for Blanche's situation : she had more 
decision, more strength of mind, more pride, — not worldly 
pride, but pride of soul to persevere in the path which she 
had once chalked out for herself. 

T)e Molton had keenly and painfully felt the coolness 
which had for months, nay almost years, been gradually in¬ 
creasing betw'een them ; and he was still more deeply wounded 
when she nearly confessed, or at least did not deny, her regret 
at having rejected Lord Glenrith for him. He could have 
found excuses for anything else. The pride of man, the ten¬ 
derness of the husband, the sensitiveness of the individual, 
were all touched in the tenderest point. 

“ ('ould this,” he thought, “ be the same creature W'ho was 
such a contemner of worldly wealth, so ardent a votary of 
love in a cottage, such an enthusiast for the pleasures of na¬ 
ture ? ” Alas ! for poor Blanche ! it was love in a lodging- 
house, not love in a cottage, that she had tried ; and as to the 
])leasures of nature, the dusty suburbs of a country town are 
scarcely “the country” to a ])erson brought up in the midst 
of an extensive park, in a wild and woody country. 

l)e Molton recollectetl how, out of consideration for her, 
he had concealed his own feelings at Paris ; how scrupulously 
he had avoided interfering with the more brilliant prosi)ects 
which were opening before her ; how', far from taking advan¬ 
tage of her unguarded confession of preference, he had ba¬ 
nished himself from his native laud ; how, though hopeless, 
he had remained constant to her image for three long years ; 
how, when he found her free, he had hastened to throw him¬ 
self at her feet; how, without murmuring or repining, he 
gladly endured privations, the same that she did, and thought 
himself only too well rewarded if she w'ould cheer their 
humble home with a smile. He thought over all these things, 
and he felt himself the n'.ost injured of men. Did he not 
deny himself every indulgence ? Did he not even refuse him¬ 
self the satisfaction of asking a frieinl to share his morsel ? — 
the most galling self-denial enjoined by absolute poverty! 
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Did not the responsibiUty of providing for their children 
weigh upon his mind? Was it not his duty to look forward 
to the time when education must commence ; w'hen boys must 
be sent to school, when girls must have masters ? What 
parent will set*down contented under the notion that his 
children will not be fitted by manners and education to move 
in the sphere in which they were born ? — None, who are not 
without that commonest and strongest feeling in all created 
beings, parental affection — or who are not without the powder 
of reflection! And how were these expenses to be met ? 
How’, but by increased economy on their part? 

Such were the cares which pressed on De Melton’s mind. 
How much better would it have been had he fairly commu¬ 
nicated them all to his wdfe ; had he frankly counselled wdth 
her upon the best plan to be jmrsued ; had he openly laid be¬ 
fore her his actual income, his actual expenses! But the 
constitutional reserve to which we have alluded prevented his 
pursuing this course. 

It was most painfid to him to refuse any of her wishes, ami 
the very pain it gave him imparted to his manner of doing so a 
certain harshness which prevented Blanche from entering into 
his views. Her resistance to his view’s, or her inartyr-lik'i 
acquiescence in them, rendered him still less communicative, 
when, perhaps, had he pursued a more open line of conduct, a 
person who married with such good intentions as she did 
(though with little knowledge of things as they are) might 
have been led to suggest the very sacrifices at which she 
repined when they w’ere demanded as a right. 

Each succeeding day seemed to w'iden the breach betweeti 
them. This result of a love-match aflPorded the materials for 
many a bad jest among some who called themselves tlieir 
friends, while others saw’ nothing entertaining in the wreck 
of happiness to two people jtossessing many amiable qualities, 
though neither of them might be faultless. Some pitied Lady 
Blanche for having such a harsh and ungrateful tyrant for a 
husband; and some felt for the noble, uncompromising De 
Molton, whose home was evidently rendered miserable by a 
wilful, discontented wife. Some predicted a separation : some 
predicted that, beautiful as was Lady Blanche, and tired as 
she was of her home, the time would arrive when she w’ould 
be induced to leave it, for one more brilliant, though less re- 
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spectable ;—although her manners were now so reserved, so 
decorous, a few years, and people would see the difference ; a 
Woman who had once loved so passionately, would not remain 
contented to pass her life from the age of twenty-eight in a 
state of cold indifference, if not of absolute dislike. 

But those who thus prognosticated, proved uninspired pro¬ 
phets. Affection was still deep-rooted in both their hearts. 
The noxious weeds of petty grievances had choked, but not 
destroyed, the goodly plant. It still retained sufficient life, 
when moistened by the waters of affliction, to spring up with 
renew'ed vigour, and overcome in its growth the weeds which 
had almost stifled it. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

And dearer st-onig oarli dauiiin" smile 
Fur having lust its light avvliilc. 

LeUla Ilookh. 

TiiK illness of their children first awakened Blanche and De 
Molton to a knowledge of their real feelings towards each other. 

T'he children caught the measles, a complaint which had at 
that periotl proved peculiarly fatal. The eldest girl, who was 
at that most engaging of all ages, when, without losing the 
graces of infancy, the mind opens into companionship, became 
alarmingly ill. In their tender assiduity by the little bed of 
the sufferer, all feelings of asperity, all feelings of coldness, 
were quickly forgotten. 

Together they ’watched with intense anxiety, together they 
listened to the short and frequent cough ; one lield the cup of 
cooling beverage with which the other moistened the parched 
lips of their child. No ! it is not possible that parents can 
bend over the sick bed of their first-born, — the creature equally 
dear to both, — the creature whose first accents of tenderness 
liave been framed to utter their names, — the creature whose 
first emotions of love have been for them, whose first notions 
of right and wrong they have together laboured to form! — 
no ! tliey cannot bond over the sick bed of this loved creature, 
and haibour any recollection of former unkindness. The im¬ 
pression may fade away ; new causes of irritation may sub- 
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sequently arise ; but, for the time being, surely it is impossii)le 
that any but feelings of affection can find a place in their 
hearts. 

With Blanche and De Molton all that had ever passed was 
utterly wiped away, as, with the sickening dread of hearing 
their worst fears confirmed, they followed the physician from 
the sick chamber. They scarcely knew in what ternis to couch 
the dreadful question to which they feared to receive a still 
more dreadful answer, — that question which is asked in a 
broken and quivering voice, but sometimes with a faint smile 
assumed to reassure the questioner, — that question which is 
oftener put in the form of an assertion, “ You do not tlnnk 
there is any danger.” 

Why, certainly, our little patient is in a very uncomfort¬ 
able state,” replied the physician, who considered it his duty 
to prepare the parents for the event which he thought only too 
probable. 

The false hollow smile fadecl from the countenance of the 
agonized father: he knit his bijows, and bit his compressed lip, 
till the blood almost started; but Blanche, worn out with 
fatigue and agitation, his poor Blanche, unable to meet this 
death-blow to her hopes, staggered towards him for support, 
and the husband mastered the feelings of the father, to sustain 
her fainting form, to soothe her more overwhelming agonies. 

There are sufferings on which it is painful to dwell,— 
sufferings too real, too true, too common, — sitfferiugs which 
have been often endured, and which, ulas ! many have in store 
for them, — sufferings which equal in intensity any of which 
human nature is capable. 

For two <lays and two nights did they watch each varying 
symptom, count with trembling accuracy the minutes, the 
seconds, which were passed in undisturbed repose, and listen 
with painful rapture to the sweet voice, the plaintive and en¬ 
dearing “ papa,” “ mamma,” which the poor child often uttereil, 
when, in the restlessness of illness, she wanted, she knew iiot 
what. 

How sad and painful an effort was it to veil under a sem¬ 
blance of playfulness the anxiety which consumed them, while 
they attempted to amuse the infant sufferer ! to tell her childish 
tales, in a gay tone of voice, while the heart was bursting ! to 
smooth the brow, to affect a smile ! How often during these 
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two long days, these two interminable nights, did Blanche 
reflect upon her folly and her ingratitude! —her folly in not 
enjoying to the uttermost the happiness which, a few short 
days before, was within her reach, — her ingratitude to Pro¬ 
vidence for the blessings till then vouchsafed to her! 

A horrible chill ran through her ! — perhaps it was this very 
ingratitude wdiich had deserved so severe a chastisement. How 
did she now wonder that petty annoyances should have so 
ruffled her! What to her were now the sneers of Stapleford,* 
the pity of the world, the absence of elegancies, of comforts! 
Dry bread to eat, a shelter from the weather, and her children 
once more healthy, now appeared to her the summit of earthly 
happiness. 

De Molton, too, when he beheld his still-loved Blanche 
])owed dowji with grief, wdien he found her once more over¬ 
flowing with tenderness to himself, w’ondered how he could 
ever have imagined her to be estranged from him, and he 
w^atched over her as tenderly as over his child. 

On the third day the physician perceived a slight improve¬ 
ment. He allowed them to hope; and the revulsion of feel¬ 
ing. the unbounded joy w'ith which this permission was hailed 
by Blanche, alarmed him by its vehemence. He attempted to 
qualify his opinion, but it was in vain ! — she was allowed to 
hope ; and, strt)nger than reason, her ardent nature made her 
jump to the delightful conclusiojn that her child w’as safe. 

lie Molton, fearful of a relapse, tried to subdue her raptures; 
but no sooner had the ])hysician left the room, than, throwing 
herself into his arms, she exclaimed, “Our child will live, 
Frank ! 1 know she w ill ! Slie wdll live, and w’e shall be happy 
— ejitirely, perfectly happy ! Nothing can ever make me 
mdiap]>y again ! ” 

Short-sighted mortals! AW* little know* what the next week, 
the next day, the next hour, the next moment, may have in 
store for us ! 

The hopes of Blanche, however, were not doomed on this 
occasion to be disappointed : the little girl rapidly recovered ; 
the other children had the complaint mildly ; and Blanche, 
indeed, thought herself beyond the reach of misfortune. She 
felt gratitude, fervent gratitude, to Heaven for its mercies ; 
but affliction had not yet taught her to “ rejoice in trembling.” 
She did not remember how, always, at all times, and in all 

i> i> 
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places, our happiness is in the hands of an all-wise, all-power¬ 
ful, hut merciful Being, whose chastisements are dealt in pity. 

This truth was forced upon her mind w’heii, just as the 
children were convalescent, she saw her husband beccnne listless 
and oppressed: she heard him frequently cough, and she felt 
some alarm on his account. 

It had always been a matter of doubt whether a slight 
rash he had in his boyhood was or was not the measles. He 
had never rememl>ered this doubt while attending his child, 
and it was not till he felt unaccountably languid and suffering 
that he recollected he might possibly have caught the infection. 

The suspicion which he then hinted to Blanche shot through 
her frame with the conviction of impending woe ; and wdten 
the physician conffrmed the fact, the agonizing, but not un¬ 
common dread vvhich often overtakes those in affliction re¬ 
curred to her mind with increased intensity. Al’ere their 
sorrows the visitations of an offended Providence, called down 
upon their devoted heads by their own want of submission to 
its decrees? — was she unworthy of a happiness which she 
had failetl to value ? — w-as the moment come when her re- 
pinings and her discontent were to l)e requited with a terrible 
retribution ? 

Nothing that Doctor A. could utter was capable of reassur¬ 
ing her. She shook her head mournfully, and redoubled ber 
attentions to her husband. When told that “ she ought to 
place more reliance in that Power which had raised her child 
from a much more desperate state of sickness,” she answered 
mournfully, “ 1 do not deserve it.” 

“ We none of us deserve the mercies we meet with,” re¬ 
plied the kind-hearted physician : “ if we were dealt with 
according to our merits, well might we all despair.” For a 
few moments such arguments would cheer her, but again she 
would relapse into despondency ; and when, after some days, 
Dr. A. confessed that the pulse was very higli — when his 
tone of encouragement changed to one of consolation anil con¬ 
dolence, her spirit completely sunk — hope died away within 
her bosom. 

In what fearful array did her own faults towards him rise 
up against her! How completely did she forget the little 
tone of harshness which had once a})peared to her to excuse 
and to justify her in disputing his wishes and opposing his 
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plans! She felt she could never do enough to expiate her 
faults, that a whole life of devotion could scarcely suffice to 
atone for them ; and, extreme in everything, she now looked 
upon herself as having been the most sinful of creatures. 

13e Mol ton, whose affection had only been suspended, not 
destroyed, by the coldness he had met with, now, when be 
found her tender, gentle, and indefatigable, felt for her all, 
and more than he had ever felt before. One day she had 
l)een tending him with even more than her usual solicitude, 
when he said, “ Thank you, Blanche; you are a kind and 
excellent nurse ; and it grieves me when 1 think to what a 
dreary home of sickness, penury, and drudgery, I have l)een 
the means of bringing you. Without me, you would have 
been now' enjoying the splendour, the brilliancy of your fa¬ 
ther’s house, even supposing you had never deigned to adorn 
any of the other happy homes which courted your acceptance. 
1 know' that you have suffered much from the privations un- 
avoitlable in our situation ; you have at times thought me 
harsh ; hut indeed, my dearest Blanche — my dear, dear w’ife, 
you do not know how much it has cost me to refuse you any¬ 
thing on earth.” 

“ Oh, Frank ! do not speak in that manner ! I now know 
how' unreasonable, how' ungrateful, I have been. Do not talk 
of what is past. Believe me, you should not agitate yourself.” 

“It will do me good to say what is upon my mind : it 
is possible 1 may not recover.” 

Oh, Frank ! ” She looked at him reproachfully, as if he 
was unkind in saying what it was so painful to hear. 

“ Nay, do not cast at me so frightened and so accusing a 
glance. I am not so very ill yet; and anticipating what is 
possible, will not make it more probable. Dr. A. says there 
are still hopes.” 

“ Oh, Frank ! I cannot bear it ; indeed I cannot!” 

“ Dearest love, if it should please God to take me from you, 
you must bear it ; and, what is more, you must exert your¬ 
self. You will lx* left with four young children, and, I am 
sorry to say, with less than ever to support them and yourself. 
I have ensured my life; hut that could be but to a small 
amount, though to the utmost I couhl succeed in saving. It 
was this, as I thought, indispensable duty W'hich contributed 
to render us so very poor.” 


i> » 2' 
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“ Oh ! you were doing everytiiing that was right; and, 
indeed, if I had known all, I think— I believe—I should have 

behaved better. I thiuk, if you had told me-" 

“ I ought to have done so, perhaps. It was a kind of mis¬ 
taken pride. The whole thing was so distressing to me ! I 
desired so ardently to have been able to gratify every wish of 
your heart, that my spirit rebelled at lieing able to gratify 
none. Still, my sense of duty and of strong necessity made 
me resolve not to transgress one inch the line of prudence 
I had marked out for myself. The more your notions seemed 
unfitted for the fate we had embracetl, the more I thought it 
my bounden duty to resist them, and to imjjress upon you 
the plain naked truth of our condition in life. I wuis wrong ; 
I feel now that 1 was wrong. I should have made you the 
partner of my thoughts and plans, as well as of my affections.” 

No, no ! it was not you who were to blame : you w'ere 
all that was admirable; yours was strict, uncompromising 
rectitude, firmness of mind, everything that was manly and 
noble ; while I ! — oh, that I can have so misjudged you ! — 
oh, that I can have so wasted these past years, which 1 now' 
feel ought to have been years of such unmixed, such unalloyed 
happiness !” 

Now, when perhaps it is too late !” he added in a low 
faint voice ; then perceiving the expression of her counte¬ 
nance, he added, but better laU? than never, my love ; ” and 
he held out his hand to her, with a smile half |)layful, half 
sad, attempting, as sick people often <lo, to familiarize their 
own and the minds of their friends w'ith the idea of a final 
separation. He drew her hand towards him, and placing the 
otlier upon it, he continued w'ith earnestness and solemnity : 
“We have been both to blame— both of us. ^Vhen 1 am 
gone, do not torment yourself w'ith useless regrets, but re¬ 
member what I now say — that I am conscious of having been 
to blame on my part. If I had treateil you wdth entire con¬ 
fidence and openness, I might have won on your generous 
nature to submit cheerfully to any privations. But I arn 
reserved, I am proud. 1 am at length aware of these consti¬ 
tutional faults ; and I trust, if 1 should be raised from this bed 
of sickness — if I should be spared to you, dear Blanche — 
that 1 shall in future know my duty better, and that I shall 
pursue it resolutely, and never again allow pride and reserve 
to chill our intercourse.” 
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“ Oh, Frank, if we are but spared to each other, in spite of 
all outward circumstances, we will be so very, very happy! 
But we will rejoice in trembling. We are now too well aware 
how precarious is our happiness, and we shall prize it the more 
from that very consciousness. We shall learn to be grateful 
for the sterling blessings we possess.” 

“ And we shall know, my love, as 1 do now, that, when we 
meet death face to face, those points only on which we have 
done our duty can afford reflections in which there is any 
comfort, — those alone on which we have failed to perform it 
can give unmitigated pain ! ” 

“Alas, alas! how much have I to repent of! Instead of 
making your happiness, have 1 not caused you vexation and 
disap})ointment ? Have 1 always honoured, always obeyed 
you ? — have 1 been really a helpmate to you .f* Oh, Frank ! 
forgive me! Indeed, indeed, I need your forgivenessj and 
even that can never reconcile me to myself! ” 

“ Have you already forgotten my injunctions, my love-^^ 
Remember Avhat 1 so earnestly wish to impress upon your 
mind, — that we have been both to blame, — both.” 

“'I'hank you, my good, kind, lieloved husband, — thank 
you ; and may God in his mercy preserve you to guide my 
mind, and direct me in the path I should go! — then I shall 
never err a<;ain.” 

“ A weak and erring mortal, like yourself, is a poor guide 
to lean upon, dear Blanche; we must look within ourselves for 
the ardent and sincere wish to do what is right, but we must 
seek from above the strength to perform it. It is easy to know 
our duty ; the difficulty is to persevere in its performance.” 

“ I shall be able to persevere, with you to support me!” 

He looked upon her with an expression of unutterable ten¬ 
derness and {)ity, and pressed her hand in silence. 

The more the fear that they might be for ever parted grew 
upon her, the less could she admit any allusion to it, the more 
did she cling to the idea that their union was indissoluble. 
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CHAPTER XX. 


Some tnanne hath pood, Imt chyldren hath he none ; 

Some raaiine hath lioth, but he can get none healthe. 

Some hath all three, but up to honour's throne 
Oan he not crepe by no manner of stelth. 

To some she sende’th chyldren, riches, welthe, 

Honour, worship, and reveretice all his lyfe. 

But yet she pyncheth him with a shrewde wyfe — 

Be content 

With such reward as Fortune hath you sent. 

Slit Thoma.s Mohk. 


De Moeton’s health remained for some weeks in a most pre¬ 
carious state, during which period they had time and oppor¬ 
tunity for opening their whole hearts to each other. 

The religious sentiments which, although never before much 
called forth, were latent in both their bosoms, were more fully 
developed ; and in sorrow, in fear, and in distress, the com¬ 
munion of feeling and interchange of thought became more 
complete than in the earlier years of their marriage. 

When he recovered — for he did recover,— they found them¬ 
selves thoroughly, entirely, and reasonably happy. 'Plie first 
time that he came into the drawing-room, when she had ar¬ 
ranged his arm-chair by the iire, and drawn the narrow cur¬ 
tains, placed (he table close to him, and settled little Emma on 
a stool at his feet, she looked round with delight, and could 
not help expressing that she thought the room an exceedingly 
nice one, and that really a horse-hair sofa was not so very 
uncomfortable. 

Take care, Blanche,” replied De Molton, playfully; '‘we 
must be happy without tleceiving ourselves : we must see things 
as they really are. Do not, lyecause you are glad to see me 
here, fancy this little room a splendid apartment, or a horse¬ 
hair sofa a luxurious seat, lest the moment of disenchantment 
should come. No, no I we will be happy in spite of a bad 
room and wretched furniture; but we will indulge in no 
visions.” 

“ How right you always are ! ^^11 will go well, now you are 
recovering. Yes, you will at last make me reasonable too; 
and you will teach me to keep all my feelings, good as well as 
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bad, under proper controul! And yet, I do not know how it is, 
the room does really look different in my eyes ; and I almost 
think 1 do not slip off* the sofa as much as I used to do!" 
He smiled at her again ; and she laughed gaily at herself. 

As he gradually recovered, some friends were admitted to 
see him. Lady Westhope rejoicefl, not only at the restoration 
of his health, but at the restoration of confidence l)etween 
them. Mr. Stapleford pathetically lamented that De Molton 
should have been taken ill in this horrid nutshell, and asked 
when they should move to a more habitable part of the 
town. 

“ Not at all," answered Blanche. 

“ You are not in earnest What can you find to admire in 
this apartment, dear Lady Blanche?” 

“ Its cheapness,” replied Blanche resolutely: “ do you not 
know, Mr. Stapleford, that we arc very poor? ” 

The courage to utter these few wortls would spare many 
persons many moments of doubt, and hesitation, and awk¬ 
wardness, and many unavailing efforts to make an effect. ' 

Mr. Stapleford bowed with much respect, and a glance, 
which seemed to say, You have made a bad bargain ! with 
your beauty, thus to have thrown yourself aw'ay ! ” 

But his glance met that of Lady Blanche, which seemed 
to answ’irr, 1 am very poor, but I do not repent my 
bargain.” 

Blanche's object was no longer to make a decent appearance 
in the eyes of others, but to render her husband’s home happy. 
De Molton no U)nger felt humbled at their poverty, when 
she no longer seemed affectetl by it. He candidly detailed 
his expenditure and his plans : s])e took great pains to dress 
her own hair, and soon acquired the })roficiency of a Mrs. 
Jones, or of a milliner’s apprentice ; she gaily sprung into 
a Brighton fly with a bounding step, and willingly went 
into any agreeable society that ])resented itself: and she found 
that, though no longer the leader of fashion in point of dress, 
she was handsome and agreeable enough to be equally sought 
and liked. 

In one of her tete-a-tetes with Lady Westhope, they were 
both exclaiming at the w'orldliness of some mutual acquaint¬ 
ance, w'ho courted a woman w'hom no one esteemed or loved; 
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whom no one thought either agreeable or handsome, solely on 
account of her position in the world. 

“ At least Frank and I have one comfort,” exclaimed 
Blanche, in the corner of whose heart there still luiked a 
remnant of vanity : if we are sought, it must l>e for our in¬ 

trinsic merits. There can be no interested motive in any 
attention or kindness that is shown to us ; and that is a re¬ 
flection which puts one in better humour with one’s self.’' 

“Yes,” answered Lady Westhope ; and if we were so 
inclined, we might moralize on this subject as well as on more 
serious ones. * This is a world of compensations,’ as Lady 
Montreville says she has learned from her old nurse. You 
remember MiUy Roberts, who was always toddling after her 
lovely children in St. James's Square ? It is quite refreshing 
when one is in London to converse with IVlilly Roberts, and hear 
good sense, good feeling, and philosophy uttered so uncoii- 
sciously. Lady Montreville says she has taught he^alinost 
all she knows of right and wrong ; and, among other things, 
th'at we must not look for perfect happiness in this world,— 
that the most fortunate are not without their troubles, as she 
expresses it, nor the most unfortunate without their own pe¬ 
culiar blessings. 1 have reasoned myself into a very resjxct- 
able degree of contentment, and 1 only hope that the sight of 
you and your husband, as you now are, may not «listurb iny 
philosophical, and, I hope I may add, religious view of niy 
own fate, as much as the sight of you three months ago 
tended to confirm and strengthen it.” 

Blanche had time to prove that her cheerfulness under j>ri- 
vation was not the effort of a moment, but a resolution 
founded upon principle, and perseveretl in from the same mo¬ 
tive ; and l>e Molton also had time to prove that the tender¬ 
ness of his wife had softened the sternness which was the only 
flaw in his character ; and to become as gentle as he was firm 
in the performance of his duty ; when an event occurred 
which prevented their late-acquired virtues from being any 
longer j)ut to so severe a trial. 

By the death of a very rich godfather, De Molton became 
possessed of a small independence. It w'as very small ; hut it 
enabled him to retire on half-pay, till he might be wanted for 
the active service of his country, and to take a small cottage 



BliANOME. 


409 

in the immediate vicinity of Cransley, where Blanche was able 
to realise her preconceived notions of refined poverty and 
elegant indigence. They kept a cow, and their butter equalled 
that at Temple Loseley ; their cream was no longer blue milk ; 
they baked at home ; and instead of a knocker on the door, 
they had a bell with a respectable countrified sound. They 
had a garden, a small one certainly ; but its flowers were as 
bright as those at Cransley, and the primroses decidedly blew 
a week earlier ! They had a veranda, and it did not darken the 
room much. In short, they had all appliances and means to 
boot requisite for real happiness. 

They were enabled, while their children were so young, to 
lay by something to assist in their education as they grew older ; 
and they began to think that Milly Roberts was wrong, and that 
some fortunate people -were without their troubles,” when 
Mr. Stapleford paid them a morning visit from Cransley, and 
enlightened their minds as to the one only point on.which their 
fate might admit of amelioration. 

After expressing his astonishment at their not knowii%^l 
the innumerable pieces of scandal which he retailed to them"^ 
at their not having read all the new novels of the last spring ; 
at their not having seen the new actress, heard the last singer, 
visited the last exhibition, and become intimate with tlie last 
brides of the season; he exclaimed, “ Why, dear Lady Blanche, 
you will let the grass grow over your intellect, as you are letting 
it grow over the gravel before your door ! One can see by your 
road and your conversation that Chansley has been uninhabited, 
and that J^ady Westlioj)e has been in London, while you have 
been in the country, for the last six months !” 

“ Oh, come and help us, Mr. Stapleford ! we will soon get 
rid of the weeds out of doors, Emma, fetch the gardening 
basket ; Henry, bring your old knife ; Arthur, where is my 
rake? and Frank, if you will get the roller, we will make our 
little bit of gravel quite nice before Lady Westhope calls.” 

Of course 1 am ti vos- ordrcn. Lady Blanche ; but, I 
assure you, I sliall he vastly more useful in polishing your 
mind than your garden- People who ruralize all the year 
round,'and cannot therefore be na cotmmt of what is going 
on in the world, shoukl never let slip an opportunity of in¬ 
struction.” 
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There is some truth in what you say,” replied iBlanclie, 
as she looked up from her labours, with sparkling eyes, and a 
complexion dazzling in its brightness from the warmth of the 
day aud the nature of her employment: then shaking back 
her curls, she bade him seat himself on the bench beneath the 
young acacia, and tell her everything, about everybody.” 

Well then. Lord D. did not propose, after all, to Miss C.; 
but set off for Paris, just as the family was on the tiptoe of 
expectation, thinking every double knock was the peer come 
to propose in person, and every single knock was a special 
messenger bearing a written offer of his hand and heart.” 

I did not know Miss C. was grown up : does she turn out 
pretty ? ” 

“ Heavens! Lady Blanche, she has been out these two 
years I and everybody thinks her quite gone off*. She was 
pretty when the duke made such a fuss with her at her first 
ball; but Mrs. L. thought it an insult to her charms.” 

** jWr-, L.’s charms ! I thought she was so very plain ! ” 
^*'Vlain! why, she has been a beauty these three years, 
juady G. betted Captain S. an amber-headed cane, to an ivory 
fan, that within a month she would talk her into being a beauty : 
and she did so, in three weeks and two days, — five <lays 
within the prescribed period. 'When once Lady (J. liad 
given her a start, she had the ingenuity to keep it. Her por¬ 
trait now adorns the Annuals, and the Duke has worn her 
chains for two years and a half. — But I must not linger-here 
any longer, or I shall be late at dinner. Good morning, dear 
Lady Blanche ; your simplicity is quite piquant, and absolutely 
refreshes me. You dine at Cransley to-morrow, when 1 will 
finish rubbing the rust off your mind.” 

That evening Lady Blanche remarked to De Molton : The 
only little drawback to our perfect Iwppiness is, that certainly 
one does grow very dull, and very stupid, knowing nothing 
that goes on in the world ! Yet, after all, how much l)etter to 
be like you, than like Mr. Stapleford ! Yes, notw'ithstanding 
the grass that has grown over our minds, I do believe ours is 
the happiest position in life,—that we have the fewest troubles 
and the greatest number of blessings. I think I may now say 
with truth, and without enthusiastic nonsense, that we are 
happier than if we possessed the mines of Golconda. I tohl 
you so when we left Sir ^Frederick Vyneton’s villa after our 
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^hd^JBWOon ; and you then declared how happy you should be' 
the same at the end of two years. I could not have ' 
Jpfd so then ; but I can now, after eight years of marriage." 

*' VVe need not add that De Molton was indeed perfectity 
h“PPy» no*" that he told his wife he was so. 


THE END. 
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